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FIRST PART OF 



KING HENRY VI. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Kinz Henry the Sixth. 

JhtJce o/'Gloster, uncle to the king, and protector, 

Duke of Bedford, uncle to the king, and regent 

of France. 
Thomas Beaufort, duke of Exeter, great uncle to 

the king. 
Henry Beaufort, great uncle to the king* bishop of 

IVinchester, and afterwards cardinal. 
John Beaufort, earl of Somerset ; aftenoards duke. 
Richard Plantagenet, eldest son qf Richard, late 

earl of Cambridge ; afterwards duke of York. 
Karl qf Warwick. Earl of Salisbury. 

Earl of Suffolk. 

JLord Talbot, afterwards earl qf Shrewsbury. 
John Talbot, hts son. 
Edmund Mortimer, earl of March. 
Mortimer'* keeper, and a lawyer. 
Sir John Faatotfe. Sir William l*ucy. 

SSir William Glansdale. Sir Thomas Gar-grave. 
JWayor of London. Woodville, lieut. of the Twicer. ' 



Vernon, of the white rose, or York faction. 
Basnet, of the red rose, or Lancaster faction. 
Charles, dauphin, and afterwards king of France. 
Reifrn'ter,dukfofAnjou,and titular king of 'Naples. 
Duke of Burgundy. Duke of Alencoti. 

Governor of Pans. Bastard qf Orleans. 

Master-gunner qf Orleans, and his son. 
General of the French forces in Bourdeaux. 
A French Sergeant. A Porter. 

An old shepherd, father to Joan la PuceUe. 

Margaret, daughter to Reigmer ; afterwards mar- 
ried to King Henry. Countess of Auvcrgiie. 
Joan la Pucclle, commonly called Joan of Arc. 

Fiends appearing to Ijn Pucelle, fords* wartlett 
of the Tower, heralds, officers, strtdicrs, mes- 
sengers, and several attendants, both on the 
English and French. 

Scene, partly in England, and partly in France. 



ACT I. 

SCEA'E /.— Westminster Abbey. Dead march. 
Corpse qf King Henry the Fifth discovered, 
tying in state; attended on by the Dukes qf 
Bedford, Gloater, and Exeter ; the Earl of War- 
wick, the Bishop qf Winchester, Heralds, Sec. 



Bedford. 



H 



UNG be the heavens with black, 1 >jcld day to 
night! 

Comets, importing change of times and states, 
Brandish yonr crystal tresses in the sky ; 
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars, 
That have consented unto Henry's death ! 
Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long ! 
England ne'er lost a king of so much worth. 

Glo. England ne'er had a king, until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command : 
His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams; 
His arms spread wider than a dragon'it wings ; 
His sparkling eyes replete with wrathful fire, 
More dazzled and drove back hi* enemies, 
Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces. 
"What should I say ? his deeds exceed all speech : 
lie neVr lift up hi-* hand, but conquered. 

Rze. We mourn in black ; Why mourn we not 
in blood ? 
Henry •* dead, and never shall revive 
Upon a wooden r offm we attend ; 
And death'* dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify. 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What ! shall we curse the planet* of miehap, 

(1) Alluding to our ancient stage-practice when 
a tragedy was to be acted 

■■■■ *• 



vm, 



That plotted thus our glory's overthrow : 
Or shall we think the Mibtlc-wiited French 
Conjurers and sorcerer?:, that, ufmid of him, 
By magic verso 3 have contriv'd his end ? 

Win. He was a king blessed of the King of king-. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight. 
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 
The church's prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The church ! where is it ? Had not church- 
men pray'd, 
His thread of life had not so soon decay'd : 
None do vou like but an effeminate prince, 
Whom, like a school-boy, you may oier-awe. 

Win. GloMer, whate'er we like, thou art pro- 
tector ; 
And lookcst to command the prince, and rcauii. 
Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe. 
More than God, or religious ehun.hmen, may. 

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov'M the flcsii : 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou goV, 
Except it be to prey against thy foes. 

Bed. (^ease, cease thiene jars, and rest your mind*' 
in peace ! 
Let's to the altar : — Heralds, wait on us : — 
Instead of gold, we'll offer up our ana-' ; 
Since arms avail not, now that Henry's dead.— 
Posterity, await for wretched years 
When at their mothers' moist eyes babes shall suck . 
Our isle be made a nourish 1 of salt rears, 
And none but women left to wail the ilea J. 
Henry the Fifth ! thy ghost I invocate : 
ProNper this realm, keep it from civil broil* ! 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 

(2) There was a notion long pi (talent, that liie 
might be taken away by metrieal rhaiiDF 
fjft Nurse wn« anciently so spelt 
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A far more glorious star thy soul will make, 

Than Julius Caesar, or bright 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all ! 
Sad tiding* bring 1 to you out of France, 
Of loss, of daughter, and discomfiture : 
Guienne, Champaigne, Rheiins, Orleans 
Paris, Guysor*, Poic tiers art* all quite lost 

Bed. What say'st thou, man, before dead Henry's 
corse? 
Speak softly : or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him Iwrst his lead, and rise from death. 

Glo. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up? 
If Henry were recallM to life again, 
These news would cause him once more yield the 
ghost. 

Ext. How were they lost? what treachery was 
us'd? 

Mess. No treachery ; but want of men and money. 
Among the soldiers "this is muttered, — 
That here you maintain several factions ; 
And, whilst a Arid should be despatch'd and fought, 
You are disputing of your generals. 
One would have Ting'ring wars, with little cost ; 
Another would tlv swift but wanteth wings ; 
A third man think*, without expense at all, 
By guileful fair words peace may be obtain'd. 
Awake, awake, English nobility ! 
Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot : 
Cropp'd are the flower-de-luces in your arms ; 
Of England's coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
These tidings would call forth her flowing tides. 1 

Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am of France : — 
Give me my steeled" coat, I'll fight for France.— 
Awav with these disgraceful wailing robes ! 
Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyc>, 
To weep their intenni«wivf! miseries. 3 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad 

mischance, 
France is revolted from the English quite ; 
Except some petty towns of no import : 
The dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ; 
llie bastard of Orleans with him is joiu'd ; 
Reigneir, duke of Anjou, doth take his part ; 
The duke of Alenc/wi flieth to his side. 

Ext. The dauphin crowned king ! all fly to him ! 
0, whither shall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glo. W r e will not flv, but to our enemies 1 throats : 
Bedford, if thou be slack, Til fight it out. 

Bed. Glostcr, why doubt'st thou of my forward- 
ness? 
An army have I rnuster'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over- run. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess. My gracious lords, — to add to your 

laments, 
Wherewith ) ou now bedew king Henry's hearse, — 
I must inform you of a dismal fight. 
Betwixt the tttout lord Talbot and the French. 

Win. W T hat ! wherein Talbot overcome ? is't so ? 

3 Mess. O, no ; wherein lord Talbot was o'er- 
thrown : 
The cirruinslan< e I'll tell you more at large. 
The t- nth of August last, this dreadful lord, 
Bering from the si^ge of Orleans 
having mil «cnrcc six thousand in hi* troop, 
'&y three and twenty thousand of (lie French 
Wat round encompussed and act upon : 



No leisure had he to enrank his men ; 
He wanted pikes to set before his archers ; 
Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck'd out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confusedly, 
To ketrp the horsemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continued; 
Where valiant Talbot, above human thought. 
Enacted wonders with his sword and lance. 
Hundred** he sent to hell, and none durst stand him 
Here, there, and every where, eurag'd he slew : 
The French exclaim'd, The devil was in arms; 
All the whole army stood agaz'd on him: 
His soldiers, ypving his undaunted spirit, 
A Talbwt ! a Talbot ! cried out amain, 
And rush 1 d into the bowels of the battle. 
Here had the cotiuuest fully been seal'd up, 
If sir John Fastolte had not play'd the coward; 
He being in the vaward (placM behind, 
With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ; 
Enclosed were they with their enemies: 
A base Walloon, to win the. dauphin's grace, 
Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back ; 
Whom all France, with their chief assembled 

strength, 
Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bid. Is Talbot slain ? then I will slay myself, 
For living idly here, in pomp and ease, 
j Whil-t huch a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
I Unto his dastard foe-men is betray'd. 

3 Jfe.w. O no, he lives; but is took prisoner, 
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford : 
Mo*t of the rest slaughtcr'd. or took, likewise. 

Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall pay . 
[Ml hale the dauphin headlong from his throne, 
His crown shall be the ransom of my friend ; 
Four of their lords I'll change for one. of ours. — 
Farewell, mv masters ; to my task will I ; 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keep our great Saint George's fea*t withal : 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take. 
Whose- bloody deeds shall make all Europe cpiake. 

3 Mess. So you had need ; for Orleans is besieg'd ; 
The English armv is grown weak and faint : 
The earl of Salisbury craveth supply, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 

Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry 
sworn; 

Eitlicr to quell the dauphin utterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed. 1 do remember it ; and here take leave. 
To go about my preparation. [Extf. 

Glo. I'll to die Tower, with all the haste I can, 
To view the artillery and munition ; 
And then 1 will proclaim young Henry king. [Ex. 

Exe. To Elthamwill I, where the young king is. 
Being ordain'd his special governor : 
And for his safetv there I'll beat devise. [Exit 

Win. Each hath his place and function to attend : 
1 am left out ; for me nothing remains. 
But long I will not be Jack-ont-of-office; 
The king from Eltham I intend to send. 
And sit at chiefest stem of public weal. 

[Exit. Scene closes. 

SCENE //.—France. Before Orleans. EnUr 
Charles, with his forces; Alenqon, Reigmer, 
and others. 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the 
heavens. 
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(2) i. €. Their miseries which have liad only a 



short infrrmiKfloii 
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So in the earth, to this day is not known : 
Late did he shine upon the English side ; 
Now we are victors, upon i» he smiles. 
What towns of any moment, but we have ? 
At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans; 
Otherwhiles, the famish'd English, like pale ghosts, 
Faintly besiege u* one hour in a month. 

Alen. Tbey want their porridge, and their fat 
bull-beeves : 
Either they must be dieted like mules, 
And have their provender tied to their mouth*, 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

Reig. Let's raise the siege ; Why live we idly 
here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salisbury ; 
And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 
Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, sound alarum ; we will rush on 
them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French : — 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, 
'When be sees me go back one foot, or fly. [Ext. 

Alarums ; excursions ; afterwards a retreat. Re- 
enter Charles, Alenc,on, Rcignier, and others. 

Char. Whoever saw the like? what men have I? — 
Dogs ! cowards ! dastard* ! — I would ne'er have fled, 
But that they left me 'midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury it a desperate homicide ; 
1 le nghteth as one weary of his life. 
The other lords, like lions wanting food, 
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 1 

Alen. Froissard, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
During the time Edward the third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified ; 
For none but Samsons, and Goliases, 
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 
Lean raw-bon'd rascals ! who would e'er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity? 

Char. Let's leave this town ; for they are hair- 
brain'd slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they'll tear down, than forsake the siege. 

Reig. I think, by some odd gimmal* 2 or device, 
Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ; 
Else ne'er could they hold out so, as they do. 
By my consent, we'll e'en let them alone. 

Alen. Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast. Where's the prince dauphin ? I have news 
for him. 

Cknr. Bastard 3 of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 

Bast. Methmks your looks are sad, your cheer* 
appall'd ; 
Ham the late overthrow wrought this oftence ? 
Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand : 
A holy maid hither with me I bring, 
Whkh, by a vision sent to her from heaven, 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege, 
And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 
The spirit of deep propliecy she hath, 
Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome : 
What'* past, and what's to come, she can descry. 
Speak, snail I call her in ? Believe my words, 
For they are certain and unfallible. 

(1) £ e. The prey for which they are hungry. 

(2) A gknraal is a piece of jointed work, where 
sue piece moves within another: here it is taken 

• at large for an engine. 



Char. Go, call her in: [Exit Ba>tard.] But, first, 
to try her skill, 
Rcignier, stand thou as dauphin in my place : 
Question licr proudly, let thy looks be stem : — 
By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. 

[Retires. 

Enter La Pucelle, Bastard o/Orloans, and others. 

Reig. Fair maid, is't thou wilt do these wond'rous 
feats? 

Puc. Reignier, i*'t thou that thinkest to beguile 
me ? — 

Where is the dauphin?— rome,come from behind: 
I know thee well, though never seen before. 
Be not amaz'd, there'** nothing hid from mc : 
In private will I talk with thee apart : — 
Stand bark, you lords, and give us leave a while. 

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at fu-st dash. 

Puc. Dauphin, 1 am by birth a shepherd's 
daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art. 
Heaven, and our Lady gracious, liath it pleas'd 
To shine on my contemptible estate : 
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs, 
And to sun's parching heat display 'd my checks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me ; 
And, in a vision lull of majesty, 
Will'd me to leave my base vocation, 
And free my country from calamity : 
Her aid she promis'd, and assur'd success : 
In complete glory she reveal'd herself ; 
And, whereas I was black and swart before, 
With those clear rays which she infus'd on me, 
That beauty am I bless'd with, which vou see. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 
And I will answer unpremeditated : 
My courage try by combat, if thou dar'st, 
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 
Resolve on this :* Thou shalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive mc for thy warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astonish'd me widi thy high 
terms; 
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make, — 
In single combat thou shalt buckle with me ; 
And, if thou vanquishest, thy words are true : 
Otherwise, I renounce all confidence. 

Puc. I am prepar'd : here is my keen-edg'd sword, 
Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on earh side ; 
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine's 

church-yard, 
Out of a deal of old iron I cliose forth. 

Otar. Then come o'fiod's name, I fear no woman. 

Puc. And, while I live, I'll ne'er flv from a man. 

[They fight. 

Char. Stay, stay thy hands ; thou art an ama/on, 
And tightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were too 
weak. 

Char. Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must 
help mc : 
Impatiently I burn with thy desire ; 
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'J. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, 
Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be ; 
'Tis the French dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc. I must not yield to any rites of love, 
For my profession's sacred fiom above : 
When I have chased all thy foes from hence, 
Then will I think upon a recompense. 

(3) This was not in former times a term of re- 
proach. 
(4 J Countenance. 

(5) Be firmly peraumded of it. 
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Char. Mean time, look moons en thy prostrate 

thrall. 

Rag. My lord, methinlo, if rtry long in talk. 

Asm. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her 

■nock; 

Else ne'er could he so long protract his speech. 

Rag. Shall we disturb him, since he Keeps no 

mean? 
Alen. He may mean more than we poor men do 
know: 
These women are shrewd tempters with their 
tongues. 
Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise yon 
on? 
Shall we rive over Orleans, or no? 

Pue. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants ! 
Fight nil the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 
Char. What she says, I'll confirm ; we'll fight 

it out 
Puc. Assign'd am I to be the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly 1*11 ruse : 
Expect Saint Martin's summer, 1 halcyon days, 
Since I have entered into these wars. 
Glory is like a circle in the water, 
"Which never ceoseth to enlarge itself 
Till, bv broad spreading, it disperse to nought. 
With Henry's death, the English circle ends ; 
Dispersed are the glories it included. 
Now am I like that proad insulting ship, 
Which Caesar and has fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove ? 
Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 
Helen, the mother of great Constantinc, 
Nor vet Saint Philip's daughters,? were hke thee. 
Bright star of Venus, fell'n down on the earth, 
How may 1 reverently worship thee enough ? 
Attn. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege. 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our 
honours; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be imujurtalix'd. 
Char. Presently we'll try :— Cons, let's away 
about it : 
No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. [Em. 

SCENE ///.—London. Hill before the Tower. 
Enter, at the gates, the Duke of Gloster, with 
hie serving-men, in blue coats. 

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this day; 
Since Henry's death, I fear, there is conveyance.*— 
Where be these warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the gates; Gloster it is that calls. 

[Servants knock. 
1 Ward. [Within.) Who is there that knocks so 
imperiously? 

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster. 

2 Ward. [Within.] Whoe'er he be, you may 

not be let in. 
1 Serv. Answer you so the lord protector, villains? 
1 Ward. [Within.] The Lord protect him ! so 
wc answer nim : 
We do no otherwise than we are will'd. 
Glo. Who willed you ? or whose will stands but 
mine? 
There's none protector of the realm, but I. — 
Break up* the gates, I'll be your warrantizc : 
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms? 

Servants rush at the Tower gates. Enter, to the 
gates, Woodville, the lieutenant. 
Wood. [ Within,} What noise is this ? what trai- 
tors have we here ? 

(1) Expect prosperity after misfortune. 

(2) Meaning the four daughters of Fnilip, men- 
tioned in \ct* xii. P 



Glo. Lieutenant, is it you, whose voice I hear? 
Open the gales; here's Gloster, that would enter. 
Woodjlftttta.] Have patience, noble duke: 
I may not open ; 
The cardinal of Winchester forbids: 
From him 1 have express commandaMOt, 
That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. 
Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, priieet hum Hose 
me? 
Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate. 
Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er could 

brook? 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the king : 
Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly. 

1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord protector ; 
Or we'll burst them open, if that yon come not 
quickly. 

Enter Winchester, attended by a train of servants, 
in tawny-coats. 

IVin. How now, ambitious Humphrey? what 
means this ? 

Glo. PieFd priest,* dost thou command me to be 
shut out ? 

Win. I do, thou most usurping proch'tor,* 
And not protector of the king, or realm. 

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator; 
Than, mat contriv'dst to murder our dead lord'; 
Thou, that giv'st whores indulgences to sin : 
I'll canvass 7 thee in thy broad cardinal's hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back, I will not bodge a 
foot; 
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Glo. 1 will not slay thee, but 111 drive thee bock : 
Thy scarlet robes, as a child's bearing-cloth, ' 
I'll use, to carry thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar'st; I beard thee to thy 
face. 

Glo. What ? am I der'd, and bearded to mv 
face?— 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place; 
Bluc-coatM to tawny-coats. Priest, beware your 
beard; 

[Gloster and his men attack the bishop. 
I mean to tug it, and to caff you soundly : 
Under my feet I stamp thv cardinal's hat; 
In spite of pope or dignities of church, 
Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down. 

Win. Gloster, thou'lt answer this before the pope. 

Glo. Winchester goose, 8 1 cry — a rope ! a rope* — 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them stay ? — 
Thee I'll chase hence, tlxm wolf in sheep's array. — 
Out, tawney-coats !— out, scarlet 9 hypocrite ! 

Here a great tumult. In the nndst of it, enter 
the Mayor of London, and officers. 

May. Fir, lords ! that you, Iwing supreme ma- 
gintratr*, 
Thus contumelioudy should break the peace ! 

Glo. Peace, mayor; thou know'st little of my 
wrong* : 
Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 
Hath here di^train'd the Tower to his use. 

Win. Here's Gloster too, a foe to citizens; 
One that still motions war, and never peace, 
O'erchargrag your free purses with large fines ; 
That seeks to overthrow religion, 

(3) Theft. (4) Break open. 

(5) Alluding to his shaven crown. (6) Traitor. 

(7) SifL (8) A strumpet 

(9) An allmion to the bishop's hehit. 
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Because be ■ protetior of thenar 
Awl wobU have armour ken oat of th 
To crown binwlf king, and mpp - thi 
Olo. I will not eeswerlhee with-. . 

(Here Msy jJbirmuA agiua 
Jrfay. Nought Mi lor DM, in this tumultuous 
MM. 
But to make open proclamation : — 
Come, officer ; as loud as e'er thou canst 
Off. AU ww a/ aw, unlU Am ui arm 
Uii day, annul GwfijMareanif [Ac teruj's, it, 
rAerg-r and command ytm, r« Ait fa^kneu 1 name 
to rtjrar to your Kviral Aorfl[Hg--pia«J; «K 
no! la arear, Mnate, or «■, Ban/ juwrd, meopem 
Or dagger, hrnctfonnard, vprr. ^n 0/ rf»M. 
G(o Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of tin. ln» : 
Bui w. sh.ll u. 
Win. Glatte 

Tht hart -Mood I will hue, for t! . day 'j worl 
Jlea,. I'Uallforclnbs,! iljou -.■■■■■ . 

Thii cardinal a more haughty than the devil, 
trio. Mayor, farewell ■ dm do bin what tl 



ih our minds at large. 



Win. Abominable Greater! guard L 
Par 1 intend to have it. an Ions. 
May. See thee 



\tmm 



: clcer'd, and then 

Good God! UialnobUnahooldiacri'mmiifli^beiir! 
I myself fight no) once in fuety year. [rZxnotf. 
SCEA'E ir.— Front* Before ■ .■■ Enter 

on lie waft, toe MailcT-Cimner ana* Ats Son. 

JUGin. 




The* iiu.y iei us, with shot, ot 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece aTordaance 'gainst it I ham plac'd I 

And fully even these three days hBve I watch'd. 

If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch, 

For I can stay no longer. 

If thou apy'st any, ran and bring roc word ; 

And Ibou shalt find me ui the governor 1 [Bill 

Son. Father, I warrant you; take you do care 
111 never (rouble you, if I may spy them. 
Esukr, in an upper chamber qf a tower , the horde 

Salisbury oils' Talbot, Sir William Gluudele, 

Srr Thomas Gurgreve, and oth, 

3ei Talbot, my life, my joy, lorain jetum'dl ' 
How wert thou bandied, being prisoner • 
Or by what mean* got'at thou to be releas'd ! 
Discount, 1 prVrbee, on thii hunt's tap. 

Tal. The date of Bedford had ■ prboner, 



V "'.-V I, disdaining, loomM: end crated death, 

■ """ ™ " fdesirtL 

FaHnlbBWDirat 




'£ produe'd they ma, 
public spectacle to all ; 
id they-, is (he terror of the French, 

olte 1 front the odlen that led me ; 
And wi&rornsulsdin'd straw* out of the ground, 
To hud at the beholders of my shame. 

countenance nude others fly ; 

t cune near tor fear of sudden death. 

So groat fear of my name 'jnongst them was spread, 
TWt (hey (uppui'd, I could rend bun of steel, 
' "' um in pieces posts of adamant : 

kir. a guard of cboeeu shot I had, 

Thai asVd about sue every misiute-whik ; 



[ wc will be revriig'd sufficiently. 

■ it is supper- lime in Orleans : 

rp, through this grate, I can count every one, 

1 11. look in, Ihe sight will much rblighi Itjsev- 



When? is best pUcc 10 nuke our buttery rant 
Oar lining at dwiiurth gale; tor there Hand, 

Glan. And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
Tat For aught I see, this city must 'be fiunistfd. 
Or Willi slight sLirnuahes enfeebled. 

[SAol/roe. tin (own. Salisbury and Sir 
Tbsmea Gvgnvtfail. 

•Sal. 3(j3ni,h«Toinercyonoa 1 irr'- lJ -' 

Cor. O Lord, hare a 

Tal Wh« d 



il this, twal at 



aft 



For bun I was ssdsang'd and ran! 1 ned 

Bat with a baser man of arms by far, 

Onte, in contempt, (hey wuuld ha ■ ■: '■ • 

(1 ) Thai it, for peace-office ra armed with clol 



Ssusabury; at least, if thou ranat speak j 
ir'st thou, mirror of all martial men f 
One of (hy eyea, and thy cheek's side struck off!— 
'■. ■ ■ sd tower! accuned Anal hand, 
That htth contrrv'd this woful tragedy ! 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o'errame ; 
nry Ihe Fifth he bat Uain'd to the wars; 

> ■. jrd did ne'er leave striking in (he Rrlil. — 
( ' ■ st thou, Salisbur}? llmigh thy speech dot): 



tail, 

'in' , • (bou hast, to look to 



■n /or pmen 
he world.- 



lo Thnnu Gargnve. hast thou any life.' 
■[,■<>. .11110 Talbot; nay. look ui> lo him. 
■ I '7, cheer thy sturit with Qui comfort , 

"hoil shalt no( die, whiles 

le beckons wi(h his hand, and sniiW oil lnc ; 
tl ■■ should say, li'liea J am dentl atul gtmr, 
lemrmier (o avtitge rat an Ihe Fitnch,— 
lantagrjwl, i wilf; and liero-tike. 



(ripped of hnoonrs. 
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ActlL 



Flay on the lute, beholding the towns burn : 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard; a/ierwaras an alarum. 
What star is this ? What tumult's in the heavens ? 
Whence coraeth this alarum, and the noise ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have gafher'd 
head: 
The dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd,— 
A holy prophetess, new risen up,— 
Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 

[ Salisbury groans. 

TaL Hear,hear,how dying Salisbury doth groan ! 
It irks his heart, he cannot be reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen, 111 be a Salisbury to you : — 
Pucelle or puuel, 1 dolphin or dogfish, 
Your hearts I'll stamp out with my horse's heels, 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. — 
Convey me Salisbury into his tent, 
And toen we'll try what these dastard Frenchmen 
dare. [Exeunt, bearing out the bodies. 

SCENE V.— The same. Before one of Ike gates. 
Jllnrum. Skirmishings. Talbot yursueth the 
Dauphin, and drivetk aim in : then enter Joan 
la Pucelle, driving Englishmen before her. 
Then enter Talbot 

TaL Where is my strength, ray valour, and my 
force ? 
Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 
A woman, clad in armour, chaseth them. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes : — I'll have a bout with thee : 
Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee ,2 thou art a witch, 
And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv'st. 

Puc. Came, come, tis only I that must disgrace 
thee. [Thtujfight. 

TaL Heavens, can you suffer hell to to prevail' 
My breast HI burst with straining of my courage, 
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder, 
But I will chastise mis high-minded strumpet. 

Rue. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come : 
I most go victual Orleans forthwith. 
Overtake me, if thou canst; I scorn thy strength. 
Go, go; cheer up thy hunger-starved men; 
Help Salisbury to make his testament: 
Tins day is ours, as many more shall be. 

[Pucelle enters the town, with soldiers. 

TaL My thoughts are whirled like a potter's 
wheel; 
I know not where I am, nor what I do : 
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives bark our troops, and conquers as she lists : 
So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench, 
Are from their hives, and houses, driven away. 
They call'd us, for our fierceness, English dogs ; 
Now, like to whelps, we crying run away. 

[A short alarum. 
Hark, countrymen ! cither renew the fight, 
Or tear the lions out of England's coat ; 
Renounce your soil, give sheep in lion's stead : 
Sleep run not half so timorous from the wolf, 
Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard, 
As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum. Another skirmish. 
It will not be : — Retire into your trenches : 

(1) Dirty wench. 

(2) The superstition of those times taught, that 
he who could draw a witch's blood was free from 
her power. 



You all consented unto Salisbury's death, 
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. — 
Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans, 
In spite of us, or aught that we could do. 
O, would I were to die with Salisbury ! 
The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 
[Alarum Retreat. Exeunt Talbot and his 
forces, SfC. 

SCENE Ft — The same. Enter, on the walls, Pu- 
celle, Charles, Reignier, Alencon, and soldiers. 

Puc Advance our waving colours on the walls ; 
Rescu'd is Orleans from the English wolves : — 
Thus Joan la Puc* He hath perform'd her word. 

Char Divinest creature, bright Astrsea' s daughter. 
How shall I honour thee for this success? 
Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. — 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! — 
Recovered is the town of Orleans : 
More blessed hap did ne'er befall our state. 

Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the 
town? 
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires, 
And: feast and banquet in the open streets, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and 

When they shall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Char. 'Tis J oan, not we, by whom the day is won ; 
For which, I will divide my crown with her : 
And all the priests and friars in mv realm 
Shall, in procession, sing her endless praise. 
A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear, 
TMut Rhodope's, or Memphis', ever was : 
In memory of her, when she is dead, 
Her ashes, in an urn more precious 
Than the rich-jewel'd coder of Darius, 
Transported shall be at high festivals, 
Before the king* and queens of France. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
But Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint. 
Come in ; and let us banquet royally, 
After this golden day of victory. [Flourish. Ext. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— The same. Enter, to the gates, « 
French Sergeant, and two Sentinels. 

Serg. Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant : 
If any noise, or soldier, you perceive, 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign, 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 1 

1 Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Serg.] Thus 
arc poor servitors 
(When others bleep upon their quiet beds,) 
Constrain'd to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and forces, 
with scaling-ladders ,• their drums beating a 
dead march. 

TaL Lord regent, — and redoubted Burgundy, — 
By whose approach, the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, ana Picardy, are friends to us, — 
This happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 
Having all day carous'd and banqueted : 
Embrace we men this opportunity ; 
As fitting best to quittance their deceit, • 

Contriv'd by art, and baleful sorcery. 

(3) The same as guard-room. 
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Bed. Coward of France ! — bow much he wrong* 
his fame, 
Denmirinr of his own aim's fortitude, 
To join with witches, and the help of bell. 

Bur. Traitors have never other company. — 
But what's that Pucelle, whom they term so pure? 

Tal. A maid, they say. 

Bed. A maid ? and be so martial ? 

Bur. Pray God, she prove not masculine ere long; 
If underneath the standard of the French, 
She carry armour, as she hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them practise and convene with 
spirits: 
God is our fortress ; in whose conquering name, 
Let us resolve (o scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee. 

Tal Not all together : better far, 1 guess, 
That we do make our entrance several ways; 
That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed Agreed -, I'll to yon corner. 

Bur. ' And 1 to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his 
grave.— 
Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

[The English scale the walls, crying St George ! 
a Talbot ! and ail enter by the town. 

Sent [Within.] Arm, arm ! the enemy doth make 
assault : 

The French leap over the walls in their shirts. 
Enter, several ways, Bastard, A lengon, Reignier, 
half ready, and Ka\f unready. 

Alen. How now, my lords ? what, all unready 1 so ? 

Bast. Unready ? ay, and glad we Vep'd so well. 

Reig. Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our 
beds, 
Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors. 

Alen. Of all exploits, since first 1 follow'd arms, 
Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous, or desperate, than this. 

Bast. I think, this Talbot be a fiend of hell. 

Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him. 

Alen. Here cometh Charles ; I marvel, how he 
sped. 

Enter Charles and La Pucelle. 

Bast. Tut ! holy Joan was his defensive guard. 

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didst thou at first, to natter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loss might be ten times so much ? 

Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his 
friend? 
At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping, or waking, must I still prevail, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? — * 
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good, 
This sudden mischief never could have fall'n. 

Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your default; 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 
Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen. Had all vour quarters beou as safely kept, 
As that whereof I had the government. 
We had not been thus shamefully surprised. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Reig. And so was mine, my lord. 

Char. And, far myself, most part of all this night, 
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct, 



' s 1) Undress*]. 



(2) Plant, schemes. 



I was cmplor'd in passing to and fro, 
About relieving of the sentinels : 
Then how, or which way, should thev first break in ? 
Puc. Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How, or which way ; 'tis sure, they found some 

ftlace 
v guarded, where the breach was made. 
And now there rests no other shift but this, — 
To t;athcr our soldiers, scattcr'd and dupers'd, 
And lay new platforms 3 to endamage them. 

Alarum. Enter an English Soldier, crying, A 
Talbot! a Talbot! They fly, leaving their 
clothes behind. 

Sold. I'll be so bold to take what they have left. 
The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword ; 
For I have loaden me with many spoils, 
Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit. 

SCEWE 11.— Orleans. Within the town. Enter 
Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a Captain, and 
others. 

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled, 
Whose pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth. 
Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit 

[Retreat sounded. 

TaL Bring forth the body of old Salisbury ; 
And here advance it in the market-place, 
The middle centre of this cursed town. — 
Now have 1 paid my vow unto his soul ; 
For every drop of blood was drawn from him. 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night. 
And, that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 
Within their chiefest temple rll erect 
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr'd : 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be engrav'd the sack of Orleans ; 
The treacherous manner of his mournful death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 
But, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 
I muse, 8 we met not with the dauphin's grace ; 
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc ; 
Nor anv of his false confederates. 

Bed' 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight 
began, 
Rous'd on the sudden from their drowsv beds, 
They did, amongst the troops of armea men, 
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in tlie field. 

Bur. Myself (as far as I could well discern, 
For smoke, and ausky vapours of the night,) 
Am sure, I scar'd the dauphin, and his trull ; 
When arm in arm they both came swiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, 
That could not live asunder day or night 
After that things are set in order here, 
We'll follow them with all the power we have. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. All hail, my lords ! which of this princely 
train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France ? 

TaL Here is the Talbot; who would speak with 
him? 

Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne, 
With modesty admiring thy renown, 
By me entreats, good lord, thou would'st vouchsafe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies:* 
That she may boast, site hath beheld the man 
Whose glory tills the world with loud report 

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, 1 hce, our wars 

(3) Wonder. (4) t. e. Where she dw«lh 
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Will tarn unto a peaceful conic sport, 
When ladies crave to be encountered with. — 
Ton may not, ray lord, despite her gentle rait 

TaL Ne'er trust me then; for, when a world of 
men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, 
Ynttoth a woman's kindness over-rul'd : — 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks; 
And in submission will attend on her. — 
Will not tout hononrs bear me company ? 

Bed. No, truly : it is more than manners will : 
And I have heard it said, — Unbidden guests 
Are often welcomest when they are gone. 

TaL Well then, alone, since there's no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady's courtesy. 
Come hither, captain. [fVhispers.) — You perceive 
toy mind. 

CapL I do, my lord ; and mean accordingly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE in.—Auvergne. Court of the cattle. 
Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge; 
And, when you have done so, bring the keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. [Exit 

OoumL The plot is laid: if all things fall out right, 
1 shall Mutinous be by this exploit, 
As Scythian Thomyris by Cyrus' death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 
And his achievements of no less account : 
Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears, 
To give their censure 1 of these rare reports. 

Enter Messenger and Talbot 

Mess. Madam, 
According as your ladyship desir'd, 
By message crav'd, so is lord Talbot coma. 

Qntnt. And he is welcome. What? it this the 
man? 

Meet. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear'd abroad. 
That with his name the mothers still their babes? 
I see, report is fabulous and false : 
I thought, I should have seen some Hercules, 
A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas ! this is a child, a silly dwarf: 
It cannot be, this weak and writhled 3 shrimp, 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you : 
But since your ladyship is not at leisure, 
HI sort some other time to visit you. 

Count What means he now?-»-Go ask him 
whither he goes ? 

Mess. Stay, my lord Talbot ; for my lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

TaL Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief 
I go to certify her, Talbot's here. 

Re-enter Porter, with keys. 

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner. 

TaL Prisoner! to whom? 

Count To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train'd thee to my house. 
Lomr time thy shadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 
But now the substance shall endure the like ; 
And 1 will chain these legs and arms of thine, 
That hast by tyranny, these many years, 
Wasted our country, slain our titiieiw, 



(1) For opinion. 

#) FooH*. (4) 



(2) Wrinkled. 
For a purpose. 



And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

TaL Ha, ha, ha! 

Count. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth shnU 
turn to moan. 

Tal I laugh to see your ladyship so food** 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's shadow, 
Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man? 

TaL I am indeed. 

Count. Then hare I substance too. 

TaL No, no, I era but shadow of myself: 
You are deceiv'd, my substance is not here ; 
For what you see, is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 
I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch. 
Your roof were not sufficient to contain it 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the 
nonce,* 4 
He will be here, and yet he is not here : 
How can these contrarieties agree ? 

TaL That will I show you presently. 

He winds a horn. Drums heard; then a peal of 
ordnance. The gates being forced, enter soldiers. 

How say you, madam? are you now persuaded, 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 
These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks ; 
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns, 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Victorious Talbot ! pardon my abuse : 
I find, thou art no less than fame hath bruited ;* 
And more than may be gather'd by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ; 
For I am sorry, that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art 

TaL Be not dismay'd, fair lady ; nor misconstrua 
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body* 
What you have done, hath not offended roe : 
No other satisfaction do I crave, 
But only (with your patience,) that we may 
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have; 
For soldiers' stomachs always serve them well. 

Count. With all my heart: and think me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my bouse. [Exeunt. 

SCENE /T— London. The Temple Garden. 
Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and 
Warwick; Richard Plantagenet, Vernon, and 
another Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords, and gentlemen, what means 
mis silence? 
Dare no man answer in a case of truth ? 

Suf. Within the Temple hall we were too loud ; 
The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once, if 1 maintain'd the truth ; 
Or else was wrangling Somerset in tlie error? 

Suff 'Faith, 1 nave been a truant in the law ; 
And never yet could frame my will to it ; 
And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 

Sam. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then 
between us. 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher 
pitch; 
Between two do<n, which hath the deeper mouth; 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper ; 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best ;* 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye ; 
1 have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judgment ; 

(5) Announced loudly. 

(6) i e. Regulate luVmotions most adroitly- 
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But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appears so naked on my side, 
That any purblind eye may find it out 

Som, And on my side it is so well apparell'd, 
So clear, so shining, and so evident. 
That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye. 

Plan. Since you are tongue-ty'd, and so loath to 
speak, 
In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts : 
Let him, that is a true-born gentleman. 
And standi upon the lionour of his birth, 
If he suppose that 1 have pleaded truth. 
From on this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer, 
Rut dare maintain the party <>f the truth, 
Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

War. I love no colours ;• and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 
I pluck this white rose, with Plantagenet 

Stiff. I pluck tliis red rose, with young Somerset ; 
And say withal, I think he held the right. 

Vtr. Stay, lords and gentlemen : and pluck no 
more, 
Till you conclude — that he, upon whope side 
The fewest roses are cropp'd from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion, 

Sam. Good master Vernon, it is well objected ? 
If I have fewest, L subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Vtr. Then, for the truth and plainness of the case, 
I pluck this pale, and maiden blossom here, 
Giving ray verdict on the white rose side. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off; 
Lest, bleeding, >ou do paint die white rose red 
And fall on my side so against your will. 

Vtr. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion shall be surgeon (o my hurt. 
And keen me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on : Who else ? 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false, 
The argument you held, was wrong in you; 

[To Somerset. 
In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument ? 

Som. Here, in my scabbard ; meditating that, 
Shall die your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit 
our roses; 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som. No, Plantagenet, 

'Tis not for fear; but anger, — that thy cheeks, 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses ; 
And yet tny tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan. Hath uot thy rose a canker, Somerset P 

Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet? 

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his 
truth ; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 

•Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding 
rosea, . 
That shall maintain what I have said is true, 
Where false Pfantagenc t dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 
I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy. 

Suff. Turn not tny scorns this way, Plantagenet 

Plan. Proud Poole, 1 will ; and scorn both him 
and thee. 

(1) Tints and deceits: a play on the word 

(2J Justly proposed. 

'3) i «. Those woo have no right to arms. 

▼OLI7 



Suff. I'll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. Away, away, good William De-la-Foole I 
We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him. 

War. Now, by GodN will, thou wrongest him, 
Somerset ; 
Hi* grandfather was Lionel, duke of Clarence, 
Third won to the third Edward king of England ; 
Spring cre.Htless yeomen 3 from so deep a root ? 

Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege, 4 
Or durst not. for hist craven heart, say ihus. 

Sum By him that made me, I'll maintain my 
words 

On any plot of ground in Christendom : 
Was uot ihv father, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king's davs? 
And, by his treason, !>taiid'»t not thou attainted, 
Corrupt**!, and exempt* from ancient gentry? 
His trespass yet livts guilty in thy blood; 
And, tilt thou l>o restor'd, thou art a yeoman. 

Plan. My fatlicr was attached, not attainted ; 
Condcuin'd to die for treaxxi, but no traitor ; 
And that I'll prove on better men than Somerset, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 
For your partaker 6 Poole, and you yourself, 
I'll note vou in my book of memory, 
To scourge you for this apprehension : 7 
Ixwk to it well ; and s»ay you are well warn'd. 

Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still ; 
And know us, by the** colours, for thy foes ; 
For the** my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan. Aud, by my soul, this pale and angry rose, 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for ever, and my faction, wear ; 
Until it wither with mo to my grave, 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suff. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy am- 
bition ' . 
And so farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit. 

Som. Have with thee, Poole. — Farewell, ambi- 
tious Richard. [Exit. 

Plan. How I am brav'd, and must perforce en- 
dure it ! 

War. This blot, that they object against your 
house, 
Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament, 
Call'd for the truce of Winchester and Gloster : 
And, if thou be not then created York, 
I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Mean time, in signal of my love to thee, 
Against proud Somerset, and William Poole, 
Will 1 upon thy party wear this rose : 
And here I prophesy, — This brawl to-day, 
Grown to this faction, in the Temple garden, 
Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 
A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan. Good master Vernon, I am bound to you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Vtr. In your behalf still wilfl wear the same. 

Law. And so will I. 

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say, 
This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Ext. 

SCEJVE V— The same. A room in the Tower. 
Enter Mortimer, brought in a chair by two 
Keepers. 

Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself. — 
Even like a man new haled from the rack. 
So fare my limbs with long imprisonment : 

(4) The Temple, being a religious house, was a 
sanctuary. 

(5) Excluded. (6) Confederate, (7) Opioion. 
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And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 1 

Nestor-like aged, in an age of care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes,— like lamps whose wasting oil is 

spent, — 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent :* 
Weak shoulders, overborne with burd'ning grief; 
And pithless arms, like to a wiuWd vine, 
That droops his sapless brandies to the ground. — 
Yet are these feet — whose strengthiess stay is 

numb, 
Unable to support this lump of clay, — 
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave, 
As witting I no other comfort have. — 
But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come ? 

1 Keep. Richard Plantagenet my lord, will come : 
We soit unto the Temple, (o his chamber ; 
And answer was returnM, that he will come. 

Mor. Enough ; my soul shall then be satisfied. — 
Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal miue. 
Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign 
(Before whose glory I was great in anus,) 
This loathsome sequestration have I had ; 
And even since then hath Richard been obscur'd, 
Deprived of honour and inheritance : 
But now the arbitrator of despairs, 
Just death, kmd umpire* of men's miseries, 
With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence ; 
I would, his troubles likewise were expir*d, 
That so he might recover what was lost 

EnUr Richard Plantagenet 

1 Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is 
come. 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend? Is be 
come? 

Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd, 
Your nephew, late-despised 4 Richard, comes. 

Mar. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 
And in his bosom spend my latter ga>p : 
O, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kits. — 
And now declare, sweet stem from York's great 

stock, 
Wir? didst thou say— of late thou wert despiVd ? 

Plan. First, lean thine aged back against mine 
arm; 
And, in that ease, 1*11 tell thee my disease. 8 
This day, in argument upon a case, 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerset and me : 
Among which terms he u*ed his lavish tongue, 
And cud upbraid me with my father's death; 
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue, 
Else with the like I had requited him : 
Therefore, good uncle, — for my father's sake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, 
And for alliance' sake, — declare the cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprisou'd me, 
And hath detained me, all my flow'ring youth, 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine, 
Was cursed instrument of his decease. 

Plan. Discover more at large what causa that 
was; 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Mor. I will ; if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not ere my tale be done 
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this king, 
DepeVd his nephew Richard; Edward's son, 

(\) The heralds that, fore-running death, pro- 
claim its approach. 
(2) End. 
(8) I a. Ha who terminates or concludes misery. 



The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 

Of Edward king, the third of that descent : 

During whose reign, the Percies of the north, 

Findiitg his usurpation most unjust, 

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne : 

The reason mov'd these warlike lords to this, 

Was — for that (young king Richard thus removHS, 

Leaving no heir begotten of his body,) 

1 was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my mother 1 derived am 

From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son 

To king Edward the Third ; whereas he, 

From John of Gaunt doth brinr hv per'Igree, 

Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark ; as, in this haughty* great attempt, 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long alter this, when Henry the Fifth,— 

Succeeding his father Bolin^broke,— -did reign, 

Thy father, carl of Cambridge, — then deriv'd 

From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, — 

Marrying my sister, that thy mother was. 

Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army ; weening 7 to redeem, 

And have instalPd me in the diadem : 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppressed. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last. 

Mor. True : and thou seest, that I no issue have ; 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir ; the rest, I wv h thee gather : 
But yet he wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy gjrave admonishments prevail with roe : 
But yet, methinks, my father's execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic ; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 
And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd. 
But now thy uncle is removing hence ; 
As princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. O, uncle, 'would some part of my young 
years 
Might but redeem the passage of your age ! 

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me ; asthe alaugh- 
t'rer doth, 
Which givcth many wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good ; 
Only, give order for my funeral ; 
Ana so farewell ; and fair 9 be all thy hopes ! 
And prosperous be thy life, in peace, and war ! 

[Die*. 

Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul ! 
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage, 
And like a hermit overpass'd thy days.— 
Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast; 
And what I do imagine, let that rest — 
Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. — 

[Exeunt Keepers, bearing out Mortimer. 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 
Chok'd with ambition of the meaner sort : — 
And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries. 
Which Somerset hath offerM to my house, — 
I doubt not, but with honour to redress : 
And therefore haste I to the parliament ; 
Either to be restored to my blood, 
Or make my ill 9 the advantage of my good. [Exit. 



(4) Lately-despised. (5) 
(6) High. (7) Thinking. 

(8) Lucky, prosperous. 

(9) My At, m my ill usage. 
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ACT III. 

30XLYE /. — The vane. The Parliament-House. 
Flourish. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Gtoster. 
Warwick, Somerset, and Sunblk ; the Bishop of 
Winchester, Richard Ptantagenet, and other*. 
Gloater offers to put up a bill, i Winchester 
matches if, and tears it 

Win. Com'st tbou with deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlets studiously devis'd, 
Humphrey of Gtaster ? if thou canst accuse, 
Or aught intend* st to lay unto my charge, 
Do it without invention suddenly ; 
At I with sadden and extempore] speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object 

wo. Presumptuous priest ! this place commands 
my patience, 
Or thou shduld'st find thou hast dishonour^ me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferred 
Tne manner of thy rile outrageous crimes, 
That therefore I hare forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 
No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness, 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dtsaentious pranks, 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a most pernicious usurer ; 
Froward by nature, enemy to peace ; 
Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession, and degree ; 
And for thy treachery, What's more manifest ; 
In that thou laid'st a trap to take nry life. 
As well at London-bridge, as at the Tower? 
Besides, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 
The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart 

Win. Glo*ter,Idodefytbee. — Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 
If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 
As he will have me, How am I so poor ? 
Or how baps it, I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling? 
And for dissension, Who prei'erreth peace 
More man I do,— except I be provok'd? 
No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 
It is not mat, that hath incens'd the duke : 
It is, because no one should sway but be ; 
No one, but he, should be about the king; 
And mat engenders thunder in his breast, 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 
But he shall know, I am at good 

Oio. As good? 

luou bastard of my grandfather ! — 

Win. Ay, lordly sir ; For what an yon, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne ? 

Glo. Am I not the prosector, saucy priest? 

Win. And am I not a prelate of me church? 

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 
Aid useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unreverent GIttter ! 

Glo. Thou art reverent 

Toachingthy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Win. This Rome shall remedy. 

War. roam thither then. 

Sow. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne. 

Som. Mtthinks, my lord should be religious, 
And know the office that belongs to such. 

War. Meuunka, his lordship should be humbler; 
It fittetb not a prelate so to plead. 

Sam. Yes, when his holy state is touch*d so 
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War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his grace protector to the king ? 

Plan. Ptantairpnct, I see, must hold his tongue ; 
Lest it be said, Speak, sirrah, when you should; 
Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords? 
EIhc would 1 have a fling at Winchester. [Aside. 

K. Hen. Uncles of Closer, and of Winchester, 
The special watdimcn of our English weal ; 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 
That two such noble peers as ye, should jar ! 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil dissension is a viperous worm, 
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. — 

[A noise within,- Down with the tawny coats! 
What tumult's this? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through malice of the bishop^ men. 

[A noise again; Stones ! stones ! 

Enter the Mayor of London, attended. 

May. O, my good lords, — and virtuous Henry, — 
Pity the city of London, pity us ! 
The bishop and the duke of Gloster's men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 
Have fill'd their pocket* full of pebble-stones; 
And, banding themselves in contrary parts, 
Do pelt so fast at one another's pate, 
That many have their giddy bruins knock'd out -. 
Our windows are broke down in every street, 
And we, for fear, compelled to shut our shops. 

Enter, skirmishing, the retainers of Cluster and 
Winchester, with bloody pates. 

K. Hen. We chargeyou, on allegiance to ounel£ 
To bold your slaughtering hands, and keep the peace . 
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we be 
Forbidden stones, we'll fall to it with our teeth. 

% Sar9. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[Skirmish again. 

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish 
broil, 
And set this unaccuftom'cP fight aside. 

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright ; and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none, but his majesty : 
And ere that we will suffer such a prince, 
So kind a father of the commonweal, 
To be disgraced by an inkhorn matey* 
We, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 
And have our bodies slaughter'd by thy foes. 

1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. 

[Skirmish again. 

Glo. Stay, stay, I say •' 

And, if you love me, as you say you do, 
Let me persuade you to forbear a while. 

K. Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my 
soul ! — 
Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears and will not once relent ? 
Who should be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who should study to prefer a peace, 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War. My lord protector, yield ;— yield, Win- 
chester; — 
Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 
To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 
You see what mischief, and what murder too, 
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Hath been enacted through your enmity ; 
Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compassion on the king commands me stoop; 
Or, I would sec his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

War. Behold, mv lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish'd moody discontented fur)-, 
As by his smoothed brows it doih appear : 
Why look you still so stem, and tragical ? 

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thn- my hand. 

K. lien. Fie, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you 
preach, 
That malice was a great and grievous sin : 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 
But prove a chief offender in the same. ? 

War. Sweet king! — the bishop hath a kindly 

gird 1 
For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent ; 
What, shall a child instruct you what to do ? 

Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ; 
Love for thy love, and hand for hand, I give. 

Glo. Ay ; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart. — 
See here, my friends, and loving countrymen ; 
This token serveth for a flag of truce, 
Betwixt ourselves, and all our followers : 
So help me God, as 1 dissemble not .' 

Win. So help roe God, as I intend it not ! 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gloster, 
How joyful am I made by this contract ! — 
Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ; 
But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 

1 Serf. Content ; Til to the surgeon's. 

2 Serv. And so will I. 

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the tavern 

affords. [Exeunt Servants, Mayor, S(C. 

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign ; 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glo. Well urg'd, my lord of Warwick; for, tweet 
prince, 
An if your grace mark every circumstance. 
You have great reason to do Richard right : 
Especially, for those occasions 
At Eltham-place I told your majesty. 

K. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of 
force: 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is, 
That Richard be restored to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 
So shall his father's wrongs be reconineiis'd. 

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

K. Hen. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 
But all the whole inheritance I give, 
That doth belong unto the house of York, 
From whence you spring by lineal descent 

Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience, 
And humble service, till the point of death. 

K. Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee against 
my foot ; 
And, in reguerdon 2 of that duty done, 
I girt thee with the valiant sword of York : 
Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet ; 
And rise created princely duke of York. 

Plan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may 
fall! 
And as my duty springs, so perish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty ! 

AIL Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of 
York! 

(1) Feels an emotion of kind remorse. 

(2) Recompense. 



Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of York! 

[Aside. 

Glo. Now it will best avail your majesty, 
To cross the seas, and to be crown'd in France : 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects, aud his loyal friends ; 
As it disanimates his enemies. 

K. Hen. When Gloster say* the word, king Hen- 
ry goes ; 
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness. 

[Eteunt all trut Exeter. 

Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in 
France, 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue : 
This late dissension grown betwixt the peers, 
Burns under feigned ashes of forg'd love, 
And will at last break out into a flnme : 
As fester'd mt*mU>rs rot but by degrees, 
Till bone*, and flesh, and sinews, fall away, 
So will this base and envious discord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy, 
Which, in the time of Henry, nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe, — 
That Henry, bom at Monmouth, should win all ; 
And Henry, born at Windsor, should lose all : 
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit. 

SCEWE //.—France. Before Rouen. Enter 
La Pucelle disguised, and Soldiers dressed like 
countrymen, with sacks upon their backs. 

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of Rouen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words ; 
Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men, 
That come to gamer money for their corn. 
If we have entrance (as I nope we shall,) 
And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 
I'll by a sign give notice to our friend*, 
That Charles the dauphin may encounter them. 

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city, 
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ; 
Therefore we'll knock. [Knocks. 

Guard. [Within] Qui est Id? 

Puc Patsans, pauvres gens de France : 
Poor market-folks, that come to sell their corn. 

Guard. Enter, go in ; the market-bell is rung. 

[Opens the gates. 

Puc. Now, Roiien, I'll shake thy bulwarks to 
the ground. [Pucelle, ifc. enter the city. 

Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans, Alcnc/n, and 

forces. 

Char. Saint Dennis bless this happy stratagem ! 
And once again we'll sleep secure in Rouen. 

Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle. and her practisants ; 3 
Now uhe is there, how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in ? 

AUn. By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower ; 
Which, once discern'd, shows, that her meaning is,— 
No way to that, 4 for weakness, which she enter'd. 

Enter La Pucelle on a battlement : holding out a 
torch burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch, 
That joineth Roiien unto her countrymen : 
But burning (atal to the Talbotites. 

Bast. See, noble Charles ! the beacon of our 
friend, 
The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

(3) Confederates in stratagems. 

(4) i. r. No way equal to mat. 
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Char. Now ihiite it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all oar /bet! 

Alen. Defer no time, Delays have dangerous 
ends; 
Biter, and cry— The Dauphin /—presently, 
And then do execution on the watch. [ They enter. 

Alarums. Enter Talbot, and certain English. 

Tal. France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy 
tears, 
If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress, 
Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 
That hardly we escap'd the pride' of France. 

[Exeunt to the town. 

Alarum .- Excursions. Enter from the town, 
Bedford, brought in sick, in a chair, with Tal- 
bot, Burgundy, and the English forces. Then, 
enter on the walls. La Pucelle, Charles, Bastard, 
AleiiCjOn, and others. 

Puc Good morrow, gallants ! want ye com for 
■ bread ? 
I think, the duke of Burgundy will fast 
Before he'll buy again at such a rate : 
Twas full of darnel ; Do you like the taste ? 

Air. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless court 
exan. 
I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own, 
And make tliee curse the harvest of that corn. 

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before 
mat time. 

Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this 
treason/ 

Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard? break 
a lance, 
And run a tilt at death within a chair? 

Tal Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
Encompass'd with thy lustful paramours ? 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 
And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 
Damsel, I'll have a bout with you again, 
Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are you so hot, sir ? — Yet, Pucelle, hold 
thy peace; 
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. — 

[Talbot, and the rest, consult together. 
God speed the parliament ! who shall be the speaker ? 

Tat. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the 
field? 

Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for fools, 
To try if mat our own be ours, or no. 

Tal. 1 speak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee, Alencon, and the rest : 
Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out ? 

Alien Signior, no. 

Tal. Signior, hang !— base muleteers of France! 
like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc. Captains, away : let's get us from the walls ; 
For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks.— 
God be wi' you, my lord ! we came, sir, but to tell 

you 
That we are here. 

[Exeunt La Pucelle, SfC.from the walls. 

Tal And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fame ! — 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house 
(Prick'd on by public wrongs, sustain'd in France,) 
Either to get the town again, or die : 
And I,— -as sure at English Henry lives, 



Q) Haughty power. 
(J)SconV (3) Quite 



And as his father here was conqueror ; 
As sure as in this late betrayed town 
Great Cceur-de-lion's heart was buried ; 
So sure I swear to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vow* are equal partners with thy vows. 

TaL But, ere we k>, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant duke of Bedford : — Come, my lord, 
We will bestow you in Mxne better place, 
Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me : 
Here will 1 sit before the walls of Rouen, 
And will be partner of your weal, or wo. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade 
vou. 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence; for once I read 
That stout Pendragon, in his litter, sick, 
Came to the field, and vanquished hi> foes : 
Methinks, I sliould revive the soldiers' hearts, 
Because 1 ever found them as myself 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying: breast ? — 
Then be it so: — Heavens keep old Bedford safe ! — 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our forces out of hand, 
And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and forces, leav- 
ing Bedford, and others. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Sir John Fastolfc, 
and a Captain. 

CapL Whither away, sir John Fastolfe, in such 

haste? 
Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by flight ; 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Capt What ! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot ? 

Fast. At, 

All the Talbots in the world to save my life. [Ertt. 

Capt. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow thee ! 

[Exit 

Retreat: Excursions. Enter from the town, La 
Pucelle, Alencon, Charles, Sfc; and exeunt. 

Bed Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please; 
For I have seen our enemies' overthrow. 
What is the trust or strength of foolish man ? 
They, that of late were daring with their scoffs, 
ak glad and fsiin by flight to save themselves. 

[Dies, and is carried off in his chair. 

Alarum: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and others. 

Tal. Lost, and recover'd in a day again ! 
This is a double honour, Burgundy : 
Yet, heavens have glory for this victory ! 

Btir. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour's monument. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pu- 
celle now? 
I think, her old familiar is asleep : 
Now where's the Bastard's braves, and Charles his 

gleeks?3 
What, all a-mortr 1 Rouen hangs her head for grief, 
That such a valiant company are fled. 
Now will we take some order 4 in die town, 
Placing therein some expert officers ; 
And then depart to Paris, to the king; 
For there young Harry, with his nobles, lies. 

Bur. What wills lord Talbot, pleaseth Burgurxsy. 

Tal. But yet, before we go, let's not forget 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 
But see his exequies 5 fulfill'd in Rouen ; 

(4) Make some necessary disposition*. 

(5) Funeral rites. 
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FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. 



Act IV. 



Ver. With him, my lord; for be bath done me 
wrong. 

Bos. And 1 with him ; for he hath done me 
wrong. 

K. Hen. What is that wrong whereof you both 
complain? 
First let me know, and then I'll answer you. 

Bos. Crossing the sea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear; 
Saying— the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master's blushing cheeks, 
When stubbornly he did repugn 1 toe truth, 
About a certain question in the law, 
Argu'd betwixt the duke of York and him ; 
With other vile and ignominious terms : 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my lord's worthiness, 
I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord : 
For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit, 
To set a glow upon his bold intent, 
Yet know, my lord, I was provok'd by him; . 
And he first took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing — that the paleness of this lower 
Bewray'da the faintness of my master's heart 

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left? 

Som. Your private grudge, my lord of York, 
will out, 
Though ne'er so cunningly you smother it 

K.Hen. Good Lord! what madness rules in 
brain-sick men ; 
When, for so slight and frivolous a cause, 
Such factious emulations shall arise ! — 
Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let this dissension first be tried by fight, 
And thenyour highness shall command a peace. 

Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset 

Per. Nay, let it rest where it began at first 

Bos. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo. Confirm it so ? Confounded be your strife ! 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate ! 
Presumptuous vassals ! are you not asbam'd, 
With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us? 
And you, mv lords, — methinks, you do not well, 
To bear with their perverse objections ; 
Much less, to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves ; 
Let me persuade you take a better course. 

Ext. It grieves his highness ; — Good my lords, 
be friends. 

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be com- 
batants: 
Henceforth, I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. — 
And you, my lords, — remember where we are ; 
In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation : 
If they perceive dissension in our looks, 
And that within ourselves we disagree, 
How will their grudging stomachs be provok'd 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ? 
Beside, what infamy will there arise, 
When foreign princes shall be certified, 
That, for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henry's peers, and chief nobility, 
Destroy'd themselves, and lost the realm of France? 
O, think upon the conquest of my mther, 

(1) Resist. (5) Betrayed. 

(3) 'Tis strange, or wonderful. 



My tender years ; and let us not forego 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood ! 
Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 
I sec no reason, if I wear this rose, 

[Putting on a red rose. 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset, than York : 
Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 
As well they may upbraid me with my crown. 
Because, forsooth, the king of Scott* is crown'd. 
But your discretions better can perauade, 
Than I am able to instrw t or teac h : 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 
So let us still continue peace and love. — 
Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France : 
And good my lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troop* of horsemen with his bands of foot ; — 
And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 
Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 
Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 
After some respite, will return to Calais ; 
From thence to England ; where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories, 
With Charles, Alenc/m, and that traitorous rout 
[Flourish. Exeunt King Henry, Glo. Som. 
Win. Suf. and Basset. 

War. My lord of York. I promise you, the king 
Prettily, methought did play the orator. 

York. And so he did ; but yet 1 like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush ! that was but his fancy, blame him not; 
1 dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

York. And, if 1 wittt. he did, — But let it rest; 
Other affair* must now be managed. 

W' Exeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon, 
ell didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy 
voice: 

For, had the passions of tty heart burst out, 
I fear, we should have seen decipher'd there 
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils, 
Than yet can be imagin'd or suppos'a. 
But howsoe'er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility, 
This should/ring of each other in the court, 
This factious bandying of their favourites, 
But that it doth presage some ill event 
Tis much,* when sceptres are in children's hands; 
But more, when envy* breeds unkind 1 division ; 
There comes the ruin, there begins confusion, [Ex. 

SCENE //.—France. Before Bourdeaui. En- 
ter Talbot, with his forces. 

TaL Go to the gates of Bourdeairx, trumpeter, 
Summon their general unto the wait 

Trumpet sounds a parley. Eriter, on the walls. 
Vie General of the F reach forces, and others. 

English John Talbot captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry king of England ; 
And thus he would, — Open your city gates, 
Be humble to us ; call my sovereign yours, 
And do him homage as obedient subjects, 
And I'll withdraw roe and my bloody power : 
But, if you frown upon this proffer'd peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire ; 
Who, in a moment, even with die earth 
Shall lav your stately and air-braving towers, 
If you forsake the offer of their love. 
Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 



(4) Enmity. 



(&) Ummtural. 



Scene W t IV. 
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Our nanort (cmr, and their bloody scourge ! 

Tha period of thy tyranny appfoacftath. 

Gsi us thou canst not enter, bat by death : 

For. I protest, we are well fortified, 

AM strong enough to issue out and fight : 

If thou retire, the dauphin, well appointed, 

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee: 

On either hand thee there are sonadront pitch'd. 

To wall thee from the liberty of flight; 

And no war canst thou turn thee lor redress. 

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil, 

And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten thousand French have ta'en the sacrament 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot 

Lo .' there thou stand's!, a breathing valiant man, 

Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit : 

Tins is the latest glory of thy praise, 

That I, thy enemy, due 1 thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to ran, 

finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured, 

Shall as* thee witherM, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[Drum, afar off. 
Hark ! bark ! the dauphin's drum, a warning bell, 
Sinn heavy music to thy timorous soul ; 
Ana mine shall ring thy dire departure out 

[Exeunt General, qre. from the walls. 
2vt He fables not, I hear the enemy ; — 
Out, some light horsemen, and peraae their wings. — 
O, negligent and heedless discipline ! 
How are we park'd, and bounded in a pale ; 
A little herd of England's timorous deer, 
Mas'd with a yelping kennel of French curs .' 
If we be English deer, be then in blood ; 2 
Not rascal-like, 1 to fall down with a pinch ; 
But rather moody -mad, and desperate stags, 
Tarn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel, 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 
And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends. — 
God, and Saint George ! Talbot, and England's 

right! 
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight ! [Ert 

SCENE III— Plains in Gascony. Enter York, 
with forces ; to him m Messenger. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts retura'd again, 
That dogg'd the mighty army of the dauphin ? 

Mess. They are return'd, my lord ; and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power, 
To fight with Talbot: As he march'd along, 
Br your espials* were d i scovered 
Two mightier troops man that the dauphin led ; 
Which join'd with him, and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain Somerset ; 
That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid ; 
And I am lowted* by a traitor villain, 
And cannot help the noble chevalier: 
i 5od comfort Mm m thn necessity ! 
2 f he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir William Lacy. 
Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English 



(2) In high spirits, 
is the term of ehace for lean 



(1) Endue, 
(3) A rascal 
poor deer. 
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(4) Spies. (5) Vanquished, 
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E M - r so needful on the earth of France, 
to the rescue of the noble Talbot ; 
now is girdled with a waist of iron, 
And heram'd about with grim destruction : 
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, York ! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's 
honour. 

For* O God! that Somerset — who inproud heart 
Doth stop my cornets — were in Talbot's place ! 
So should we save a valiant gentleman, 
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 
Mad ire, and^ wrathful fury, makes me weep, 
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distressed lord! 

York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ; 
All 'long of this vile traitor Somerset 

Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot's 
soul! 
And on his son, young John ; whom, two hours 

since, 
I met in travel toward his warlike father! 
This seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 
And now they meet where both their lives are done.* 

York. Alas ! what joy shall noble Talbot have, 
To bid his*young son welcome to his grave ? 
Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 
That sunderM friends greet in the hour of death.— 
Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 
But curse the cause I cannot aid the man. — 
Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
'Long all of Somerset, and his delay. [Exit. 

Lucy. Thus, while the vulture 7 of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 
That ever-living man of memory, 
Henry the Fifth:— Whiles tbey each other cross, 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit. 

SCENE IV.— Other plains of Gascony. Enter 
Somerset, with his forces ; «a Officer of Tal- 
bat's with him, 

Som. It is too late ; I cannot send mem now : 
This expedition was by York, and Talbot, 
Too rashly plotted ; all our general force 1 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour, 
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure : 
York set htm on to fight, and die in shame, 
That Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 

OM. Here is sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our oVr-match'd forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som. How now, sir William ? whither were you 

sent? 
Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold 

lord Talbot ;* 
Who, ringM about* with bold adversity, 
Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 
To beat assailing death from bis weak legions. 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs, 
Ana, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue, 
You, his false hopes, the trust of England's honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 
(Let not your private discord keep away 

(7) Alluding to the tale of Prometheus. 

(8) i. t. From one utterly ruined by the treache- 
rous practices of others. 

(9) Encircled. 
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11m levied succours that should lend him aid, 
While he, renowned noble gentleman, 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 
Orleans the bastard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alencon, Reignier, compass him about, 
And Talbot perisheth by your default. 

Som. York set him on, York should have sent 
him aid. • 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ex- 
claims ; 
Swearing that you withhold his levied host, 
Collected for this expedition. 

Som. York lies; he might have sedl and had the 
horse: 
I owe him little duty, and less love ; 
And take foul scorn, to fawn on him by sending. 

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of 
France, 
Hath now entrapped the noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England shall he bear his life; 
Bat dies, betrayed to fortune by your strife. 

Som. Come, go; I will despatch the horsemen 
straight : 
Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes rescue ; he is ta'en or slain : 
Por fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might 

Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu ! 

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame in 
you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE F.—The English camp, near Bourdcaux. 
Enter Talbot and John his son. 

Tai. O young John Talbot ! I did send for thee, 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war ; 
That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd, 
When sapless age, and weak unable limbs, 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But, — O malignant and ill-boding stars ! — 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 1 
A terrible and unavoided 2 danger : 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest bone; 
And I'll direct thee how thou shah escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, begone. 

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your son ? 
And shall 1 fly ? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 
To make a bastard, and a slave of me : 
The world will say — He is not Talbot's blood. 
That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if 1 be slain. 

John. He, that flies so, will ne'er return again. 

Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 

John. Then let in*? stay ; and, father, do you fly . 
Tour loss is great* so your regard 8 should be ; 
My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost 
Flight cannot stain the honour you have won ; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 
You fled for vantage, every one will swear; 
But, if I bow, they'll say — it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay, 
If, the first hour, I shrink, and run away. 
Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 
Rather than life preserv'd with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb ? 

John. Ay, rather than I'll shame my mother's 
womb. 

Tal. Upon my blessing I command thee go. 

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 



(n To a field where death will be fessted with 
starghCsr. 



Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee. 
John. No part of him, but will be shame in i 
Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not 

lose it. 
John. Yes, your renowned name; Shall flight 

abuse it? 
Tal Thy father's charge shall clear thee from 

that stain. 
John. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 
If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight, and 
die ? 
My age was never tainted with such shame. 

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such blame? 
No more can I be sever'd from your side, 
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide : 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 
Come, side by side together live and die ; 
And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.— A field of battle. Alarum .- Ex- 
cvrxions, wherein Talbot's Son is hemmed about, 
and Talbot rescues him. 

Tal Saint George and victory ! fight, soldiers, 

fight: 
The regent hatluvith Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France's sword. 
Where is John Talbot ? — pause, and take thy breath; 
I gave thee life, and rescued thee from death. 

John. O twice my father ? twice am 1 thy son . 
The life thou gav'sl me first, was lost and done; 
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 
To my determin'd* time thou gav'st new date. 
Tail. When from the dauphin's crest thy sword 

8 truck fire, 
It warm'd thy father's heart with proud desire 
Of bold-facM victory. Then leaden age, 
Quicken'd with youthful spleen, and warlike rage, 
Beat down Alencon Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from the pride of Gallia rescu'd thee. 
The ireful bastard Orleans — that drew blood 
From thee, my boy ; and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight — 1 soon encountered ; 
And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace, 
Bespoke him thus : Contaminated, base, 
And misbegotten blood 1 spill of thine, 
Mean and right poor; for that pure bUiodofmine, 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 

boy.— 
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy, 
Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care ; 
Art not thou weary, John ? How dost thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 
Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry ? 
Fly, to revenge my death, when 1 am dead ; 
The help of one stands me in little stead. 
O, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazard all our lives iu one small boat. 
If I to-day die not with Frenclimen's rage, 
To-morrow 1 shall die with mickle age : 
By me they nothing gain, an if I stay, 
'T is but the short'ning of my life one day : 
In thee thy mother dies, our household's name, 
ffcy death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame . 
An these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ; 
All these are sav'd, if thou wilt fly away. 

(2) For unavoidable. 

'3} Your care of your own safety. (4) Ended 
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John. The sword of Orleans bath not made me 
smart, 
These words of yours draw life-blood from my heart : 
On mat advantage, bought with such a shame 

So save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,) 
fore young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die : 
And like' me to the peasant boys of France ; 
To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance ! 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 
An if 1 fly, I am not Talbot's son : 
Then talk no more of night, it is no boot; 
If son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot. 

Tal Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus ; thy life to roe is sweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side ; 
And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE V1L— Another part of the tame.— 
Alarum: Excursions. Enter Talbot wounded, 
supported by a Servant 

TaL Where is my other life? — mine own is 
gone: — 
O, where's young Talbot ? where is valiant John ? — 
Triumphant death, smear'd with captivity P 
Young Talbot's valour makes me smile at thee : — 
When he perceiv'd me -shrink, and on my knee, 
His bloody sword he brandish'd oyer me, 
And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, and stern impatience ; 
But when my angry guardant stood alone, 
Tend' ring my ruin, 8 and assail'd of none, 
Dizzy-ey'd fuiy, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the clost'ring battle of the French : 
And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overmountine spirit ; and there died 
My Icarus, ray blossom, in his pride. 

Enter Soldiers, bearing the body of John Talbot 

Serv. O my dear lord ! lo, where your son is 
borne! 

Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh'st us here 
to scorn, 
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbots, winged through the litheH sky, 
In thy despite, shall 'scape mortality. — 
thou, whose wounds become hard-favour'd death, 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath : 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no ; 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe. — 
Poor boy ! he smiles, me thinks; as who should say — 
Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
Come, come, and Lay him in his father's arms ; 
My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 
Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have, 
flow my old arms are young John Talbot's grave. 

[Dies. 

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leaving 
the two bodies. Enter Charles, Alencoa, Bur- 
gundy, Bastard, La Pucelle, and forces. 

Char. Had York and .Somerset brought rescue in, 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast How the young whelp of Talbot's, raging- 
wood, 5 
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen's blood ! 

Puc. Once I encounterM him, and thus I said, 

(1) Liken me, reduce me to a level with. 
"") Death stained and dishonoured with captivity. 
I • Watching me with tandemats in my fall. ' 



Thou maiden youth, be vanquished by a maid : 
But — with a proud, majestical high scorn, — 
He answer'd thus ; Young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a giglofi wench : 
So, rushing in the bowel* of the French, 
He left roe proudly, as unworthy fight 

Bur. Doubtless he would have made a noblo 
knight: 
See, where he lies inbersed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones 
asunder ; 
Whose life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 

Char. O, no ; forbear : for that whit h we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; a French 
herald preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 
Conduct me to the dauphin's tent ; to know 
Wno hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 

Char. On what submissive message art thou sent? 

Lucy. Submission, dauphin ? 'tis a mere French 
word; 
We English warriors wot not what it means. 
1 come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en, 
And to survey the bodies of the dead, 

Char. For prisoners ask'st thou .' hell our prison is. 
But tell me whom thou seek'st. 

Lucy. Where is the great Ale ides of the field, 
Valiant lord Talbot, can of Shrewsbury ; 
Created, for his rare success in arms, 
Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Furnival of 

Sheffield, 
The thrice Victorious lord of Falconbridge ; 
Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 
Worthy Saint Michael, and the golden fleece ; 
Great mareshal to Henry the Sixth, 
Of all his wars within the realm of France ? 

Puc. Here is a silly stately style indeed ! 
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not so tedious a style as this. — 
Him, that thou magnifiest with all these titles, 
Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain; the Frenchmen's only 
scourge, 
Your kingdom's terror and black Nemesis? 
O, were mine eye-balls into bullets tum'd. 
That 1, in rage, might shoot them at your faces ! 
O, that I could but call these dead to life ! 
It were enough to fright the realm of France : 
Were but his picture left among you here, 
It would amaze 7 the proudest of you all. 
Give me their bodies ; that 1 may bear them hence, 
And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puc. I think, this upstart is old Talbot's ghost. 
He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 
For Uod's sake, let him have Vm : to keep them here, 
Thev would but stink, and putrefy the air. 

Ctkar. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. I'll bear them hence : 

But from their ashes shall be rear'd 
A phoenix that shall make all France afeard. 

Char. So we be rid of them, do with 'em what 
thou wilt 
And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's slain. [E*e. 

(4) Flexible, yielding. 

(5) Raving road. (6) Wanton. 
I (7) Confound. 
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8CEJYE /.-London. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Exeter. 

K. Hen. Have you perus'd the letters from the 
pope, 
The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac ? 

Glo. I have, my lord ; and their intent is this, — 
They humbly sue unto your excellence, 
To have a godly peace concluded of, 
Between the realms of England and of France. 

K. Hen. How doth your grace affect their mo- 
tion? 

Glo. Well,my good lord; and as the only means 
To stop effusion of our Christian blood, 
And 'stablish quietness on every side. 

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought, 
It was both impious and unnatural, 
That such immanity 1 and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Glo. Beside, my lord, — the sooner to effect, 
And surer bind, this knot of amity, — 
The earl of Armagnac— near knit to Charles, 
A man of great authority in France, — 
Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry. 

K. Hen. Marriage, uncle ! alas ! my years are 
young; 
And fitter is ray study and my books, 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 
Yet, call the ambassadors ; ana, as you please, 
So let them have their answers every one ; 
I shall be well content with any choice, 
Tends to God's glory, and my country's weal. 

Enter a Legate, and two ambassadors, with Win 
Chester, in a cardinaTs habit. 

Exe. What ! is my lord of Winchester install'd, 
And call'd unto a cardinal'* degree? 
Then, I perceive, that will be verified, 
Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, — 
If once he come to be a cardinal, 
He y U make his cap co-equal with the crown. 

K Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several sorts 
Have been considerM and debated on. 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable : 
And, therefore, are we certainly resolv'd 
To draw condraons of a friendly peace ; 
Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your master, — 
I have informed bis highness so at large, 
As — liking of the lady's virtuous gifts, 
Her beauty, and the value of her dower, — 
He doth intend she shall be England's queen. 

K. Hen. In argument and proof of which con- 
tract, 
Bear her thi9 jewel, [To the Amb.] pledge of my 

affection. 
And so, my lord protector, see mem guarded, 
And safely brought to Dover; where, inshipp'd, 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

[Exeunt King Henry and train ; Gloster, 
Exeter, and Ambassadors. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate ; you shall first receive 
The sum of money, which I promised 
Should be delivered to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

Leg. I will attend upon your lordship's 

Wtn. Now, Winchester will not submit, I trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 



(1) Barbarity, savageries*. 

(2) Charm* newcd up. 



Humphrey of Gloster, tboa shalt well perceive. 

That, neither in birth, or for authority. 

The bishop will be overborne by thee : 

I'll either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee, 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Exeunt. 

SCEJTE //.—France. Plains in Anjou. Enter 
Charles, Burgundy, Alcncon, La Pucelle, and 
forces, marching. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer oar 
drooping spirits : 
'Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt, 
And turn again unto the warlike French. 
Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of 
France, 
And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us; 
Else, ruin combat with their palaces ! 

Enter* Mess e ng e r. 

Mess. Success unto our valiant general, 
And happiness to his accomplices ! 
- Char. What tidings send our scouts ? I pr'ythee, 
speak. 

Meet. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now t-onjoin'd in one; 
And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden sirs, the warning is; 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trust, Wb ghost of Talbot is not there ; 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most accurs'd :— 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine ; 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char. Than on, my lords ; and France be for- 
tunate ! [Exeunt 

SCEJYE HI— The same. Before Anders. 
Alarums: Excursions. Enter La PuceDe. 

Puc The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen 
fly — 
Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts;* 
And ye choice spirits that admonish me, 
And give me signs of future accidents ! 

[Thunder. 
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 9 
Appear, and aid me in this enterprise ! 

Enter Fiends. 

This speedy quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom'd diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the powerful regions under earth, 
Help me mis once, that France may get the field. 
[ They walk about, and speak not. 
0, hold me not with silence over-long ! 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
I'll lop a member off, and give it you, 
In earnest of a further benefit ; 
So you do condescend to help me now. — 

[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress ? — My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit 

[They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blooa-sacrifice, 
Entreat vou to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all. 
Before mat England give the French the fofl. 

[They depart. 
See! they forsake me. Now the time is come, 

(3) The north was supposed to bathe particular 
habitation of bad spirits. 
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Hat France moat Tail 1 her lofty-plumed crest, 

And let her heed fall into England's Up. 

My ancient incantations are too weak, 

And bell too strong for me to buckle with : 

flow, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust [Ear. 

Alarums. Enter French and EnrUsh, fighting. 
La Pucelle and York fight hand to hand. La 
Pucelle is taken. The French fty. 

York. Damsel of Franc*, I think I have you fast: 
Unchain roar spirits now with spelling charms, 
And try if they can gain your liberty. — 
A goodly prize, fir for the devil's grace ! 
See, bow the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 
As it, with Circe, she would change my shape. 

Put. Cheng'd to a worser shape thou canst not be. 

York. O, Charles the dauphin is a proper man ; 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing m ischie f light on Charles, and 

And may ye both be suddenly surpris'd 
By bioody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 
York. Fell, banning^ hag! enchantress, hold toy 

tongue. 
Puc I pr*ytbee, giye me leave to cone a while. 
York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comett to the 
stake. [Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter Suffolk, **~*<*mJ- Lady Mar- 
garet ^^ 

Suff. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

[Gases on her. 

fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly ; 

For 1 will touch thee but with reverent hands, 
And lay them gently on thy tender ajdo. 

1 kiss these fingers [Kissing her hand.] fir eternal 

peace: 
Who art thou ? say, that I may honour thee. 

Mar. Margaret my name; and daughter to a king, 
The king of Naples, whosoe'er thou art 

Suff. An earl I am, and Suffolk am I call'd. 
Be not offended, nature's miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me : 
So doth die swan her downy cygnets save, 
Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings. 
Yet, if this servile usage once offend, 
Go, and be free again as Suffolk's friend. 

[She turns away as going. 

2, stay ! — I hare no power to let her pass; 
y hand would free her, but my heart says— no. 
As plays the son upon die glassy streams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 
So seems mis gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak i 
111 call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 
Fie, Da k rYote! disable not thyself;* 
Hasf not a tongue ? is she not here thy prisoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight? 
Ay ; beauty's princely majesty is such. 
Confound the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 

Mar. Say, earl of Suffolk, — if thy name be so, — 
What ransom must I pay before I pais? 
For, IperceiTe, I am thy prisoner. 

Suff How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit, 
Before thou make a trial of ber love? [Aside 

Mar. Way speak'tt thou not? what ransom 
must 1 pay? 

Suff. She'sbssartiy; aiid therefore tobewoo'd: 
She si a woman; therefore to be won. [Aside 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom, yea, or no ? 
Fond man ! remember, that thou hast a wife; 



Sv 




ar. 



<1) Lower. (2) To ban is to curse. 

(3) « Do not represent thyself so weak.* 






Then how can Margaret be % paramour? 

[Aside. 

Mar. I were best leave him, for be will not bear. 

Suff. There all is marr'd; therelies a cooling card. 

Mar. He talks at random ; sure title man is mad. 

Suff. And yet a dispensation may be had. 

Mar. And yet 1 would that you would answer me. 

Suff. I'll win this lady Margaret. For whom ? 
Why, for my king : Tush ! that's a wooden thing. 4 

Mar. He talks of wood : It is some carpenter. 

Suff Yet so ray fancy 5 may be satisfied, 
And peace established between these realms. 
But there remains a scruple in that too : 
For though her father be tye king of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet he is poor, 
And our nobility will scorn the match. [Aside. 

Mar. Hear ye, captain ? Areyou not at leisure ? 

Stiff, it shall be so, disdain they ne'er so much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. — 
Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 

Mar. What though I be enthrall'd? he seems a 
knight. 
And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside. 

Svff. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps, I shall be rescu'd by the French; 
And then 1 need not crave his courtesy. [Aside. 

Suff. Sweet madam, givenie hearing in a cause — 

Mar. Tush! women have been captivate ere 
now. [Aside. 

Lady, wherefore talk you so? 
1 cry you mercy, 'tis but quid for quo. 

Suff Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen ? 

Mar. To oe a queen in bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 
For princes should be free. 

Suff. And so shall you, 

If happy England's royal king be free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns nis freedom unto me ? 

Suff I'll undertake to make thee Henry's queen; 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand, 
Ana set a precious crown upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

Mar. What? 

Suff. His love. 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wile. 

Suff. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice mysebt 
How say you, madam ; are you so content? 

Mar. An if my father please, 1 am content 

Suff Then call our captains, and our colours, 
forth: 
And, madam, at your father's castle walls 
We'll crave a parley, to confer with him. 

[Troops come forward. 

A parky sounded. EiJer Reignier, on the wails. 

Stiff. See, Beignier, see, thy daughter prisoner. 

ReSg. Towbom' 

S»ff. 

Reig. 
I am a soldier ; and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleness. 

Suff. Yes, there is remedy enougb, my lord ; 
Consent (and, for thy honour, give consent,) 
Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won the 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty. 



Tome. 

Suffolk, what remedy? 



reto; 



(4) An awkward 
likely to 
II (I) Love. 



an imdertaking no 4 



26 



FIRST PART OF KINO HENRY VL 



A*r. 



Where I mar have fruitioo of her love. 

9uf. Tush ! my good lord! this superficial tele 
It but a preface of her worthy praise : 
The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had I sufficient skill to utter them,} 
Would make a volume of enticing hoes, 
Able to ravish any dull conceit 
And, which » more, she is not so divine, 
So full replete with choice of all delight*, 
But, with as humble lowliness of mind, 
She is content to be at your command ; 
Command, 1 mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 
To love and honour Henry as bar lord. 

K. Hen. And otherwise will Henry ne'er pie* 
aume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent, 
That Margaret may be England** royal queen. 

Gh. So should I give consent to natter sin. 
You know, my lord, your highness is hetroth'd 
Unto another lady of esteem ; 
How shall we then dispense with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach? 

Suffi As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 
Or one, that, at a triumph 1 having vow*d 
To try his strength, fbrsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary's odds : 
A poor carl's daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence* 

Gb. Why, what, 1 pray, is Margaret more than 
that? 
Her father is no better than an earl. 
Although in glorious titles be excel. 

Suff. Yes, my good lord, her tether is a king, 
The King of Naples, and Jerusalem; 
And of such great authority in France, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace. 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And to the earl of Armagnac may do, 
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Ext. Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal 
dower; 
While Reignier sooner will receive, than give. 

Suff. A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your 

king", 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor, 
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen. 
And not to seek a queen to make bun rich : 
So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 
As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ; a 
Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects, 
Host be companion of his nuptial bed : 
And therefore, lords, since he affects her most, 
It most of all these reasons bindeth us, 
In our opinion she should be preferred. 
For what is wedlock forced, out a hell. 
An age of discord and continual strife ? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss, 
And is a pattern of celestial peace. 
AVhom should we match, with Henry, being a king, 
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king? 
Her peerless feature, joined with her birth, 
Approve* her fit for none, but for a king : 
Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit 
(More than in women commonly is seen,) 
Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 
For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 
Is likely to beget more conquerors, 
If with a lady of so high resolve, 




As is fair Margaret, he be link'd in love. 

Then yield, roy lords; and here conclude with ma 

That Margaret shall be queen, and none but aha. 

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of your 
report, 
My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that g 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 
I cannot tell ; but this 1 ajn assur'd, 
I feel such sharp dissension in my breast, 
Such fierce alarums both 'of hope and fear, 
As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 
Take, therefore, shipj>ing , P°£jy lord, to Fi 
Agree to any covenants : and^Mcure 
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe 
To cross the seas to England, 
King Henry's faithful and ano 
For your expenses and sufficient) 
Among the people gather up a tenth.' 
Be gone, I say ; for, till you do return, 
I rest perplexed with a thousand cares. — 
And you, good uncle, banish all offence: 
If you do censure 1 me by what you were, 
Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
Tnis sudden execution of my will. 
And so conduct me, where from company, 
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Extt. 

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first ana last. 
_^ [Exeunt Gloster and Exeter. 

Suff. ThuaMfek hath prevail'd : and thus he 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ; 
With nope to find the like event in love, 
But prosper better than the Trojan did. 
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king; 
But 1 will rule both her, the king, and realm, [far. 



Of mis play there is no copy earlier than that of 
the folio in 1623, though the two succeeding parte 
are extant in two editions in quarto. That the 
second and third parts were published without the 
first, may be admitted as no weak proof that the 
copies were surreptitiously obtained, and that the 
printers of mat time gave the public those plays, 
not such as the author designed, but such as they 
could get them That this play was written before 
the two others is indubitably collected from the se- 
ries of events ; that it was written and played be* 
fore Henry the Fifth is apparent ; because, in the 
epilogue there is mention made of mis play, and 
not of the other parts: 

4 Henry the Sixth in swaddling bands crown'd king, 

' Whose state so many had the managing, 

" That they lost France, and made his England 

bleed: 
4 Which oft our stage hath shown.* 

France is tost in this pie}. The two following 
contain, as the old title imports, the contention of 
the houses of York and Lancaster 

The second and third parts of Henry Vf. were 

f tinted in IfiOO. When Henry V. was written, we 
now not, but it was printed likewise in 1600, and 
therefore before the publication of the first and 
second parts. The first part of Henry VI. had been 
often shown on the stage, and would certainly have 
appeared in its place, had the author been the pub- 
lisher. 

JOHNSON. 



(1) A triumph then signified a public eiKbition ; (2) By the discretional agency of another, 
s-^ch as a mask, or revel. H (3) Judge. 
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%* * The Contention of the two famous houses of York and Lancaster,* in two parts, was pub- 
lished in quarto, in 1600 ; and the first part was entered on tlic Stationers 1 books, (as Mr. Steevens 
has observed,) March 12, 1593-4. On these two plays, which I believe to have been written by some 
preceding author, before the year 1590, Shakspeare formed, as 1 conceive, this and the following drama; 
altering, retrenching, or amplifying, as he thought proper. At present it is only necessary to apprize 
the reader of the method observed in the printing of these plays. All the lines printed in the u»ual 
manner are found in the original quarto plays (or at least with such minute variations as are not worth 
noticing .) and those, I conceive, Shakspeare adopted as he found them. The lines to which inverted 
commas are prefixed, were, if mv hypothesis be well founded, retouched, and greatly improved by him ; 
•od those with asterisks were his own original production ; the embroidery with which he ornamented 
the coarse stuff that had been awkwardly made up for the stage by some of his contemporaries. The 
speeches which he new-modelled, he improved, sometimes by amplification, and sometimes by re- 
trenchment 

MALONE. 



^PRSOl 



>NS REPRESENTED. 



King Henry the Sixth: 

Humphrey, duke of Gloster, his uncle. 

CarxUnal Beaufort, bishop qf Winchester, great 

uncle to the king. 
Richard Plantagenet, duke qf York; 
Edward and R&haiS, his sons. 
Duke of Somerset, 1 
Duke of Suffolk, I 

Duke of Buckingham, \ of the king's forty* 
1^ Clifford, 
Young Clifford, his son. J 

&f%S&\ ***•****- 

Lord Scales, Governor qf the Tower. Lord Say. 
Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his brother. Sir John 

Stanley. 
A Sea-captain, Master, and Master* s Mate, and 

Walter Whitmore. 
Two Gentlemen, prisoners with Suffolk. 
A Herald. Vaux. 



Hume and Southwell, two priests. 

Bolingbroke, a conjurer. A Spirit raised by him. 

Thomas Homer, on armourer. Peter, his man. 

Clerk of Chatham. Mayor qf Saint Alban's. 

Simpcox, an impostor. Two Murderers. 

Jack Cade, a rebel : 

George, John, Dick, Smith, the Weaver, Michael, 

Sfc. his followers. 
Alexander Iden, a Kentish gentleman. 

Margaret, queen to king Henry. 

Eleanor, duchess qf Gloster. 

Margery Jourdain, a witch. Wife to Simpcox. 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ; Petitioners, Al- 
dermen, a Beadle, Sheriff, and Officers ; Citi- 
zens, Prentices, Falconers, Guards, Soldiers, 
Messengers, Sfc. 

Scene, dispersedly in various parts qf England. 



ACT I. 

SCENE /.—London.—./* room qf state in the 
palace. Flourish of Trumpets: then Hautboys, 
Enter, on one side, King Henry* Duke of Glos- 
ter, Salisbury, Warwick, and Cardinal Beaufort; 
on As other, Queen Margaret, led inby Suffolk; 
York, Somerset, Buckingham, and others, fol- 
lowing. 

Suffolk. 

As by your high imperial rnajesty 

I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As procurator to your excellence, 

To marry princess Margaret for your grace ; 

So, in the famous ancient city, Tours, — 

la presence of the kings of France and Sicil, 

Tie dikes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and 

JLMooon, 
vax. if. 



I 



Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend bishop!*, 
I have performed my task, and was espous'd : 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
In sight of England and her lordly peers, 
Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 
Of that great shadow I did represent ; 
The happiest gift that ever marquis gave, 
The fairest aueen that ever king receiv'd. 

K. Hen. Suffolk, arise.- Welcome, queen Mai - 
garet: 
I can express no kinder sign of love, 
Than this kind kiss.— O Lord, that lends me life. 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 
For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face, 
4 A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 
* If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 
« Q. Mar. Gnat king of England, and my gra- 
cious lord; 

R 
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* The mama] conference that my mind hath had 1 — 

* By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreams ; 

* In courtly company, or at my beads, — 
4 With you mine alder-liefest^ sovereign, 

* Makes me the bolder to salute my king 

1 With ruder terms ; such as my wit affords, 

* And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

4 K. Hen Her sight did ravish : but her grace in 
speech, 
4 Her words y-clad with wisdom's majesty, 

* Makes roe, from wondering fall to weeping joys ; 
4 Such is the fulness of my heart's content. — 

4 Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome ray love. 

AIL Long live queen Margaret, England** hap- 
piness! 

QMar We thank you all. [Flourish. 

buff- My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 
Between our sovereign and the French king Charles, 

* For eighteen months concluded by consent 

Glo. [Reads.V Imprimis, It is agreed between the 
French king, Charles, and WUUam de la Poole, 
marquess of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry long 
of England, — that the said Henry shall espouse 
the lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier king 
pfJVapla, Sicilia, and Jerusalem ; and crown 
her queen of England, ere the thirtieth of May 

next ensuing. -Item,— That the duchy of Anjou 

and the county of Maine, shall be released and 
delivered to the king her father- 

K. Hen. Uncle, now now ? 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord ; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart, 
And dimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no further. 

K. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on. 

Win. Item, — Hit further agreed between them, 
— that the duchiet of Anjou and Maine shall be 
released and delivered over to the king her father ; 
and she sent over of the king of England's own 
proper cost and charges, without having dowry. 

K. Hen. They please us well. — Loramarquess, 
kneel down ; 
We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 
And girt thec with the sword. — 
Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 
Till term of eighteen months be full expir'd. — 
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Gloster, York, and 

Buckingham, 
Somerset, Salisbury, and Warwick ; 
We thank you all for this peat favour done, 
In entertainment to my princely queen. 
Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide 
To see her coronation be performed. 

[ E rettnt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 

Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state, 
4 To you duke Humphrey must unload his grief, 
4 Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 
4 What ! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 
4 His valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 
4 Did he so often lodge m open field, 
4 In winter's cold, and summer's parching heat, 
4 To conauer France, his true inheritance ? 
4 And did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 
4 To keep by policy what Henry got ? 
4 Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 
* Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
4 Receiv'd deep srars in France and Normandy ? 
4 Or hath mine uncle Beaufort, and myself, 
4 With all the learned council of the realm, 

(1) I am the bolder to address yon, having 
already fiuniliariied yot to my imagination. 
^ Belovwd ebiwe a^tttngs. 



* Studied so long, sat in the council-boose, 

* Early and late, debating to and fro 

' How France and Frenchmenmightbekeptinawe? 
4 And hath his highness in his infancy 
4 Been crown'd in Paris, in despite of foes ? 
4 And shall these labours, and these honours, die ? 
4 Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance, 
4 Your deeds of war, and all our counsel, die 
4 O peers of England, shameful is this league ! 
4 Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame: 
4 Blotting your names from books of memory : 
4 Razing the characters of your renown ; 
4 Defacing monuments of conquered France ; 
4 Undoing all, as all had never been ! 
4 Car. Nephew, what means this passionate dis- 
course ? 
4 This peroration with such circumstance f* 
4 For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keep it still. 

* Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ; 

* But now it is impossible we should : 
Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast, 
4 Hath given the duchies of Anjou and Maine 

* Unto the poor king Reignier, whose large style 

* Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. 

* Sal Now, by the death of him that died for all, 

* These counties were the keys of Normandy : — 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son ? 

4 War. Forgricf, that they are past recovery : 
4 For, wereJMpl hope to conquer tnem again, 
My swordVEild shed hot blood, mine eyes no 
tears. 

4 Anjou and Maine ! myself did win them both ; 
4 Tliose provinces these arms of mine did conquer: 
4 And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 
4 Dcliver'd up again with peaceful words ? 
4 Mort Dieu f 

* York. For Suffolk's duke — may be be suffocate, 

* That dims the honour of this warlike isle I 

* France should have torn and rent my very heart, 

* Before I would have yielded to this league. 
4 1 never read but England's kings have had 

4 Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their 

wives: 
4 And our kin£ Henry gives away his own, 
4 To match with her thai brings no vantages. 

* Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before, 

* That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth, 

* For costs and charges in transporting her ! 

* She should have staid in France, and starv'd in 

France, 

* Before 

* Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot; 

* It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

* Glo My lord of Winchester, 1 know your mind; 
4 'Tis not ray speeches that you do mislike, 

4 But 'tis my presence that aoth trouble you. 
4 Rancour win out : Proud prelate, in thy face 

* I see thy fury : If I longer stay, 

* We shall begin our ancient bickerings.* — 
Lordings, farewell ; and say. when I am gone, 

1 prophesied — France will be lost ere long. [Exit. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 
'Tis known to you, he is mine enemy : 

* Nay, more, an enemy unto you all; 

* And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 

* Consider, lords, be is the next of blood, 

* And heir apparent to the English crown; 

* Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

* And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 

* There's reason be should be displeas'd at it 



(3) This speech crowded 
stances of aggravation. 
'4) Skitnusntng*. 
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* Look to it, lords; let not hit smoothing word* 

* Bewitch your hearts ; be wise, and circumspect. 

* What though the common people favour him, 

* Calling him — Humphrey, the good Juke o/Glos- 

ter; 

* Clapping their hands, and crying with a loud voice 

* Jesu maintain your royal excellence/ 

4 With— God preserve the good duke Humphrey ! 
4 1 fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 
4 He will be found a dangerous protector. 

* Buck. Why should ne then protect our sove- 

reign, 

* He beimr of age to govern of himself? — 

* Cousin of Somerset, loin you with me, 

* And all together — with the duke of Suffolk, — 

* We'll quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his seat 

* Car. This weighty business will not brook de- 

lay; 

* Pll to the duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit. 
*Som Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum- 
phrey's pride, 

* And greatness of his place be grief to us, 
4 Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal ; 

* His insolent c is more intolerable 

4 Than all the princes in the land beside ; 

* If Gloster be displac'd, he'll be protector. 

Buck Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protector, 

* Despite duke Humphrey, or the cardinal. 

[ Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset 
Sal. Pride went before, ambiM^bllows him. 
4 While these do labour for their own preferment, 
4 Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 
4 1 never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 
4 Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 
4 Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal — 
4 More like a soldier, than a man o*lhe church, 
4 As stoat, and proud, as he were lord of all, — 
4 Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
4 Unlike the ruler of a common-weal. — 
4 Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age ! 
4 Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping, 
4 Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 
4 Excepting none but good duke Humphrey. — 
4 And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 
4 In bringing them to civil discipline ; 
4 Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 

* When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 

4 Have made thee fear'd, and honourd, of the 

people: — 
4 Join we together, for the public good ; 
4 In what we can to bridle and suppress 
4 The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal, 
4 With Somerset's and Buckingham's ambition ; 
4 And, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey's deeds, 
1 While they do tend the profit of the land. 

* War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the 

land, 

* And common profit of his country! 

* York. And so says York, for he hath greatest 

cause. 
Sol Then let's make haste away, and look unto 

the main. 
War. Unto the main ! O father, Maine is lost ; 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win 

* And would have kept, so long as breath did last : 
Main chance, father, you meant ; but I meant Maine; 
Which I will win from France, or else be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French; 

* Paris is lost ; the state of Normandy 

* Stands on a tickle 1 point, now they are gone : 

* Soflblk concluded on the articles ; 

(V For fJrUisb. 



* The peers agreed ; and Henry was well p \ m m* A, 

* To change two dukedoms for a duke's fcir 

daughter. 

* I cannot blame them all ; What is't to them ? 

* *Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 

* Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their 

pillage, 

* And purchase friends, and give to courtezans, 

* Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone : 

* While as the silly owner of the goods 

* Weeps over them, and wrings liis hapless hands, 

* And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof, 

* While all is shar'd, and all is borne away ; 

* Ready to starve, and dare not touch his* own. 

* So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 

* While his own lands are bargatn'd for, and sold. 

* Me thinks, the realms of England, France, and 

Ireland, 

* Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, 

* As did the fatal brand Althea burn'd, 
» Unto the prince's heart of Calydon.2 
Aniou and Maine, both given unto the French ! 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England's soil. 

A day will come, when York shall claim his own ; 

And therefore 1 will take the Nevils' parts, 

And make a show of love to proud duke Humphrey, 

And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 

For that's the golden mark 1 seek to hit : 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold his sceptre in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his bead, 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 

Then, York, be still a while, till time do serve : 

Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep, 

To pry into the secrets of the state ; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in ioys of love. 

With his new bride, and England's dear-bought 

queen, 
And Humphrey with the peers be fall'n at jars : 
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose, 
With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum'd ; 
And in my standard bear the arms of York, 
To grapple with the house of Lancaster ; 
Ana, force perforce, I'll make lum yield the crown, 
Whose bookish rule hath pull'd fair England down. 
' [Exit. 

SCENE H.—The same. A room in the duke 
of Gloster's house. Enter Gloster and the 
Duchess. 

Duch. Why droops my lord, like orer-ripen'd 
corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres' plenteous load ? 

* Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his 

brows, 

* As frowning at the favours of the world ? 

* Why are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth, 

* Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight ? 

* What sce'st thou there ? king Henry's diadem, 

* Enchas'd with all the honours of the world .' 

* If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

* Until thy head be circled with the same. 

* Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold .--. 
4 What, is't too short ? I'll lengthen it with mine : 

* And, having both together heav'd it up, 

» We'll both together Tift our heads to heaven ; 

* And never more abase our sight so low, 

* As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

(2) Meleager ; whose life was to continue only 
so long as a certain firebrand should last His 
mother Althea having thrown it into the fire, he 
lfspwBO id tomanv 
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matter, Thomas Horner, for wring, That the duke 
of York was rightful heir to the crown. 
*Q Mar. What say'st thou? Did the duke of 

* York say, he was rightful heir to the crown ? 

' Peter. That my matter was ? No, forsooth : my 
' master said, That he was ; and that the king was 
' an usurper. 

Suf. Who is \htre? [Enter Servant*.]— Take this 
fellow in, and send for his master with a pursuivant 
presently : — we'll hear mort of your matter before 
the king. [ tl • eunt Servants, with Peter. 

* Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to be pro- 

tected 

* Under the wings of our protector's grace, 

* Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 

[Tears the petition. 

* Away, base cnlh'ons ! ! — SorTblk, let them go. 

* ML Come, let's be gone. [Exevnt Petitioners. 

* Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the 

guise, 

* Is this the fashion in the court of England ? 

* Is this the government of Britain's isle, 

* And this the royalty of Albion's king ? 

* What, shaft king Henry be a pupil still, 

* Under the surly Gloster's governance f 

* Am I a queen in title and in style, 

* And must be made a subject to a duke ? 

* I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 

* Thou ran'st a tilt in honour of mj^love, 
•And stol'st away the ladies' hearts of France ; 

* I thought king Henry had resembled thee, 

* In courage, courtship, and proportion : 

* But all his mind is bent to holiness, 

* To number Ave-Maries on his beads : 

* His champions are — the prophets and apostles; 

* His weapons, hoWr saws 3 oi sacred writ; 

* His study is his hit-yard, and his loves 

* Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints. 

* I would, the college of cardinals 

* Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

* And set the triple crown upon his head ; 

* That were a state fit for his holiness. 

« Svff. Madam, be patient : as I was cause 

* Your highness came to England, so will I 

* In England work your grace's full content 

* Q Mar. Beside the naught protector, have we 

Beaufort, 

* Hie imperious churchman ; Somerset, Bucking- 

bam, 

* And grumbling York ; and not the least of these, 

* But can do more in England than the king. 
*Suff". And he of these, that can do most of all, 

* Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 

* Salisbury, and Warwick, are no simple peers. 

* Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so 
much, 

* As mat proud dame, the lord protector's wife. 

* She sweeps it through the court with troops of 

ladies, 
1 More like an empress than duke Humphrey's wife ; 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

* She bean a duke's revenues on her back, 

* And in her heart she scorns her poverty : 

* Shall 1 not live to be aveng'd on ner ? 

* Contemptuous base-bom callat* as she is, 

* She vaunted 'mnngtt her minions t'other day. 
The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father's lands, 

* Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 
'Skfffl Madam, myself have Ikn'd a bush for her; 

(1) Scoundrels, (f) Sayings. (S) Drab, trull. 
(4) s. «. The complaint of Peter the armourer's 
man ttrajott his master 



* And plac'd a quire of such enticing bu 

* That she will light to listen to the lays, 
'And never mount to trouble you again. 

* So, let her rest : And, madam, list to me ; 

* For 1 am bold to counsel you in this. 

* Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

* Yet must we join with him, and with the lords, 

* Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace. 

* As for tlie duke of York, — this late complaint 4 

* Will make, but little for his benefit : 

* So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last, 

* And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter Ring Henry, York, and Somerset, convert- 
ing with him ; Duke and Duchess of Gloster, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Buckingham, Salisbury, and 
Warwick. 

K. Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care not 
which; 
Or Somerset, or York, all's one to me. 

York. IC York have ill demean'd himself in 
France, 
Then let him be denay'd* the regentshtp. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be regent, I will yield to him. 

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, or no 
Di.vpute not that : York is the worthier. 

Uar. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 

War The cardinal's not my better in the field. 

Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, War- 
wick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

* Sal Peace, son; and show some reason, 

Buckingham, 

* Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this. 

* Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will hat* 

it so 
' Oh. Madam, the king \s old enough himself 
' To give his censure .-* these are no women's mat- 
ters. 
Q. Mar. If be be old enough, what need your 



* To be protector of his excellence ? 

' Glo Madam, I am protector of the realm ; 
' And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Stiff. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence. 
4 Since thou wert king, (at who is king, but 

thou?) 
' The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck : 

* The dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the seat ; 

* And all the peers and nobles of the realm 

* Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 
•Cur. The commons hast thou rack'd; me 

clergy's bags 

* Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

* Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife's 

attire, 

* Have cost a mass of' public treasury. 

* Bvrk Thy cruelty in execution, 

* Upon offender*, ham exceeded law, 

* And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

* Q Mar. Thy sale of offices and towns in 

France, — 

* If they were known, as the suspect is great,— 

* Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[ Exit Gloster The Queen drops her fan. 

* Give me my fan : What, minion ! fan you not ? 

[Gives the Duches* a box on the ear. 
' I cry you mercy, madam ; Was it you ? 

(5) Denay is frequently used instead of deny 
among the old writers. 

(ty Centura here meant simply judgment or 
opinion. 
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4 Duck. Was't I ? yea, I it was, proud French- 
woman; 

* Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
I'd set my ten commandments in your face.' 

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas against 

her will. 
' Duch. Against her will ! Good king, look to't 

in time; 

* She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby : 

* Though in this place most master wear no 

breeches, 
She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng'd. 

\Eiit Duchess 

* Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 

* And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 

* She's tickled now : her fume can need no spurs, 

* She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction. 

[ Exit Buckingham. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

*GJo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown, 

* With walking once about the quadrangle, 

* 1 come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

* As for your spiteful false objections, 

* Prove them, and I lie open to the law : 

* But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

* As I in duty love my king and country ! 

* But, to the matter that we have in hand : — 

* I sav, my sovereign, York is meetest man 

* To be your regent in the realm of France. 

* Suff Before we make election, give me leave 

* To show some reason, of no little force, 
' That York is most unmeet of any man. 

' York. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why 1 am unmeet. 

* First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ; 

* Next, if I be appointed for the place, 

* My lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

* Without discharge, money, or furniture, 

* Till France be won into the dauphin's hands. 

* Last time, I dane'd attendance on his will, 

* Till Paris was besieg'd, famish'd, and lost. 

* War. That I can witness ; and a fouler fact 

* Did never traitor in the land commit 
Suff. Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

War Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace? 

Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Homer 

and Peter. 

Suff. Because here is a man accus'd of treason : 
Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself! 

* York Doth any one accuse YorK for a traitor ? 

* K. Hen What mean'st thou, Suffolk ? tell me : 

What are these ? 

* Suff. Please it your majesty, this ■ the man 

* That doth accuse his master of high treason : 

* His words were these ; — that Richard, duke of 

York, 
4 Was rightful heir unto the English crown ; 
And that your majesty was an usurper. 

' K. Hen. Say, man, were these thy words ? 

Hot An't shall please your m-iioty, I never 
said nor thought any sue h matter : Ciod is my wit- 
ness, I am falsely accused by the villain. 

* Pet By these ten bones, mv lords. [Holding 

* up his hands.) he did speak them to me in the 

* garret one night as we were scouring my lord of 

* York's armour. 

* York. Base dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

* I'll have thy bead for this thy traitor's speech :— 

(1) The marks of her fingers and thumbs. 

(2) By exorcise Shakspeare invariably means to 
rai*e spirits, and not to lay mem. 



' I do beseech your royal majesty, 

' Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Hot. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake 
the words My accuser is my prentice ; and when 
I did correct him for his fault the other day, he did 
vow upon his knees he would be even with me : I 
have good witness of this: therefore, I beseech 
your majesty, do not cast away an honest man for 
a villain s accusation 

K. Hen. L'ncle, what shall we say to this in law ? 

* Glo This doom my lord, if I may judge. 

* Let Somerset be regent o'er the French, 

* Because in York this breeds suspicion : 

* And let these have a day appointed them 
4 For single combat in convenient place ; 

' For he hath witness of his servant's malice : 

4 This is the law, and this duke Humphrey's doom. 

K. Hen Then be it so My lord of Somerset, 
We make your grace lord regent o'er the French. 

Sum. I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hot. And 1 accept the combat willingly. 

Pet. Alas, my lord, 1 cannot fight; * for God's 

* sake, pity my case ! the spite, of man prevaileth 

* against me. O, Lord have mercy upon me ! I 

* shall never be able to fight a blow : O Lord, my 
•heart! 

Glo Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be hang'd. 
4 K. Hen Away with them to prison : and the day 
' Of combat shaU.be the last of the next month. 

* Come. Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. [Exe. 

SCENE IF.— The same. The duke of Gloater*! 
Garden. Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, 
Southwell, and Bolingbroke. 

* Hume. Come, my masters : the duchess, I tell 

* you, expects performance of your promises. 

* Rating. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 

* vided : Will her ladyship behold and hear our 

* eiorcisms P 

* Hume. Ay; What else? fear you not her 

* courage. 

* Boh'ng. I have heard her reported to be a 

* woman of an invincible spirit : But it shall be 

* convenient, mas<ter Hume, that you be by her aloft, 

* while we be busy below ; and so, I pray you, go 

* in God's name, and leave us. [Exit Hume.] 
4 Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, and grovel on 
' the earth : — * John Southwell, read you ; and let 

* us to our work. 

Enter Duchess, above. 

* Duch. Well said, my masters ; and welcome 

* all. To this geer ; s the sooner the better. 

* Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know 
their times : 
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night, 

* The time of night when Troy was set on fire ; 

4 The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs 4 

howl, 
4 And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, 
' That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
4 Madam, Ht you, and fear not ; whom we raise, 
4 We will make fast within a hallow'd verge. 

[Here they perform the ceremonies appertaining, 
antt make the circle ; Bolingbroke, or Southwell, 
reads. Conjuro te. Sfc. It thunders and lightens 
terribly ; then the Spirit riseth. 

* Spir. Admin 

* M. Jourd Asmath, 

* By the eternal God, whose name and power 

* Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ; 

(3) Matter or bwiness. (4) Village-dog;. 
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* For, till thou speak, 4km shaft not pus from 

hence. 

* Spir. Ask what thou wilt:— That I had said 
, and done ! 

Boling. Fir.<t,ofthektng. What shall of him 
become ? [Reading out of a paper. 

Spir. The duke jet Urea, that Henry shall depose: 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 
[As the Spirit speaks, Southwell writes the answer. 

Boling. What fate awaits the duke of Suffolk ? 

Spir By water shall he die, and tn';e his end. 

Boling. What shall befall the duke qf Somerset? 

Spir. Let hinj shun castles ; 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains, 
Than where castles mounted stand. 
4 Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling. Descend to darkness, and the burning 
lake: 

* False fiend, avoid ! 

[Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and Buckingham, hastily, with their 
guards, and others. 

4 York. Lav hands upon these traitors, and their 
trash. 

* Beldame, I think, we watchM you at an inch. — ' 
4 What, madam, are you there ? the king and com- 
monweal 

1 Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains ; 

* My ford protector will, I doubt it not, 

* See you well guerdon'd 1 for these good deserts. 

* thick. Not half so bad as thine to England's 

* Injurious duke ; that threat'st where is no cause 

* Buck. True, madam, none at all. What call 

you this ? [Showing her the papers 

4 Awar with them; let them be clapp'd up close, 
4 And kept asunder : — You, madam, shall with us : — 
' Stafford, take her to thee. [Ex Dueh from above 

* We'll see your trinkets here all forth-coming; 

* All.— Away ! 

[Exeunt guards, with South. Boling. ifC 

* York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you 

watch 1 d her well : 

* A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon ! 
Now, pray my lord, let's see the devil's writ. 
What nave we here ? [Reads 
The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

* Why, this is iust 

* Aio te, JEactda, Romano* vincere posse. 
Well, to the rest: 

Tell me, what fate awaits the dvke of Suffolk? 
By water shall he die, and take his end.— 
What shall betide the dutu of Somerset? 
Let him shun castles; 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains. 
Than where castles mounted stand. 

* Come, come, my lords ; 

* These oracles are hardily attain'd, 

* And hardly understood. 

* The king is now in progress toward Saint Albans, 

* With him, the husband of this lovely lady; 

* Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry 

them; 

* A sony breakfast for my lord protector. 

4 Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my lord 
of York , 

* To be the post, in hope of his reward 

4 York. At your pleasure, my good lord — Who's 
4 within there, ho! 

(!) Rewarded. 

(%) The falconer's term for hawking at water-fowl 



Enter a Servant 
4 Invite my lords of Salisbury, and Warwick, 
4 To sup with me to-morrow night — Away ! [, 



ACT II. 

SCEJVE /.—Saint Albans. Enter King Henry, 
Queen Margaret, Gloster, Cardinal, and Suf- 
folk, with Falconers hollaing. 

4 Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the 
brook, 3 
4 1 saw not better sport these seven years' day : 

* Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out 

4 K. Hen But what a point, my lord, your fal- 
con made, 
4 And what a pitch she flew above the rest ! — 

* To see how God in all his creatures works! 

* Yea, man and birds, are fain* of climbing high. 
Suff No marvel, an it like your majesty, 

My lord protector's hawks do tower so well ; 
They know their master loves to be aloft, 

* And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch. 
4 Glo. My lord, 'tis but a base ignoble mind 

4 That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 
4 Car. I thought as much ; he'd be above the 
clouds. 

* Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by 

Were it not good, your gTace could fly to heaven? 

* K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy ! 

4 Car. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and 
thoughts 
4 Beat on a crown, 4 the treasure of thy heart; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, 
That smootn'st it so with king and commonweal! 
4 Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown 
peremptory ? 

* Tanteene animis cadestibus irm? 

4 Churchmen so hot ? good uncle, hide such malice ; 
4 With such holiness can you do it? 

4 Suff. No malice, sir ; no more than well be- 
comes 
4 So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer. 

Glo. As who, my ford ? 

Suff. WTiy, as you, my ford; 

An'tuke your lordly lord-protectorship. 

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inso- 
lence. 

Q.Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster. 

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, peace, 

Good queen ; and whet not on these furious peers, 
For blessed arc the peace-makers on earth. 

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make, 
Against this proud protector, with my sword ! 

Glo. 'Faith, holy uncle, 'would 'twere come to 
that ! [Aside to the Cardinal. 

4 Car. Marry, when thou dar'st [Aside. 

4 Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the 
matter, 
4 In thine own person answer thy abuse. [Aside. 

4 Car. Ay. where thou dar'st not peep : an if thou 
dar'st, 
4 This evening, on the east side of the grove. [Aside. 

4 K. Hen. How now, mv lords? 

4 Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

4 Had not vour man put up the fowl so suddenly, 
4 We had had more sport — Come with thy two- 
hand sword. [Aside to Gloster. 

f 3) Fond. 

(4) i t. Thy mind is working on a crown. 
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Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. Areyouadvis'd? — the east sideof the grove? 

-CMo. Cardinal, I am with yon. [Aside. 

K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster ? 

'CHo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my 

lord. — 

Now, by God's mother, pried, I'll shave your crown 

for this, 
*Or all mv fence* shall fail. [Aside. 

* Car. Mediee, teipsum; 

4 Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. I Aside. 
K.Hen. The winds grow high; so do your 
stomachs, lords. 

• How irksome is this music to my heart ! 

• When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 

• I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 

Enter an Inhabitant of Saint Albans, crying, 

A miracle! 

Qlo. What means this noise ? 
EeUow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 
Jnhab A miracle ! a miracle : 
Sttff' Come to the king, and tell him what 

miracle. 
Jnhab. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban's 
shrine, 
Within this half hour, hath receiv'd his sight ; 
A man, that ne'er saw in his life before. 
4 K. Hen. Now, God be prais'd ! that to believing 
souls 

• Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair ! 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his breth- 
ren ; and Simpcox, borne between two persons 
in a chair ; his Wife, and a great multitude, 
following. 

* Car. Here come the townsmen on procession, 

• To present your highness with the man. 

* K. Hen. Great u his comfort in this earthly 

vale, 

• Although by his sight his sin be multiplied. 
*Glo. Stand by, my masters, bring hun near the 

king, 
•Hit highness' pleasure is to talk with him. 

* K. Hen. Good fellow, tell.ua here the circum- 

stance, 

• That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, hast thou been born blind, and now restor'd ? 

Simp. Born blind, an't please your grace. 

rV{fe. Ay, indeed, was he. 

Sufr What woman is this? 

W\fc His wife, ant tike your worship. 

CHo. Had'st thou been his mother, thou coulcFst 

have better told. 
K. Hen. Where wert thou bom? 
Simp. At Berwick in the north, ant like your 

grace. 
*K.Hen. Poor soul! God's goodness hath been 

great to thee : 

• Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass, 

4 But still remember what the Lord hath done. 

• «2- Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam'st thou here 

by chance, 

• Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? 

'Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being 
call'd 
4 A hundred times, and oftener, in mv sleep 
4 By good Saint Alban ; who said,— Smpcox, came; 
4 Gome, offer at my shrine, and I wllkelp thee. 
* Wye. Most true, forsooth; and many time 
and oft 

(1) Feafce it the art of defeat*. 



* Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 
Gar. What, art thou lame? 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Suff. How cam'rt thou so ? 
Simp. A fall off of a tree. 

W \fe. A plum-tree, master. 
Glo. How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp. O, born so, master. 
Glo. What, and would'st climb a tree ? 

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

• Wife Too true ; and bought his climbing very 

dear. 
*Glo. 'Mass, thou lov'dst plums well, that 
would'st venture so. 

* Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desir'd some 

damson;*, 
4 And made me climb, with danger of ray life. 

* Glo. A subfile knave ! but yet it shall not 

serve. — 
4 Let me see thine eyes: — wink now; now open 

them: — 
' In my opinion yet thou see'st not well. 
4 Simp. Yes, master, clear as day ; I thank God, 

and Saint Alban. 
Glo. Say'st thou me so? What colour is this 

cloak of? 
Simp- Red, master ; red as blood. 
Glo. Why, that's well said : What colour is my 

gown of? 
Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet. 
K. Hen. Why then, thou know'st what colour 

iet is of? 
Svff. And vet, I think, jet did he never see. 
Glo. But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a 

many. 

• W (fe Never before this day, in all his life. 
Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what's my name ? 
Simp. Alas, master, I know not 

Glo. What's his name? 

Simp. I know not 

Gto. Nor his? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glo. What's thine own name ? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, 
master. 

Qlo. Then, Saunder, sit thou there, the lyingest 
knave 
In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind, 
Thou might'st as well have known our names, at 

thus 
To name the several colours we do wear. 
Sight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly 

To nominate them all, 's impossible. 

My lords, Saint Alban here nath done a miracle ; 
And would ye not think that cunning to be great. 
That could restore this cripple to his legs? 

Simp. O, master, that you could ! 

Glo. My masters of Saint Albans have you not 
beadles in your town, and things called whips? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glo. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight 

[Exit an attendant. 

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by: [A 
stool brought out.) Now, sirrah, if you mean to 
save yourself from whipping, leap me over this 
stool, and run away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone. 
You go about to torture me in vain. 

Rtrtnter Attendant, with the Beadle. 

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he feap over that same 
I stool. 
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Btad. I will, my lord.— Corns on, sirrah; off 
with your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not 
abb to stand. 
[4fkr the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps 
over the $lool, and runt away; and the 
people follow, and cry, A miracle .' 

* K. Hen. O God,seest thou this, and bear'st 
long? 

* Q. Mar. It made me laugh, to tee the villain I 



so 



SCEJVE II.— London. The duke of York's «w- 
den. Enter York, Salisbury, an/Warwick. 



weapon's 



* Gio. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away. 

* JVift. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Gh. Let them be whipped through evory mar- 
ket town, till they come to Berwick, whence they 
came. \E*eunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, Sfc. 

* Gar. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 
***# True; made the lame to leap, and fly 

away. 
' CUo. But you have done more miracles than I ; 

* You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

' K. Hen. What tidings with our cousin Buck- 
ingham? 

* Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold. 

* A sort 1 of naughty persons, lewdly* bent, — 
4 Under the countenance and confederacy 

* Of lady Eleanor, the protector's wife, 

* The ringleader and head of all this rout, — 

* Have practised dangerously agaiust your state, 

* Dealing with witches, and with conjurors : 

* Whom we have apprehended in the fact ; 

* Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 

* Demanding of king Henry's life and death, 

* And other of your nighness' privy council, 
4 As more at large your grace shall understand. 

* Car. And so, my lord protector, by mis means 

* Your lady is forthcoming* yet at London 
4 This news, I think, hath tum'd your ' 

edge; 
4 Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[Aside to-Gloster. 

4 Gio. Ambitious chorchman, leave to afflict mv 

heart! J 

* Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my powers : 

* And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee, 
•Or to the meanest groom. 

*K. Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the 
wicked ones ; 

* Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby ! 

* Q. Mar Gloster, see here the tainture of thy 

nest; 

* And, look, thyself be faultless, thou wert best 

* Gio. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal, 

* How I have lov'd my king, and commonweal : 
4 And, for my wife, I know not how it stands; 
4 Sorry I am to hear what I have heard : 
4 Noble she is; but if she have forgot 
4 Haaoor and virtue, and convers'a with such 

* As, tike to pitch, defile nobility, 

* I bssish her, my bed, and company ; 
4 And rive her, as a prey, to law, and shame, 
4 That hath dishonour^ Gloster's honest name. 

*K. Hen. Well, for this night, we will repose 
us here: 

* To-morrow, toward London, back again, 
4 To look into this business thoroughly, 
4 And call these fotA offenders to their answers; 

* And poise* the cams in justice' equal scales, 
4 Whose' beam stands sure, wheat rightful cause 

prevails. [Flourish. Exeunt. 



(1) A companv. 
vol. n ' 



(I) Wickedly. 



4 York. Now, my good lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 
4 Our simple supper ended, gi\e me leave, 
4 In this close walk, to satisfy myself, 
4 In craving your opinion of my* title, 
4 Which is inf:tl lible, to England's crown. 

* Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be 

_ __ .#»<*» 

The devils arc thy subjects to command. 

York. Thehthus.— 
Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons : 
The first, Edward the Black Prince, prince of 

Wales; 
The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom, 
Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster : 
The fifth, was Edmund Langlcy, duke of York ; 
The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of 

Gloster ; 
William of Windsor was the seventh, and last 
Edward, the Black Prince, died before his father; 
And left behind him Richard, his only son, 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd 

as king; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Lancaster, 
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 
Seiz'd on the realm; depos'd the rightful king; 
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she 

came, 
And him to Porufret ; where, as all you know, 
Harmless Richard was murder'd traitorously. 
» War. Fatlier, the duke hath told the truth; 

* Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

* York. Which now they hold by force, and not 
by right; 

* For Richard, the first son's heir, being dead, 

* The issue of the next son should have reign'd. 
* Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an heir. 

* York. The third son, duke of Clarence (from 
whose line 

•I claim the crown,) had issue — Philippe, a 
daughter, 

* Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March : 

* Edmund had issue — Roger, earl of March : 

* Roger had issue — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 
4 Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 

4 As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 
4 And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
4 Who kept him in captivity, till he died. 

* But, to the rest. 
4 York. His eldest sister, Anne, 

4 My mother being heir unto the crown, 
4 Married Richard, earl of Cambridge ; who was son 
4 To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's fifth son. 
4 By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 

* To Roger, carl of March ; who was tlie son 
4 Of Edmund Mortimer ; who married Philips, 
4 Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence: 
4 So, if the issue of the elder s«oti 
4 Succeed before the younger, I am king. 

4 JPor. What plain proceedings are more plain 
than this ? 
4 Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
4 The fourth son ; York claims it from the third. 
4 Till Lionel's issue fails', his should not reign : 
4 It fails not yet ; but flourishes in thee, 
4 And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. — 
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1 Thai, lather Salisbury, kneel nt bolh i. kHI u r ; 
' And, in this private plot,' be iv. the G i ■ i , 
■ That shall salute out rightful sorenign 
' With honour of hi> birthright to the crown. 
Both. Long live our aoienojn ltd lui-l, hji-lmni' 

' Turk! Welhank 700, kmh. Bui I am not you 

* Till I be crowu'd ; end (hat n» sword be siain'i 



» Thai virtuous prince, Ihe good duke i: .... . 

'Til the! they seek; and they, in sei kin ■ ii, ,1, 

> Shall find their deaths, if York can propheiy. 

• fill. My lord, break wo off; m know yo 



1 the earl of 



' War. My heart ua 
Warwick 

• Shall one day make the duke of York a king. 

' York. And, Nevil, this do I assure mi wlf,- 

* Richard shall live Id make the eat] of Warwick 

1 Toe jrreatest man in England but the king. \_Ese. 

SCEJfE III— The tone. Jl kail of >.«««. 

TrmmptU sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen 

" El, Glosler, York, SurT 

I 0/ Cluster, Margeiy Jourdaw, 
" , and Boliu^brokt, untltr 



' K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobhain, 

Gloater*i wife : 
In tight of Cod, and ua, your guilt is great ; 
Receive the •entente of the hwv, for sins 
Such as by God's book an adjii'u-'l d.ilini 

You four, from bence to priaon back Biruin : 
[Jblourd. 
thence, nolo the place of elocution 1 
' The witch in Smithfield shall be bam'ci low 
> And yoa three shall be strangled 00 the gallon 
You, madam, for you an morn nobly bom, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life, 
Shall, after three daya 1 open pin.-irnr .[. .n«.. 
Live in yoor country here, in bani^liiiH'M, 
With air John Stanley, in the I de of Man. 

•Ditch. Welcc- ' ' 



•Fi 



*Olo. Eleanor, the law, thou 



* I cannol justify whom the law condemn*,— 
[Exeunt Ike Duchess, and tl other prisoners 
guarded. 



the ground ! — 
favelogo; 

:<■_. lv.iiII ,. 



' Ah, Humphrey, thin dishunou 
' Will bring thy bead with »m 

■ I beseech your majesty, live 
' Sorrow would solace, and mil 

■ K. Hen. Slay, Humphrey duki/ru" Cluster: 
thou go, 
' r,ive up thy staff; Henry will I 

■ Protector be : and Trad shall tx 
• My atay, my guide, and lanlen 1 
1 And go in peace, Humphrey ; 
' Than when thou writ pnXectoi 

■Q.JbV. I iw no reason, w 

(11 Sequeilered ipot 



' Should te to be prolected like a cWd.— 
Gud had king Henry guvem England's helm : 

1 i, iour stud, sir, and the king his renins, 

'Qj* Mystaff.'— hcre,not.]c Henry, ismyeuuf: 
V 11 iii.n;ly do I the same ™gu, 

is willingly at thy feel [ lean ft, 
1- ,,i!..i- would ambitiously receive it 
;.. good king : When 1 am dead and rat, 

.l.i rable peace attend thy throne ! ifcril. 

• q. Mar. Why, now ii Henry king, and Mar- 

Ami llwnphroy.dtiieof Gloster. acarre hiruaalf, 

Hi- l;iih banished, and a limb loppM off; 
I ■ -of honour rautfht '—There let it stand. 
Where ,1 best fits to be, in Henry's hand. 
■ Syjf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and h. 



1111 Kleanor's pride dies ii 
fVl Lords, let him go.- 

fa i ihe day appointed fo 

your highness to b 
Q. Jaw*-. Ay, good my 



i lor purposely 



n end it, and God dpfem 

lever saw a fellow worse 

Or mom afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 

Slips an flat tide. Homer, and kit Neighbour*, 
.' '..'.-. to Aim id much that hi u drank ; mnd 
he enters Lecuring kit itaff imlko. sand-bag fat- 
tenid In it ; a arum before Arm ; at the other 
sidr, Petirr, v/itk a drum and a simitar staff; 
, lied by Prentice* drinking to him. 

1 JVeigh, Hen, neighbour Horner, I drink to 
mini ip of sack ; And fear not, neighbour, 
.it -hull . > well enough. 

2 -Veigft. And ben, neighbour, hen's a cup of 

i's a pot of good doul 

faith, and I'll pledge you all ; 

t thy 



in this world.*— Here, Robin, an if 1 die, 
■ my apron ; and. Will, thou shall hare 
1, 1 :— and ben, Ton, take all the money 
1 — O Lore), bless me, I pray God ! fori 
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and myself an honest man : * and touching- the 

* duke of York, — will take my death, I never 
meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen : 

* And, therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down- 
right blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell upon 
Ascapart 

* York. Despatch : — this knave's tongue begins 

to double. 

* Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 

[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes 
down his master. 
Hot. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess 
treason. [Dies. 

* York. Take away his weapon : Fellow, 

* thank God, and the good wine in thy master's 
way. 

* Peter. O God ! have I overcome mine enemies 

* ui this presence ? O Peter, thou hast prevailed in 
'right! 

K. Hen. Go, take hence mat traitor from our sight; 
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt :* 
And God, in justice, hath reveal'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murder'd wrong- 
fully.— 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— The same. A street. Enter 
Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks. 

* Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day 

a cloud ; 

* And, after summer, evermore succeeds 

* Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 

* So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet 3 
Sirs, what's o'clock ? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 

* Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
' To watch the coming of my punish'd duchess : 

* Uneath* may she endure the flinty streets, 

* To tread them with her tender-feeling feet 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 
The abject people, gazing on thy face, 

"With envious 4 looks, still laughing at thy shame ; 
That erst did follow thy proud chariot-wheels, 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 

* But, soft ! I think, she comes ; and I'll prepare 

* My tear-stain'd eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter the Duchess of Gloster, in a white sheet, 
with papers pinned upon her back, her feet 
bare, and a taper burning in her hand; Sir 
John Stanley, a Sheriff, and Officers. 

Serv. So please your grace, we'll take her from 

the sheriff. 
' Glo. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by. 
Dueh. Come you, my lord, to see my open 
shame? 
Now thou dost penance too. Look, how they gaze ! 
4 See, how the giddy multitude do point, 

* And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee! 
4 Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks ; 

* And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 
And ban* dune enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief. 

Dueh. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself: 
For, whilst I think I am thy married wife, 
And thou a prince, protector of this land, 
4 Methinks, t should not thus be led along, 
Mafl'd up in shame,* with papers on my back ; 

(1) The death of the vanqnnshed person was 
always regarded as certain evidence of his guilt 

(2) Change. (3) Not easilv. (4) Malicious. 
(5) Curse. 



* And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 

* To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet 7 groans. 
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet ; 
And, when I start, the envious people laugh, 
And bid me be advised how I tread. 

* Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke ? 

* Trow'st thou, that e'er I'll look upon the world ; 

* Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ? 

* No; dark shall be my light, and night my day; 

* To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell. 
Sometime I'll say, I am duke Humphrey's wife ; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land : 

Yet so he rul'd, and such a prince he was, 
As he stood by, whilst 1, his forlorn duchess, 
4 Was made a wonder, and a pointing-stock, 
To every idle rascal follower. 
But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame ; 
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will. 
For Suffolk, — he that can do all in all 

* With her, that hateth thee 1 , and hates us all, — 
And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest, 
Have all lim'd busnes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou bow thou canst, they'll tangle met : 

* But fear not thou, until thy foot be snard, 

* Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

* Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou aimest all awry; 

* I must offend, before I be attainted : 

* And had I twenty times so many foes, 

* And each of them had twenty tiroes their power, 

* All these could not procure me any scathe, 8 

* So long 83 I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 

4 Would'st have me rescue thee from this reproach? 

* Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away, 
4 But 1 in danger for the breach of law. 

4 Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell : 

* I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 

4 These few days' wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty's par- 
liament, holden at Bury the first of this next mouth. 

Glo. And my consent ne'er ask'd herein before ! 
This is close dealing. — Well, 1 will be there. 

[Exit Herald. 
My Nell, I take my leave : — and, master sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the king's commission. 

l Sher. An't please your grace, here my com- 
mission stays : 
4 And sir John Stanley is appointed now 
4 To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

4 Glo. Must you, sir John, protect my lady here ? 

* Stan. So am I given in charge, may't please 

your grace. 
Glo. Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh again ; 9 
And I may live to do you kindness, if 
You do it her. And so, sir John, farewell. 
Dueh. What gone, my lord; and bid me not 

farewell ? 
4 Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 
[Exeunt Gloster and Servants. 
4 Dueh Art thou gone too? * All comfort go with 
thee! 

* For none abides with me : my joy is— death ; 

* Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard, 

* Because I wish'd this world's eternity.— 

4 Stanley, I pr'ythec, go, and take me hence ; 

(6) Wrapped up in disgrace; alluding to the 
sheet of penance. 

(7) Deep-fetched. (B) Harm, mischief. 
(9) i. e. The world may look again favourably 

on me. 
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K Nay, (Hotter, know, that thou art come 
too loan, 
4 Unleit thou wert more loyal man thou ait : 
I do arrest thee of high treason here. 
Gio. Well, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not tee me 
blush, 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest; 

* A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

* The purest spring is not so free from mud, 

* As 1 am clear from treason to my sovereign : 
Who can accuse me ? wherein am I guilty F 

York. Ttt thought, my lord, that you took bribes 
of France, 
And, being protector, stayed the soldiers 1 pay; 
By means whereof, his highness hath lost France. 
Gio. Is it but thought so? What are they that 
think it? 
4 1 never robbM the soldiers of their pay, 
' Nor never had one penny bribe from France. 

* So help me God, as I have watch*d the night, — 

* Ay, night by night, — in studying good for England ! 
•iW doit that e'er I wrested from the king, 
'Or any groat I boarded* to my use, 

4 Be brought against mc at my trial day ! 

* No ! many a pound of mine own proper store, 

* Because 1 would not tax the needy commons, 
4 Have I dispursed to the garrisons, 

4 And never ask'd for restitution. 

* Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 

*G1*. 1 say no more than truth, so help me God! 

York. In your protectorship, you did devise 
Strange tortures tor offenders, never heard o^ 
That England was defam'd by tyranny. 

Gio. Why, 'tis well known, that whiles I was 
protector, 
Frtr was all the »uilt that was in me ; 

* For I should melt at an offender's tears, 

* And lowly words were ransom for their fault 
4 Unless it were a bloody murderer, 

* Or foul felonious thief that fleee'd poor pa s s eng ers, 
4 1 never gave them condign punishment : 

4 Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, 1 torturM 
' Above the felon, or what trespass else. 

4 Huff. My lord, these faults are easy, 1 quickly 
answer'd : 
4 But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
4 Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 
4 1 do arrest you in his highness* name ; 
4 And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
4 To keep, until your further time of trial. 

4 K. Hen. My lord of Gloster, 'tis my special hope, 
4 That you will clear yourself from all suspects; 
My conscience tells me, you are innocent. 

Gio. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous! 

* Virtue is chbk'd with foul ambition, 

* And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand ; 

* Foul subornation is predominant, 

* And equity eifl'd your highness' land. 

* I know, their cnmplot is to have my life ; 

4 And, if my death might make this island happy, 

4 And prove the period of their tyranny, 

4 1 would expend it with all willingness : 

4 Bat mine is made the prologue to their play ; 

* For thousands more, that vet suspect no peril, 
4 Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
'Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab bis heart's 

malice, 

* And Suffolk's cloody brow his stormy hate ; 

4 Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
4 The envious load that lies upon his heart; 

* And dogged York, mat reaches at the moon, 

4 Whose overweening arm I have pluck'd back, 

(I) For eojfly. (I) For accusation. (3) Daarost 



4 By false accuse 3 doth level at my life : 

* And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
4 Causeless have laid disgraces on my head ; 

* And, with your beat endeavour, have stirr'd up 

* My liefest* liege to be mine enemy : — 

* Ay, all of you have laid your heads together, 

* iVIyself had notice of your eomenucles. 

* 1 shall not want false witness to condemn me, 

* Nor store of treasons to augment mv guilt : 

* The ancient proverb will be well effected, — 
A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

* Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 

* If those that care to keep ^y our royal person 

* From treason's secret knife, and traitor's rage, 

* Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

* And the oilender granted »tnpv of speech, 

* 'Twill make them cool in zeal unto /our grace. 
Svjf*. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here, 

* With iguominious words, though clerkly couch'd, 

* As if she had suborned some to swear 

4 False allegations to o'crthrow hi* state ? 

* Q Mar. But 1 can give the loser leave to chide. 
Gio. Far truer spoke, than meant : 1 lose in- 
deed; — 

4 Beshrew the winners, for they play'd me false ! 

* And well such losers may hav e leave to speak. 
Buck He'll wrest the sense, and hold us hero 

all day : — 
4 Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

4 Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him 

sure. 
Gio. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his crutch, 
Befoie his legs be firm to bear his body : 

* Thus is the •hepherd beaten from thy side, 

4 And wolves are gnariing who shall gnaw thee first 
4 Ah, that mv fear were false ! ah, that it were! 
4 For, good king Henry, thy (Way I fear. 

[Exeunt Attendants, with Gloster. 
K. Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms seem- 
eth best. 
Do, or undo, as if ourself were here. 
Q. Mar. What, will your highness leave the par- 

liament ? 
K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd with 

* Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes ; 

* My body round engirt with misery ; 

* For what's more miserable than discontent ?-~ 

* Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face I sec 

* The map of honour, truth, and loyalrjr ; 

* And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come, 

* That e'er I prov'd thee false, or fcar'd thy faith. 

* What low'nng star now envies thy estate, 

* That these great lords, and Margaret our queen, 

* Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ? 

* Tbou never didst them w rong , nor no man wrong ; 

* And as the butcher takes away the calf, 

* And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays, 

* Bearing it to die bloody slaughter-houw ; 

* Even so, remorseless, have they borne him hence. 

* And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 

* Looking the way her harmless young one went, 

* And can do nought hut wail her darling's loss; 

* Even so myself bewails good Glower's case, 

* With sad unhelpful tears; and with dimm'deyes 
» Look after him, and cannot do him good ; 

* So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

4 His fortunes I will weep; and, 'twi&t each groan, 
« Say— Who's a traitor, Gloster hi is none. [Exit. 

* Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with the 

gun's hot beams. 

* Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, 

* Too mil of foolish pity ; and Gloster'* show 
o Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 
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* With sorrow snares relenting passengers ; 

* Or as the make, rolled in a flowering Dank, 1 

* With shining checkerM slough, 2 doth sling a child, 

* That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent 

* Believe roe, lords, were none more wise than I 

* (And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,) 

* This Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 

* To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

* Car. That be should die, is worthy policy ; 

* But yet we want a colour for his death : 

* 'Tis meet, he be condemned by course of law. 

* Suff But, in my mind, that were no policy : 

* The King will labour still to save his life, 

* The commons haply 1 rise to save his life ; 

* And yet we have but trivial argument, 

* More man mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 

* York. So that, by this, you would not have 

him die. 

* Suff. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I. 

* York. ' Tis York that hath more reason for his 

death. — 

* But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suf- 

folk,— 

* Say as you think, and speak it from your souls, — 

* Were't not all one, an empty eagle were set 

* To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 

* As place duke Humphrey forthe king's protector? 
Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of 

death. 

* Suff". Madam, 'tis true : And were't not mad- 

ness then, 
4 To make the fox surveyor of the fold ? 

* Who being accused a crafty murderer, 

* His guilt should be but idly posted over, 
' Because his purpose is not executed. 

' No ; let him die, in that he is a fox, 

' By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock, 

4 Before his chaps be stain'cl with crimson blood ; 

* As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege. 
4 And do not stand on quillets, how to slay him : 

* Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty, 

4 Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how, 

* So he be dead ; for that is good deceit, 

* Which mates 4 him first, that first intends deceit. 

* Q Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, 'tis resolutely 

spoke. 
*8uff. Not resolute, except so much were done; 

* For things are often spoke, and seldom meant : 

* But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue, — 

* Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

* And to preserve my sovereign from his foe, — 
.• Say but the word, and I win be his priest 

* Car. But 1 would have him dead, my lord of 

Suffolk, 

* Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

* Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 

* And I'll provide his executioner, 

* I tender so the safety of my liege. 

* Stuff. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 

* Q. Mar. And so say I. 

* York. And I : and now we three have spoke it, 

* It skills not greatly* who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Messenger. 

*Meu. Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
amain, 

* To signify — that rebels there are up, 

* And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 

* Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 

* Before the wound do grow incurable ; 

* For, being green, there is great hope of help. 

(1) t\ f. In the flowers growing on a bank. 

(8) Skin. (3) Perhaps. (4) Confound*. 



* Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient* 
stop! 

* What counsel give you in this weighty cause ? 

* York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither : 

* 'Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ'd ; 
Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

* Som. If York, with all his far-fet' policy, 

* Had been the regent there instead ofme, 

* He never would have staid in France so long. 

4 York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done : 

* I ratlier would have lost my Kfe betimes, 

* Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 

* By staying there so long, till all were lost 

* Show me one scar character'd on thy skin : 

* Men's flesh preserv'd so whole, do seldom win. 

* Q. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a 

raging fire, 

* If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : — 

* No more, good York ; — sweet Somerset, be still ; — 

* Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 

* Might happily have prov'd far worse man his. 

York. What, worse than naught ? nay, then a 

shame take all ! 
4 Som. And, in the number, thee, that wishes! 

shame! 

* Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is. 
4 The uncivil kernes of Ireland are in arms, 

4 And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 
4 To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
4 Collected choicely, from each county some, 
4 And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

* York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

* Suff. Why, our authority is his consent ; 

* And, what we do establish, he confirms : 

* Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

4 York. I am content : Provide me soldiers, lords, 
4 Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

4 Suff. A charge, lord York, that I will see per- 
form'd. 
4 But now return we to the false duke Humphrey. 

* Car No more of him ; for I will deal with him, 
4 That, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more. 

4 And so break off; the day is almost spent : 
4 Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event 

4 York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days, 
4 At Bristol I expect my soldiers ; 
4 For there I'll snip them all for Ireland. 

Suff. I'll see it truly done, my lord of York. 

[Exeunt aU but York. 

4 York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 
thoughts, 
4 And change misdoubt to resolution : 

* Be that thou hop'st to be ; or what thou art 

* Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying : 

* Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean-bom man, 

* Ana find no harbour in a royal heart. 

* Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought 

on thought; 

* And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

* My brain, more busy than the labouring apider, 

* Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 

* Well, noblt*, well, 'tis politicly done, 

* To send me packing with a host of men : 

* I fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 

* Who, cherish'd in jour breasts, will sting yocr 

hearts. 
'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me : 
4 1 take it kindly ; yet, be well assur'd 
4 You put sharp weapons in a madman's hands. 
4 Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

* I will stir up in England some black storm, 



(5) It is of no importance. 
(7) Far-fetched. 



(6) Expeditious. 
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* Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell 

* And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 

* Until the golden circuit on my head, 

* Like to the glorious son's transparent beams, 

* Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 1 
4 And, for a minister of my intent, 

* I have seduc'd a headstrong Kentishman, 

* John Cade o( Ashford, 

* To make commotion, as full well he can, 

* Under the title of John Mortimer. 

* In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 

* Oppose himself against a troop of kernes;' 

* And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts 

* Were almost like a sharp-quill'd porcupine : 

* And, in the end being rescu'd, I have seen him 

* Caper upright like a wild M6risco, 3 

* Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

* Full often, like a sha^-hair'd crafty kerne, 

* Hath he conversed with the enemy ; 

* And undiscover'd come to me again, 

* And given me notice of their villanies. 

* This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

* For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

* In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 

* By this I shall perceive the commons* mind, 

* How they affect the bouse and claim of York. 

* Say, he be taken, rack'd, and tortur'd : 

* I know, no pain, they can inflict upon him, 

' Will make him say — I mov'd him to those arms. 
4 Say, that he thrive (as 'tis great like he will,) 

* Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength, 

* And reap the harvest which that rascal sow'd: 
' For, Humphrey being dead, as be shall be, 

* And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit. 

SCEJVE IL— Bury. A room in the palace. En- 
ter certain Murderers, hastily. 

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk ; let him know, 

* We have despatched the duke, as he commanded. 
*2Mur. O, that it were to do!— What have 

we done! 

* Didst ever hear a man so penitent ? 

Enter Suffolk. 

4 I Mur. Here comes my lord. 

* SuJF. Now, sirs, have you 

* Despatch'd this thin*? 

* 1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he's dead. 
'Sutf. Why, that's well said. Go, get you to 

my house; 
4 I will reward you for this venturous deed. 
4 The king and all the peers are here at hand : — 

* Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well, 
4 According as I gave directions ? 

* 1 Mur. Tis, my good lord. 

4 Sujf'. Away, be gone ! [Exeunt Murderers. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somerset, Lords, and others. 

' JC Hen. Go, call oar uncle to our presence 

straight: 
Say, we intend to try his grace to-day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis published. 
4 Suff. HI call him presently, my noble lord. 

[Exit. 
1 K. Hen, Lords, take your places; — And, I 
pray yon all, 
4 Proceed no atraiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster, 
4 Than from true evidence, of good esteem, 
He be approv'd in practice culpable. 

(1) A violent gut of wind 

(g Irish foot-soldiers, light-armed. 

P) A Moor in a rooms dance. 



* Q Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail 

* That faultless may condemn a nobleman : 

* Pray God, he may acquit him of suspicion ! 

* K. Hen. I thank thee, Margaret; these words 

content me much. — 

Re-enter Suffolk. 

' How now ? why look'st thou pale ? why tremblest 
thou? 

* Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suffolk P 

Sujf Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is dead. 

* Q. Mar. Marry, God foroiend .' 

* Car. God's secret judgment : — I did dream 

to-night, 

* The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

[The King swoons. 
4 Q. Mar. How fares my lord) — Help, lords! the 

king is dead. 
*Som. Rear up his body; wring him by me nose. 

* Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help \ — O, Henry, ope 

thine eves: 
*Suff. He doth revive again; — Madam, be 

patient 
*K Hen. O heavenly God ! 

* Q. Mar. . How fares my gracious lord ? 
Suff. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, 

comfort ! 
K. Hen. What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort 
me? 
Came he right now 4 to sing a raven's note, 

* Whose dismal tune bereft ray vital powers ; 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 

1 By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 
' Can chase away the first-conceived sound ? 

* Hide not thy poison with such sugarM words: 

* Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I say ; 

* Their touch affrights me, as a serpent's sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight ! 

' Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 

4 Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

1 Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding .•— 

* Yet do not go away ; — Ckxne, basilisk, 

' And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight : 

* For in the shade of death I shall find loy ; 

* In life, but double death, now Gloster's dead. 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus? 

* Although the duke was enemy to him, * 

* Yet be, most Christian-like, laments his death : 

* And for myself, — foe as he was to me, 

* Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans, 

* Or blood-consuming sighs, recall his life, 

* 1 would be* blind with weeping, sick with groans, 

* Look pale as primrose, with blood-drinking sighs, 

* And all to have the noble duke alive. 

' What know 1 bow the world may deem of me ? 

* For it is known, we were but hollow friends; 
4 It may be judg'd, I made the duke away : 

* So shall my name with slander's tongue be 

wounded, 
•And princes' courts be fill'd with my reproach. 

* This get I by his death : Ah me, unhappy ! 

* To be a queen, and crown'd with infamy ! 

K. Hen. Ah, wo is me for Gloster, wretchedman ! 

Q Mar. Be woforme,* more wretched than he is. 
What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face ? 
I am no loathsome leper, look on me. 

* What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 

* Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 

* Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster's tomb ? 

* Why, men dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy : 

(4) Just now. 

(5) i e. Let not wo be to thee for Gloster, but 

f rm*. 
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Even ao suspicious is (his tragedy. 

J Q. Moor. Are you a butcher, Suflbik? whereas 
your knife ? 
Is Beaufort term'd a kite? wbere are hit talons? 

Stuff. I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping men; 
Bet here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart, 
That slanders me with murder's crimson badge : — 
Say, if thou aWst, proud lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am fealty in duke Humphrey's death. 

[Exeunt Cardinal, Sam. and others. 

War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suflbik 
dare him? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious 
spirit, 
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 
Though Suflbik dare him twenty thousand times. 

War. Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say; 
For every word, you speak in bis behalf, 
Is slander to your royal dignity. 

l Suff. Blunt- witted lord, ignoble in demeanour ! 
If ever lady wron^d her lord so much, 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stem untutorM churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit tbou art, 
And never of the Nevib' noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee, 
And I should rob the deathsman of bis fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 
And mat ray sovereign's presence makes me mild, 
1 would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech, 
And say — it was thy mother that thou meant'st, 
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy : 
And, after all this fearful homage done, 
Give thee thv hire, and send thy soul to bell, 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men ! 

Stiff'. Tbou shall be waking, while I shed thy 
blood, 
If from mis presence thou dar'st go with me. 

War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence: 

* Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 

* And do some service to duke Humphrey's ghost 

[Exeunt Suflbik and Warwick. 

* K. Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a 

heart untainted ? 

* Thrice is be arm'd, mat hath his quarrel just ; 

* And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 

* Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

[A noise within. 
Q. Mar. What noise is this ? 

Re-enter Suflbik and Warwick, with their weapons 

drawn. 

1 K. Hen. Why, how now, lords? your wrath- 
ful weapons drawn 

* Here in our presence ? dare you be so bold? — 

* Why* what tumultuous clamour have we here ? 

S*ff. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of 

e n Bui 7' 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

JVoiu of a crowd within. Re-enter Salisbury. 

* Sal Sirs, stand apart ; the king shall know 

your mind — [Speaking to those within. 
Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 
Unless false Suflbik straight be done to death, 
Or banish'd bit England^ territories, 

* They will by violence tear him from your palace, 

* And torture hhn with grievious lingering death. 
They say, by him the good duke Humphrey died ; 

(1) Deadly serpent 

(I) Dexterous. (3) A oampanv. 



* They say, in him they fear your highness' dean ; 
4 And mere instinct of love, and loyalty, — 

4 Free from a stubborn opposite intent, 

* As being thought to contradict your liking, — 
4 Makes them thus forward in his banishment 

* They say, in care of your most royal person, 

* That, if your highness should intend to sleep, 

* A nd charge — that no man should disturb your rest, 

* In pain of your dislike, or pain of deatn ; 

* Yet notwithstanding such a utruit edict, 

* Were tl»cre a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 

* That slily glided towards your majesty, 

* It were but necessary, you were wak'd ; 

* Lest, being suffer'd in that harmful slumber, 

* The mortal worm 1 might make the sleep eternal : 

* And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 

* That they will guard you, whe'r you will, or no, 

* From such fell serpents as false Suflbik is ; 

* With whose envenom'd and fatal sting, 

* Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 

* They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 
Commons. [Within.) An answer from the king, 

my lord of Salisbury. • 

Stuff. *Tis like Jhe commons, rude unpolish'd 
hinds, 
Could send such message to their sovereign : 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To snow how quaint 2 an orator you are : 
But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 
Is — that he was the lord ambassador, 
Sent from a sort 3 of tinkers, to the king. 

Commons. [Within.) An answer from the king, 
or we'll all break in. 

4 K. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
4 1 tharfk mem for their tender loving care : 
4 And had I not been 'cited so by them, 
4 Yet did I purpose as they do entreat; 
4 For sure, my thought* do hourly prophesy 
4 Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's means. 
4 And therefore, — by His majesty I swear, 
4 Whose far unworthy deputy I am, — 

* He shall not breathe infection in mis air 4 

4 Bat three days longer, on the pain of death. 

[Exit Salisbury. 
4 Q. Mar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle 

Suflbik! 
4 K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle ' 
Suflbik. 
4 No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him, 
4 Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 
4 Had I but said, I would have kept my word ; 
4 But, when 1 swear, it is irrevocable : — 

* IC after throe days' space, thou here be'st famd 

* On any ground that I am ruler of, 

* The world shall not be ransom for thy life. — 

4 Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick,gowithme; 
4 1 have treat matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt K Henry, Warwick, Lords, 4*- 

4 Q. Mar. Mischance, and sorrow, go along with 
you! 

4 Heart's discontent, and sour affliction, 
4 Be playfellows to keep you company ! 
4 There's two of you ; the devil make a third ! 
4 And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps ! 

* Suff. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations, 

* Andlet thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

4 Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and soft-hearted 

wretch! 
4 Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies? 
Suff. A plague upon them ! wherefore should I 

curse them? 



(4) t. e. He shall not cartaminau 
hit infected breath. 
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Would curses kill, as doth die mandrake's groan, 
I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 

* As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 
DeliverM strongly through my fixed teeth, 

* With full as many signs of deadly hate. 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave : 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words : 
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ; 
My hair be fix'd on end, as one distract ; 
Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 
And even now my burdenM heart would break, 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink ! 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste! 
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees ! 
Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks ! 
Their softest touch, as smart as lizards 1 stings ! 
Their music, frightful as the serpent's hiss ; 
And boding screech-owls make the concert full ! 
All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell — 
Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou torment'st 
thvself; 

* And these dread curses — like the sun 'gainst glass, 

* Or like an overcharged gun, — recoil, 

* And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Suff. You bade me ban, 1 and will you bid me 
leave ? 
Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from, 
Well could 1 curse away a winter's night, 
Though standing naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 
And think it but a minute spent in sport 

* Q. Mar. O, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give 

me thy hand, 

* That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; 

* Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 

* To wash away my woful monuments. 

* O, could this loss be printed in thy hand ; 

\ Kisses his hand. 

* That thou might'st think upon these by the seal, 
( Through whom a thousand sighs are breath 'd for 

thee! 

* So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 
4 Tis out surmis'd whilst thou art standing by, 

* As one that surfeits thinking on a want 

* I will repeal thee, or, be well assured, 

* Adventure to be banished myself: 

* And banished I am, if but from thee. 

* Go, speak not to me ; even now be gone. — 

* O, go not yet ! — Even thus two friends condemn'd 

* Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 

* Loather a hundred times to pait than die. 

* Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 
Suff". Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee, 

* Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence ; 

* A wilderness is populous enough, 

* So Suffolk had thy neavenlv company : 

* For where thou art, there is the world itself, 

* With every several pleasure in the world ; 

* And where thou art not, desolation. 

* I can no more : — Live thou to joy thy life ; 

* Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv'st 

Enter Vara. 

1 Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast ? what 
news, I pr'ythee? 

* Vaux. To signify unto his majesty, 
That cardinal Beaufort is at point of death : 
4 For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 

4 That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air, 

* Blaspheming Goo, and cursing men on earth. 

4 Sometime, be talks as if duke Humphrey's ghost 



T> Cur*?. 



'2 s Fur whereas. 



* Were by his side ; sometime, he calls the 
And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 

* The secrets of his overcharged soul : 

* And I am sent to tell his majesty, 

4 That even now he cries aloud for him. 

* Q. Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the king. 

[Exit Vaux. 

* Ah me ! what is this world? what news are these? 

* But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss, 
4 Omitting Suffolk's exile, my soul's treasure ? 

* Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

* And with the southern clouds contend in tears ; 

4 Theirs for the earth's increase, mine for my sor- 
rows? 

4 Now, get thee hrnce : The king, thou know'st, is 
coming: 

* If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

4 Suf. U I depart from thee, I cannot live : 
4 And in thy sight to die, what were it else, 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 
4 As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips : 
Where, 3 from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 
4 And cry out for thee to close up mine eyea, 
4 To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ; 
4 So should'st thou either tutn my flying soul, 
4 Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 
And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium. 
To die by thee, were but to die in jest ; 
From thee to die, were torture more than death ; 
O, lei me stay, befall what may befall. 

4 Q. Mar. Away ! though parting be a fretful 
corrosive, 
4 It is applied to a deathful wound. 
4 To France, sweet Suffolk : Let me hear from thee ; 
4 For wheresoe'er thou art in mis world's globe, 
I'll have an Iris 1 that shall find thee out 

SttfT. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee. 

S*ff. A jewel lock'd into the woful'st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we ; 
This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. 

[Exeunt, severally. 

SCENE ///.—London. Cardinal Beaufort's 
bed-chamber. Enter King Henry, Salisbury, 
Warwick, and others. The Cardinal in bed; 
attendants with him. 

*K.Hcn. How fares my lord ? speak, Beaufort, 

to thy sovereign. 
4 Car. If thou be'st death, 111 give thee England's 
treasure, 
4 Enough to purchase such another island, 
4 So thou wilt let me lire, and feel no pain. 

* K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

* When death's approach is seen so terrible ! 

* War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to 

thee. 

* Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
4 Died he not in his bed ? where should he die ? 
Can I make men live, whe'r they will or no ? — 

* O ! torture me no more, I will confess. — 
4 Alive again ? then show me where he is ; 

4 I'll give a thousand pound to look upon him. — 

* He bath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. — 
4 Comb down his hair ; look ! look ! it stands up- 
right, 

4 Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul ! — 
4 Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 

•^ The messenger of Juno. 
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* Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

*K. Hen. Othou eternal Mover of the heavens, 

* Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 
»O t beat away the busy meddling fiend, 

* That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul, 

* And from his bosom purge this black despair ! 

' War. See, bow the pangs of death do make him 

grin. 
9 Sal Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

* JT. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God's good 

pleasure be! 

* Lord cardinal, if thou think'st on heaven's bliss, 
4 Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 

4 He dies, and makes no sign ; O God, forgive him ! 
4 War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 

* K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all. 
4 Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ; 

* And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Kent The sea-shore near Dover. 
Firing heard at sea. Then enter from a booty 
a Captain, a Master, o Master's Mate, Walter 
Whitmore, and others ; with them Suffolk, and 
other Gentlemen, prisoners. 

* Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful' day 

* Is crept into the bosom of the sea ; 

* And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 

* That drag the tragic melancholy night ; 

* Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings, 

* Clip dead men's graves, and from their misty jaws 

* Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 

* Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prise ; 

* For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 

* Here shall they make their ransom on the sand, 

* Or with their blood stain thisdiscolour'd shore.— 

* Master, this prisoner freely give I thee ; — 

* And thou that art his mate, make boot of this ; — 
' The other, [Pointing to Suff.] Waher Whitmore, 

is toy share. 
4 1 Gent. What is my ransom, master? let me 
know. 

* Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down 

your head. 
'Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes 
yours. 

* Cap. What, think you much to pay two thou- 

sand crowns, 

* And bear the name and port of gentlemen? — 

* Cut both the villains' throats;— -for die jou shall; 

* The lives of those which we have lost in fight, 
•Cannot be counterpois'd with such a petty sum. 

* 1 Gent. Ill give it, sir; and therefore spare 

my life. 
•2 Gent And so wfll I, and write home for it 

straight. 

'Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize 
aboard, 
4 And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die ; 

[To Suffolk. 

* And so should these, if I might have my will. 

m Cam. Be not to rash: take ransom, let him live. 
4 Suff. Look on my George, I am a gentleman ; 
' Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 

* WML And so am I ; my name is — Walter 

vVmunore. 

* How now ? why stajt'st thou ? what, doth death 

affright? 

(1) Pitiful (2) A low fellow. 

(3) Pride that ha* had birth too soon. 



l Suff Thy name affrights me, in whose sound 
is death. 

* A cunning man did calculate my birth, 

* And told me— that by Water I should die : 

4 Yet let not this make thee be bloody minded : 
' Thy name is — Gualtier, being rightly sounded. 

* Whit GuaUier, or Walter, which it is, I care 

not; 
4 Ne'er vet did base dishonour blur our name, 

* But with our sword we wip'd away the blot; 

* Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 

* Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defae'd, 
4 And I proclaim'd a coward through the world ! 

[Layshold on Suffolk. 
4 Suff. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a 
prince, 
The duke of Suffolk, William de la Poole. 
4 Whit The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags! 
Suff. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke; 
Jove sometime went disguis'd, and why not I ? 
Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be. 

* Suff. Obscure and lowly swain, king Henry's 

blood, 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 
4 Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 2 
Hast thou not kiaa'd thy hand, and held my stirrup? 

* Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 

* And thought thee happy when I shook ray bead? 
' How often hast thou waited at my cup, 

1 Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board, 
4 When I have feasted with queen Margaret? 

* Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall'n ; 

* Av, and allay this thy abortive pride :* 

* How in our voiding tabby hast thou stood, 

* And duly waited tor my coming forth ? 

4 This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf 
4 And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
*Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 
swam? 

* Cap. First let my words stab him, as he ham me. 

* Suff. Base slave ! thy words are blunt, and so 

art thou. 
4 Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's 
side 
4 Strike off his head. 
Suff. Thou dar'st not for thy own. 

Cap. Yes, Poole. 
Suff. Poole? 

Cap. Poole ? sir Poole ? lord r 

' Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and dirt 

* Troubles die silver spring where England drinks. 
4 Now will I dam up mis thy yawning mouth, 

* For swallowing; the treasure of the realm: 

4 Thy lips, that nss'd the queen, shall sweep the 

ground; 
4 And thou, that smiPdst at good duke Humphrey's 

death, 
4 Ajrainst the senseless winds shah grin in vain, 

* Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again : 

* And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 

* For daring to afiy* a mighty lord 

* Unto the daughter of a worthless kins, 

* Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

* By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

* And, like ambitious Sylla, overgoig'd 

* With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart 

* By thee, Anjou and Maine were sold to France - 

* The false revolting Normans, thorough thee, 

* Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardv 

* Hath slain their governors, surprised our forts, 

* And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

* Hie princely Warwick, and the Nevhs all, 

(4) To betroth in marriage. 
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* Whoa* dreadful swords were never drawn in vain, 

* As hating thee, are rising up in arms : 

* And now the house of York — thrust from the 

crown, 

* By shameful murder of a guiltless king, 

* And lofty proud encroaching tyranny, — 

* Burns with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours 

* Advance our half-fac'd sun, striving to shine, 

* Under the which is writ — Invitis nubibus. 

* The commons here in Kent are up in arms : 

* And, to conclude, reproach, and neggary, 

* Is crept into the palace of our king, 

* And all by thee : — Away ! convey him hence. 

* Stiff. O mat I were a Kod, to shoot forth thunder 

* Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges ! 

* Small things make ba«j men proud : * this villain 

here, 

* Being captain of a pinnace, 1 threatens more 
4 Than Bargulus the strong lllvrian pirate. 

* Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bee-hives. 
' It is impossible, that I should die v 

* Bv such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

1 Tny words move rage, and not remorse, in me : 

* I go of message from the queen to France; 

4 1 charge thee, waft me safely cross the channel. 

'Cap. Walter, 

4 Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy 
death. 

* Suff. Gelidus timor occvpat artut: — 'tis thee 

I fear. 
4 IVhit. Thou shalt have cause to fear, before I 
leave thee. 
4 What, arc ve daunted now ? now will ve stoop ? 
4 1 Gent My gracious lord, entreat him, speak 

him fair. 
1 Svff. Suffolk's imperial tongue is stem and 
rough, 
4 Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
4 Far be it, we should honour such as these 
4 With humble suit : no, rather let my head 
4 Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to any, 
4 Save to the God of heaven, and to my king ; 

* And sooner dance upon a bloody poke, 

4 Than stand uncovered to the vulgar groom, 

* True nobility is exempt from fear :— 

4 More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

4 Capt. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 

4 Suff. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, 
4 That this my death may never be forgot ! 
4 Great men oft die by vile bexonians : a 
4 A Roman sworder and banditto slave, 
4 Muider*d sweet Tully ; Brutus' bastard hand 
4 Stabb'd Julius Caesar ; savage islanders, 
1 Pompey the great; and Suffolk dies by pirates. 
[Exeunt Suff with Whit, and others. 

Capt. And as for these whose ransom we have set, 
It is our pleasure, one of them depart : — 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt all but the first Gentleman. 

Re-enter Whitmore, with Suffolk's body. 

4 JVhiL There let his head and lifeless body lie, 
4 Until the queen his mistress bury it [Exit. 

4 1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle! 
4 His body will I bear unto the king : 

* If" he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 

* So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

[Exit, with the body. 

8CEJTE II— Blackheath. Enter George Bevis 
and John Holland. 

'Geo. Come,iiKlgetuSoeamord,thoo|^mao> 
(1) A pinnace then signified a ship of small burden. 



4 of a lath ; they have been up these two days. 

4 John. They have the more need to sleep now 
4 then. 

4 Geo. I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means 
4 to dress the commonwealth, end turn h, and set 
4 a new nap upon it 

John. So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well, 
I say, it was never merry world in England, since 
gentlemen came up. 

* Geo. O miserable age .' Virtue is not regarded 

* in handycrafts-men. 

4 John. The nobility think scorn to go in learner 
4 aprons. 

* Geo. Nay more, the king's council are no good 

* workmen. 

* John. True ; And yet it is said,— Labour in 

* thy vocation : which is as much to say, as,— let 

* the magistrates be labouring men ; and therefore 

* should we be magistrates. 

* Geo. Thou bast hit it : for there's no better sign 

* of a brave mind, than a hard hand. 

* John. I see them ! I we them ! There's Best's 

* son, the tanner of Wiiurham ; 

* Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, 

* to make doe's leather o£ 

John. Ana Dick the butcher, 

* Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and 

* iniquity's throat cut like a calf. 

* John. And Smith the weaver. 

* Geo. Argo, their thread of life is span. 

* John. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the butcher, Smith the 
weaver, and others in great number. 

4 Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our sup- 

4 posed father, 

Dick. Or rather, of steeling a cade of herrings.* 

[Aside. 

* Cade. — for our enemies shall fell before us, in- 
4 spired with the spirit of putting down kings and 
4 princes, — Command silence. 

Dick. Silence! 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer,— 
Dick. He was an honest man, and a good brick- 
layer. [Aside. 
4 Cade. My mother a Plantagenet, — 
Dick. I knew her well, she was a midwife. 

[Aside. 
4 Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies, — 
Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter, and 
sold many laces. [Aside. 

* Smith. But, now of late, not able to travel with 
4 her furred pack, she washes bucks here at home. 

[Aside. 

'Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; 
and there was he born, under a hedge; for his father 
bad never a house, but the cage. [Aside. 

* Cade. Valiant I am. 

* Smith. 'A must needs; for beggary b valiant 

[Aside. 

Cade, I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No question of that ; for I have seen him 
whipped three market days together. [Aside. 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his coat 
is of proof. [Aside. 

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear 
of fire, being burnt i'the hand for stealing of sheep. 

Cade. Be brave then ; for your captain is brave, 
and vows reformation. There shall be, in England, 

(2) Low men. (3) A barrel of barrings 
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half-penny beret told for a pansy: the 
pot shall have ten hoops ; audi will 
to drink ■nail beer : all die realm 
shell be hi common, and in Cheapside shall my 
patty go to grass. And, when lam kinr, (as king 

Iwfflbe) 

AU God save yoar majesty ! 

' Cade. I thank yea, good people :— there shall 

* be no money ; all shall eat and drink on my score ; 

* and I will apparel than all in one livery, mat 
•they may agree like brothers, and worship me 

* their lord. 

* Dick. The first thing we do, let's kill all the 
'lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a 
lamentable tiling, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamb should be made parchment ? that parchment, 
being scribbled o'ea> should undo a man ? Some 
say, the bee stings : but I say, 'tis the bee's wax, 
fcr I did but seal oncajto a thing, and I was never 
mine own man since. How now ? who's there? 

Enter tome, bringing in the Ckrk of Chatham. 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write 
and read, and cast acoompt 

Cade. O monstrous I 

Smith. We took him setting of boys* copies. 

Cade. Here's a villain ! 

Smith. H'as a book in his pocket, with red let- 
ters in't 

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 

'Cade. I am sorry for't : me man is a proper man, 
'on mine honour; unless 1 find him guilty, he shall 
'not dav-Come hither, sirrah, I must examine 
'thee: What is thy name? 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters; 
—Twill go hard with you. 

* Cade. Let me alone : — Dost thou use to write 
1 thy name ? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an 

* honest plain-dealing man ? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well 
brought up, that I can write my name. 
'AIL He ham confessed: awaywithhim; he's a 

* vulam and a traitor. 

' Cade. Away with him, I say ; hang him with 
' his pen and inkhom about his neck. 

[Exeunt some with the Clerk. 

Asto Michael* 

'Mich. Where's our general ? 

' Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

* Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! sir Humphrey Stafford and 
•his brother are hard by with the king's forces. 

4 Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee down : 
' He shall be encountered with a man as good as 
'himself: He is but a knight, is 'a? 

'Mich. No. 

4 Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a knight 
'presently; Rise up sir John Mortimer. Now have 
'at him. 

xr Humphrey Stafford, and William his 
brother, with drum and force*. 

* Staff. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of 

Kent, 

* ManVd for the gallows,— lay your weapons down, 
•Home to your cottans, forsake this groom ;— 

* The king is merciml, if you revolt 



Enter 



ft) I pay them no regard. 
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* ^. Sf^Birt angiy, wra&nd, and indb'd to 

* If you go forward : therefore yield, or die. 
Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not; 1 

It is to you, good people, that I speak, 

* O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; 

* For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

4 Staff Villain, thy father was a plasterer; 
4 And thou thyself, a shearman. Art thou not? 
Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

* W. Staff And what of that ? " 

Cade. Marry, this : — Edmund Mortimer, earl of 
March, 
Married thedukeof Clarence' daughter; Did he not? 

4 Staff. Ay, sir. 

Cade. By her, he had two children at one birth. 

W. Staff That's false 

1 Cade. Ay, there's the question ; but, I say, 'tis 
true: 
' The elder of them, being put to nurse, 
4 Was by a beggar-woman stol'n away ; . 
' And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
4 Became a bricklayer, when he came to age : 
4 His son am I ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true ; therefore he shall be 
king. 

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's 
bouse, and the bricks are alive at this day to testify 
it ; therefore, deny it not 

* Staff And will you credit this base drudge's 

words, 

* That speaks he knows not what? 

* AU. Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get ye gone. 
W. Staff Jack Cade, the duke of York hath 

taught you mis. 

* Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself [Aside,] 
— Go to, sirrah, Tell the king from me, that— for hit 
father's sake, Henry the Filth, in whose time boys 
went to span-counter for French crowns, — 1 am 
content he shall reign : but I'll be protector over hunt. 

'Dick. And, furthermore, well have the lord 
' Say's head, for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

'Cade. And good reason; for thereby is England 
' maimed, and fain to go with a staff, but that my 
4 puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you, 
' that ray lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, 
4 and made it an eunuch : and more than that, he 
1 can speak French, and therefore he is a traitor. 

' Staff O gross and miserable ignorance ! 

' Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : The French- 
' men are enemies : go to then, I ask but this ; Can 
' he, mat speaks with the tongue of an enemy, be 
' a good counsellor, or no? 

•AIL No,no; and therefore we'U have his head. 

*W. Staff Well, seeing gentle words will not 
prevail, 

* Assail them with the army of the king. 

' Staff. Herald, away ; and, throughout every 
town, 
1 Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
' That those, which fly before the battle ends, 
' May, even in their wives' and children's sight, 

* Be hang'd up for example at their doors : — 

* And you, that be the king's friends, follow roe. 

[Exeunt the two Station!*, and forces. 
» Cade. And you, that love the commons, follow 
me. — 

* Now show yourselves men, 'tis for liberty. 

* We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 

* Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon ; 2 

* For they arc thrifty honest men, and such 

* As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 
• Dick. They are all in order, and march to- 
ward us. 
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* Cade. Bat then are we in order, when we are 

* noit out of order. Come, march forward. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III— Another part of Blackheath. 
Alarums. The two partus enter and fight, and 
both the Stafford* are slain, 

*Cade. Where's Dick, the batcher of Ashford? 

* Dick Here, sir. 

* Cade. They fell tx fore thee like sheep and oxen, 

* and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in 

* thine own slaughter-horn* : therefore thus will I 
4 reward thee,— -The Lent shall he as lone again as 

* it is ; and thou shalt have a license to lull for a 
4 hundred lacking one. 

4 Dick. I desire no more. 

* Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservedst no 

* less. This monument of the victory will I bear : 

* and the bodies shall be dragged at my bone* heels, 

* till 1 do come to London, where we will have the 

* mayor's sword borne before us. 

* Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break 

* open the gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

* Cade. Fear not that, 1 warrant thee. Come, 

* let's march towards London. [Exeunt. 

SCENE /F.— London. A room tn the palace 
Enter Bong Henry, reading a supplication , tht 
duke of Buckingham, and lord Say with htm : 
at a distance. Queen Margaret, mourning over 
Suffolk's head. 

* Q. Mar. Oft have I heard— that grief softens 

the mind, 

* And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 

* Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep 

* Bat who can cease to weep, and look on this ? 

* Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast : 

* But where's the body mat I should embrace ? 

4 Buck. What answer makes your grace to the 

* rebels' supplication ? 

* K. Hen. Pll send some holy bishop to entreat : 

* For God forbid, so many simple souls 

* Should perish by the sword ; And I myself, 

* Rather than bloody war shall cot them short, 

* Will parley with Jack Cade their general. — 

* But stay, I'll read it over once again. 

*Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! ham this 
lovely face 

* Rul'd, like a wandering planet,* over roe ; 

* And could it not enforce them to relent, 

* That were unworthy to behold the same ? 

*JL Hen. Lord Say. Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have thy heaa. 

* Say. Ay, but ihope,yourhighneas shall have his 
K. Hen. How now, madam ? Still 

Lamenting, and nwuming for Suffolk's death ? 
I fear, my love, if that I had been dead, 
Thou wouldest not have moum'd so much for me 
Q. Mar. No, my love, 1 should not mourn, bat 
die for thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

* K. Hen. How now! what news? whycom'st 

thou in such haste ? 
4 Mess. The rebels are in Southwark ; Fly, my 

lord! 
( Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer, 
4 Descended from the duke of Clarence' house : 

* And calls your grace usurper, openly, 

4 And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 
4 His army is a ragged multitude 

(1) Predominated irresistibly over my passions ; 
as the planets ovor those born under their influence. 



4 Of hinds and peasants, rude and meicitetr; 
4 Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother's death 
4 Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 
4 All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen. 
4 They call — false caterpillars, and intend their 
death. 

* K. Hen. O graceless men ! they know not 

what they da 
4 Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth, 
4 Until a power be rais'd to put them down. 

* Q Mar. Ah ! were the duke of Suffolk now 

alive, 

* These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas'd. 
1 K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 

4 Therefore away with us to Kenelworth. 

4 Say. So might your grace's nerson be in danger ; 
4 The sight of me is odious in their eyes : 
4 And therefore in this city will I stay, 
4 And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter another Messenger. 

* % Mes. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge ; 

the citizens 

* Fly and forsake their houses : 

* The rascal people, thirsting after prey, 

* Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear, 

* To spoil the city, and your royal court 

* Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take 

horse. 

* K. Hen. Come, Margaret ; God, oar hope, 

will succour us. 

* Q *^ ar My hope is gone, now Suffolk is de- 

ceased. 
*K. Hen. Farewell, my lord ; [To Lord Say.] 
trust not the Kentish rebels. 

* Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you be betrayM. 
4 Soi/. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 

4 And therefore am 1 bold and resolute. [Exeunt 

SCENE V.— The same. The Tower. Enter 
Lord Scales, and others, on the Walls. Then 
enter certain Citiiens, below. 

Scales. How now ? is Jack Cade slain ? 

1 Cil No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for 
they have won the bridge, killing all those that with- 
stand them : The lord mayor craves aid of your 
honour from the Tower, to defend the city from 
the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall com- 
mand; 
But I am troubled here with them myself. 
The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower. 
But get you to Smithneld, and gamer head, 
And thither I will send you Matthew Gough : 
Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ; 
And so farewell, for I must hence again. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI— The same. Cannon Street. En- 
ter Jack Cade, and his followers. He strikes 
his staff" on fyondon-stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 
here, sitting upon London-stone, I charge and com- 
mand, that, of the city's cost, the pistung-conduit 
run nothing but claret wine this first year of our 
reign. And now. henceforward, it shall be treason 
for any that calls roe other than — lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [They kill him. 

* Smith. If this fellow be wise, ne'll never call 

* you Jack Cade more ; I think, he hath a very fair 
•warning. 
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Dick. My lord; there's an army gathered to- 
gether in Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let's $o fight with them : But, 
first, go end set London-bridge on fire ; and, if you 
can, burn down the Tower too. Come, let's away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII— The same Smithfield. Alarum. 
Enter, on vm ride, Cade and his company; on 
the other, citizens, and the king's forces, headed 
by Matthew Gough. They fight; the citizens 
are routed, and Matthew Gough is slain. 

Cade. So, sirs : — Now go some and pill down 
the Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down with 
them alL 

Dick I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shait have it for mat 
word. 

4 Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come 
4 out of your mouth. 

* John. Mass, 'twill be sore law then ; for he 

* was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not 

* whole yet [Aside. 

* Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law ; for 
1 bis breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

[Aside. 

* Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so. 
' Away, burn all the records of the realm ; my 
4 mouth shall be the parliament of England. 

* John. Then we are like to have biting statutes, 

* unless his teeth be pulled out I Aside. 

* Cade. And henceforward all things snail be 
*in common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

* Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here's the lord 

* Say, which sold the towns in France ; * be that 

* made us pay one and twenty fifteens, 1 and one 

* thQling to the pound, the last subsidy. 

Enter George Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

« Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten 
1 times. — Ah, thou say ,2 thou serge, nay, thou buck- 

* ram lord ! now art thou within point-blank of our 

* jurisdiction regal. What canst thou answer to my 
4 majesty, for giving up of Normandy unto mon- 
*sieur Basimecu, the dauphin of France? Be it 
4 known unto thee by these presence, even the pre- 
4 fence of lord Mortimer, that I am the besom that 
4 must sweep the court clean of such filth as thou 
4 art Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the 
4 youth of the realm, in erecting a grammar-school : 
4 and whereas, before, our fore-fathers had no other 
4 books but the score and the tally, thou hast caused 
4 printing to be used ; and, contrary to the king, 
4 kb crown, and dignity, thou hast built a paper- 
4 mill. It will be proved to thy face, that thou hast 
4 men about thee, mat usually talk of a noun, and 
4 a verb ; and such abominable words, as noChris- 
4 tian ear can endure to hear. Thou hast appointed 
4 justices of peace, to call poor men before them 
4 about matters that they were not able to answer. 
4 Moreover, thou hast put them in prison ; and be- 
4 cause they could not read, thou hast hanged them; 1 
4 when, indeed, only for that cause they have been 
4 most worthy to live. Thou dost ride on a foot- 
'cloth,* dost thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse 

(1) A fifteen was the fifteenth part of all the 
moveables or personal property, of each subject 

(2) Say was a kind of serge. 

(3) t. e. Tbej were hanged because they could 
not claim the benefit of clergy. 



wear a cloak, when bonester men than thou go in 
their hose and doublets. 

* Dick. And work in their shirt too ; as myself 

* for example, that am a butcher. 
Soy You men of Kent, — 
Dick. What say you of Kent ? 

4 Say Nothing but this : 'Tis bona terra, mala 

gens. 
' Cade. Away with him, away with him ! he 
1 speaks Latin. 

* Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where 

you will. 
4 Kent, in the commentaries Caesar writ, 

* Is term'd the civil'st place <J all this isle : 

4 Sweet is the country, because full of riches ; 
4 The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ; 
4 Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 
4 1 sold not Maine, 1 lost not Normandy ; 

* Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

* Justice with favour have I always done ; 

* Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could 

never. 

* When have I aught exacted at your hands, 

* Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ? 

* Large gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks, 

* Because my book preferr'd me to the king : 

* And, seeing ignorance is the curse of Goo, 

* Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to 

heaven, 

* Unless you be possess'd with devilish spirit, 

* You cannot but forbear to murder me. 

* This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings 

* For your behoof, — 

* Cade Tut ! when struck'st thou one blow in 

* the field? 

* Say. Great men have reaching hands : oft have 

I struck 

* Those that I never saw, and struck them dead. 

* Geo. O monstrous coward .' what, to come be- 

hind folks ? 

* Say. These cheeks are pale for* watching for 

your good. 

* Cade. Give him a box on the ear, and mat will 

* make 'em red again. 

•Soy. Long sitting to determine poor men's 
causes , 

Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

* Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, 

* and the pap of a hatchet 

4 Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man ? 

4 Say. The palsy, and not fear, provoketh me. 

4 Cade. Nay, he nods at us ; as who should sav, 
4 IM1 be even with you. I'll see if his head will 
4 stand steadier on a pole, or no : Take him away, 
4 and behead him. 

* Say. Tell me, wherein I hare offended most? 

* Have I affected wealth or honour ; sneak ? 

* Are my chests fill'd up with extorted gold ? 

* Is my apparel sumptuous to behold ? 

* Whom have I injurd, that you seek my death ? 

* These bands are free from guiltless blood-shed- 

ding, 8 
•This breast from harbouring foul deceitful 
thoughts. 

* O, let me live ! 

* Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words : 

* but I'll bridle it : he shall die, an it be but for 

* pleading so well for his life. Away with him ! he 

(4) A foot-cloth was a kind of housing, which 
covered the body of the horse. 

(5) In consequence o£ 

(ft t. e. These hands are free from shedding 
guiltless or innocent blood. 
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* has a familiar 1 under his tongue ; he speaks not 

* o'God's name. ' Go, take him away, I say, and 

* strike off his head presently ; and then break into 
'his son-in-law's house, sir James Cromer, and 

* strike off hit* head, and bring them both upon two 

* poles hither. 

' All It shall be done. 

* Say. Ah, countrymen ! if, when you make your 

prayers, 

* God should be so obdurate as Yourselves, 

* How would it Aire with your departed souls ? 

* And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

* Cade. Away with him, and do as I command 

ye. [Exeunt some, with Lord Say. 

' The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 

* head on his shoulders, unless be pay me tribute ; 

* there shall not a maid be married, but she shall 

* pay to me her maidenhead ere they have it : Men 
4 shall hold of me in capite ; and we charge and 
4 command, that their wives be as free as heart can 

wish, or tongue can tell. 
4 Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, 

* and take up commodities upon our bills ? 

4 Cade. Marry, presently. 
l AlL O brave! 

Re-enter Rebels, with the heads of Lord Say and 
his son-in-law. 

4 Cade. But is not this braver ?— Let them kiss 

* one another, for they loved well, when they were 

* alive. Now part them again, lest they consult 
4 about the (riving up of some more towns in France. 
4 Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city until night : 
4 for with these borne ocfore us, instead of maces, 
4 will we ride through the streets ; and, at every 
4 corner, have them kiss.— Away ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII— Southward Alarum. Enter 
Cade, and aU his rabblement. 

* Cade. Up Fish-street .' down Saint Magnus* 

* comer! kill and knock down! throw them into 

* Thames ! — [A parley sounded, then a retreat.] 

* What noise is this I hear ? Dare any be so bold 

* to sound retreat or parley, when I command them 

* kill ? 

Enter Buckingham, and Old Clifford, wiih forces. 

4 Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will dis- 
turb thee : 
4 Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
4 Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 
4 And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 

* That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

* CUJf. What say ye, countrymen? will ye relent, 
4 And yield to mercy, whilst 'tis ofler'd you ; 

4 Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths ? 
4 Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon, 
4 FKng up his cap, and say — God save his majesty ! 
4 Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 
4 Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
4 Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

4 All. God save the king ! God save the king ! 

4 Cade. What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye 
4 so brave? — And you, base peasants, do ye be- 
4 lieve him ? wttl you needs be hanged with your 
4 pardons about your necks ? Hath my sword there- 
4 fore broke through London Gates, that you should 
4 leave me at the White Hart in Southwark ? I 
4 thought, ye would never have given out these arms, 
4 till you had recovered your ancient freedom : but 
'you are all recreants, and dastards; and delight 
4 to live in slavery to the nobility. Let them break 

(1 ) A daemon who was supposed to attend at call. 



your backs with burdens, take your houses over 
your beads, ravish your wives and daughters be- 
fore your faces : For me, — I will make shift for 
one; and so — God's curse light upon you all i 

4 AU. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 

'Cltf. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim — you'll go with him ? 
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil, 
Unless, by robbing of your friends, and us. 
Wer't not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 
Should make a start o'er seas, and vanquish you I 
Methinks, already, in this civil broil, 
I see them lording it in London streets. 
Crying — VxUageois! unto all they meet 
Better, ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry, 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's mercy. 
To France, to France, and gel what you have lost; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast : 
Henry ham money, you are strong and manly ; 
God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

'AIL A Clinbrd! a Clifford! we'll follow the 
king, and Clifford. 

4 Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and 
fro, as this multitude ? the name of Henry the 
Fifth hales them to a hundred mischiefs, and makes 
them leave me desolate. I see them lay their 
heads together, to surprise me : my sword make 
way for me, for here is no staying. — In despite of 
the devils and hell, have through the very midst 
of you ! and heavens and honour be witness, that 
no want of resolution in me, but only my followers* 
base and ignominious treasons, makes me betake 
me to my heels. [Exit 

'Buck. What, is he fled? go some, and follow 
him; 
And he, that brings his head unto the king, 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

[Exeunt some of them. 
Follow me, soldiers ; we'll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunt. 

SCENE XX— Kcnelworth Castle. Enter King 
Henry, Queen Margaret, and Somerset, on the 
terrace of the castle. 

* K. Hen. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly 

throne, 

* And could command no more content than I ? 

* No sooner was I crept out of my cradle, 

* But I was made a king, at nine months old : 

* Was never subject long'd to be a king, 

* As I do long and wish to be a subject 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

* Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your ma- 

jesty ! 

* K. Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor, 

Cade, surpris'd? 

* Or is he but reuVd to make him strong ? 

• 
Enter, below, a great number of Cade's followers, 
with halters about their necks. 

4 Cltf. He's fled, my lord, and all his powers do 
yield; 
4 And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 
4 Expect your highness' doom, of life, or death. 
4 K. lien. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 
gates, 
4 To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ! — 
4 Soldiew, this day have you redeem*d your lives. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I— The same. Fields between Dortfoni 
and Blackheath. The King's camp on one side. 
On the other > enter York attended, with drum 
and colours: his forces at some distance. 

4 York. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim 
his right, 
1 And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head : 

* Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfire*, clear and bright, 
' To entertain great England's lawful king. 
Ah, sancta majtstas! who would not buy thee dear ? 
4 Let them obey, that know not how to rule ; 

* This hand was made to handle nought but gold : 

* I cannot give due action to ray words, 
4 Eicept a sword or sceptre balance it, 1 

* A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul ; 

* On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

* Whom hare we here ? Buckingham, to disturb me ? 
4 The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble. 

4 Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee 

well. 
4 York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy 
greeting. 
4 Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure ? 

4 Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege, 
1 To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 
4 Or why, thou— being a subject as I am, — 
4 Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 

* Sbould'st raise so great a power without his leave, 
4 Or dare to bring thy force so near the court 

4 York. Scarce can I speak, my choler " 
is so great 

* O, I could hew up rocks, and fight with 

flint, 
4 f am so angry at these abject terms ; 
4 And now, Tike Ajax Telamonius, 
4 Ota sheep or oxen could I spend my fur}" ! ^ Aside. 
4 1 am rarbctter born than is the king ; 
4 More like a king, more kingly in my 

thoughts: 
4 Bat I must make fair weather yet a white, 
4 Till Henry be more weak, and I more 

strong. — 
4 O Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me, 
4 That 1 have given no answer all this while ; 
4 My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 
4 The cause why I have brought this army hither, 
4 Is — to remove proud Somerset from the king, 
4 Seditious to his grace, and to the state. 
4 Buck. That is too much presumption on thy 

part: 
1 But if thy arms be to no other end, 

* The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

* foe duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner ? 

buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

4 York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powers. — 
4 Soldiers, I thank you all : disperse yourselves ; 
4 Meet me to-morrow in Saint George's field, 
4 You shall have pay, and every thing you wish. 
» And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

* Command my eldest son, — nay, all my sons, 

* As pledges of my fealty and love, 

* I'll sena them all as willing as I live ; 

* Land*, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have 

* Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 
4 Buck. York, I commend this kind submission : 

1 We twain will go into his highness' tent 

.') ' !. e. balance mv hand. 



Enter King Henry, attended. 

* K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no 
harm to us, 

* That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 

* York. In all submission and humility, 

* York doth present himself unto your highness. 

* K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou 
dost bring ? 

4 York. To heave the traitor Somerset from 
hence; 
4 And fi^ht against that monstrous rebel, Cade, 
4 Who since I heard to be disrornfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade's head. 

4 Iden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition, 
4 May pass into the presence of a king, 
1 Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head, 
4 The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 

4 K. Hen. The bead of Cade ?— Great God, how 
just art thou ! — 
4 O, let me view his visage, being dead, 
4 That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 
4 Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew him? 

4 Iden. I was, an't like your majesty. 

4 K. Hen. How art thou call'd? and what is thy 
degree? 

4 Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name; 
4 A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

* Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not 
amiss 

* He were created knignt for his good service. 
4 if. Hen. Iden^ kneel down. [He kneels.] Rise 

up a knight. 

* We give thee for reward a thousand marks ; 
' Aud will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 

4 Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege ! 

* K. Hen. See, Buckingham! Somerset comes 
with the queen ; 
4 Go, bid lier hide him quickly from the duke. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset 

4 Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide 
his head, 
4 But boldly stand, and front him to his nice. 

4 York. How now ! Is Somerset at liberty ? 
4 Then, York, unloose thy long-iiiiprison'd thoughts, 
4 And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
4 Shall I endure me sight of Somerset ? — 
4 False king ! why hast thou broken faith with me, 
4 Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ? 
4 King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king ; 
4 Not lit to govern and rule multitudes, 
4 Which dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 
4 That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 
4 Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer's staff, 

* And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

* That gold must round enHrt these brows of mine; 

* Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles' spear, 
4 Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

* Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up, 

* Aud with the same to act controlling laws. 
4 Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 

* OV.r him, whom heaven created for tin ruler. 
4 Som. O monstrous traitor ! — I arrest thee, York, 

4 Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown : 

* Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. 

* I or*. Would'sthaie me kneel? first let me 
ask of these, 

* If they can brook I bow a knee to man. — 

* Sirrah, call in my sons to be mv bail ; 

[Exit an attttidant. 

* I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 2 

"2" Custody, confinement. 
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* They'll ptirn their swords for my enfranchise- H 

ineuL I 

*Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford; bid him come 
amain, 

* To say, it tiwt the bastard boy* of York 
*• Shall be tin' safety for their traitor fattier. 

* Ynrk. O blood-benpoUed .Neapolitan, 

" Outca&t of Naples, England's bloody scourge ! 

* The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 

4 Shall be their father's* bail ; and bane to those 

* That for my surety will refuse the boys. 

Enter Edward and Richard Plantage.net, with 
forces, at one side; at the other, with forces also. 
Old Clifford and his ton. 

* See, where they come ; I'll warrant they'll make 

it good. 

* Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny 

their bail. 
4 Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the 
king! [Knttls. 

* York. I thank thee, Clifford : Say, what m w? 

with thee ? 

* Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 

* Wo are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ; 

* For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

4 Clif. Thw is my king, York, 1 do not mistake ; 
4 But thou mistak'ht mo much, to think I do : — 
4 To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad ? 

4 K. Hen. Ay, Clifford \ a l>edlam and ambitiou» 
humour 
4 Makes him oppose himself against his king. 

* Clsf. He is a traitor ; let him to the lower, 
4 And chop away that factious pate of his. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ; 
4 His sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 
4 York. Will you not, sons? 
Edtc. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve. 
4 Rich. And if words will not, men our weapons 
shall. 

* Cl{f. Why, what a brood of traitors have we 

here! 

* York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so; 
» I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. — 
4 Call hither to the stake ray two brave bears, 1 

* That, with the very shaking of their chains, 

* They may astonish these fell lurking cars ; 

* Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me. 

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisbury, with 

force*. 

4 Cltf. Are we* % bear*? well bait thy bears 
to death, 
1 And manacle die bear-ward 2 in their chains, 

* If thou dar'st bring them to the baiting-nlaoa. 

* Rich. Oft have I seen a hot o'erweening cur 

* Ron back and bite, because he was withheld ; 
•Who, being sufferM with the bear's fell paw, 

* Hath dapr/d his tail between his legs, and cry'd 

* And such a piece of service will yon do. 
If yon oppose yourselves to match lord Warwick 

* Osf. nence, heap of wrath, foul indigested 

lamp, 

* As croaked in thy manners as thy shape ! 

* York. Nay, we shall beat you thoroughly anon. 

* Otf. Take heed, lest by your beat you bum 

*K. JfoTwinr, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot 
tobowf-* 

* Old Salisbury f-shame to thy surer hair, 

(l)Tbe Ne^ earb of Warwick, had a bear 
and ragged staff for their crest. 
<Vi Bear-keener. 



* Thou mad n ut4eader of ttar brain-sick ton !— - 

* What, wilt thou on thy desA-bed play the rtJM 

* And wck for sorrow with thy spectacles? 
» O, wheje i*» faith? O, where, is loyalty? 

* If it be baiii-h'd from the frosty head, 

* Where shall it find a harbour in the earth? — 

* Wilt thou go dig a £ rave to find out war. 

* And shame thine honourable age with blood? 

* Why art thou old, and w ant'st experience 

* Or wherefore dost abuse it, if tlrau hut it? 

* For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to at, 

* That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

* Sal. My lord, I have considered with mytd 

* The title of this most renowned duke ; 

* And in my conscience do repute his grace 

* Tlte rightful heir to England's royal seat 

* K. Htn. Hast thou not sworn allegiance a 

me? 

* Sal. I have. 

* K. Hen. Canst thou dispense with heaven 

such an oath ? 

* Sal. It is great sin, to swear unto a sin ; 

* But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath. 

* Who ran be bound by any solemn tow 

* To do a murderous deed, to rob a men, 

* To force a «potle*s virgin's chastity, 

* To rea\ e the orphan of hi* patrimony. 

* To wring the. widow from her cufltomd right 

* And have no other reason for this wrong, 

* But that lie was bound by a solemn oath? 

Q. Mur. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 
4 K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him ■ 

himself. 
1 York. Call Buckingham, and all the frie 
thou hast, 
4 1 am resolv'd for death, or dignity. 
4 Clif. The first, I warrant thee, if dreams pr 

true. 
1 War. You were best to go to bed, and dn 
again, 
To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

Clif. 1 am remlv'd to bear a greater fltorm, 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy household badge 
War. Now, by my fatlicr's badge, old Nei 
crest, 
The rampant boar chain'd to the ragged staff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgom-t? 
(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows, 
That keerw his leaves in ppite of any storm*) 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Chf. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy be 
And tread it nndcr font with all contempt. 
4 Despite, the bear-ward that protect* the Mar. 
4 Y. Clif. And so to arms, victorious father, 
4 To quell the rebels, and their 'complices. 

Rich. Fie ! charity, for shame .' speak not map 
For you shall sup with Jem Christ to-night 
4 l r . 0\f. Foul stigmatic,* that's more than 

canst tell. 
4 Rich. If not in heaven, von'H surely sup 
hell. ' [Exeunt several 

SCENE //.—Saint Albans. Alarums : Exa 
sions. Enter Warwick. 

War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick en 
And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear, 
Now, — when the angry trumpet sounds alarm, 
And dead men's cries do fill the empty air, — 

(S) Helmet. 

(4) One on whom nature has set * mark ef < 

fbrmitv, a stigma. 
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Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me ! 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arm*. 

Enter York. 

* How now, my noble lord ? what, all a-foot ? 

* York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my 

steed; 
' But match to match I have encountered him, 
4 And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
4 Even of the bonny beast he lov'd so well. 

Enter Cliflbrd 

* War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York, Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other 

chmce, 
For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then, nobly, York ; 'tis for a crown thou 
fight'st.— 
4 As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day. 
It grieves my soul to leave thee umwsail'd. 

[Exit Warwick. 

* Otf. What seest thou in mc, York ? Why dost 

thou pause ? 
1 York, With thy brave bearing should I be in love, 
4 Bat that thou art so fast mine enemy. 
4 CUf. Nor should thy prowess want praise and 
esteem, 
1 But that 'tis shown ignobly, and in treason. 
4 York. So let it help me now against thy sword, 

* As I in justice and true right express it ! 

4 Clxf. "My soul and body on the action both ! — 
4 York. A dreadful lay I 1 — address thee instantly. 
[They fght, and Clifford falk 
4 Clif. L*fi n couronne Us centres. [Dies. 

* York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for 

thou art still. 
4 Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will! 

[Exit. 
Enter Young Clifford. 

* F. CUf. Shame and confusion ! all is on the 
rout; 

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 
Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance ! — Let no soldier fly : 
He that is truly dedicate to war, 
Ham no self-love ; nor he, that loves himself, 
Hath not essentially, but by circumstance, 
The name of valour.— O, let the vile world end, 

[Seeing his dead father. 
And the premised? flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together ! 
Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 
Particularities and petty sounds 
To cease !* — Wast tliou ordain'd, dear father, 
To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve* 
The silver livery of advised 5 age ; 
And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle ? — Even at this sight, 
My heart is turn'd to stone: and, while 'tis 

mine, 
It shall be stony. York not our old men spares ; 
No more will I their babes : tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 
And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaining wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity : 

(1) A dreadful wager; a tremendous stake. 

(2) Sent before their time. (3) Stop. 
US Obtain. (5) Considerate. 



* Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

* Into as many gobbets will 1 cut it, 

* As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

* In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

4 Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's house ; 

[Taking up the body. 
1 A 8 did JEneas old Anchises bear, 

* So bear I thee upon my mnnly shoulders ; 

* But then iEneas bare a living load, 

« Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit. 

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerset, fight- 
ing, and Somerset is kilted. 

Rich. So, lie thou there ;— 
4 For, underneath an ale-house' paltry sign, 
The Castle in Saint Albans Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death. — 

* Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still : 

* Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter King Henry, Queen 
Margaret, and others, retreating. 

4 Q. Mar. Away, my lord ! you are slow ; for 
shame, away ! 

* K. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens ? good 

Margaret, stay. 

* Q. Mar. What are you made of? you'll not 

fight, nor fly : 

* Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

* To give the enemy way : and to secure us 

* By what wc can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar off. 

* If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom 

* Of all our fortunes : but if we haply 'scape 

* (As well we may, if not through your neglect,) 

* Wc shall to London get ; where you are lov'd ; 

* And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 

* May readily be stopp'd. 

Enter Young Clifford. 

* F. G\f. But that my heart's on future mis- 

chief set, 

* I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; 

* But fly you must ; uncurablc discomfit 

* Reigns m the hearts of all our present parts. G 

* Away, for your relief! and wc will live 

* To see their day, and them our fortune give : 

* Away, my lord, away ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— Fields near Saint Albans. Alar- 
um : Retreat. Flourish ; then enter York, Rich- 
ard Plantagenet, Warwick, and Soldiers, with 
drum and colours. 

4 York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him ; 

* That winter lion, who, in rage, forgets 

* Aged contusions and all brusn of tune f 

* And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 8 

* Repairs him with occasion ? this happy day 

* Is not itself, nor have we won one toot, 
» If Salisbury be lost. 

* Rich. My noble father, 

4 Three times to-day I hofp him to his horse, 
4 Three times bestnd him, thrice I led him of)', 
4 Persuaded him from any further act : 
4 But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 

* And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

* So was his will in his old feeble body. 

* But, noble as he is, look where he comes 

(6} For Parties. 

f 7) t. e. The gradual detrition of time. 
(8) i. e. Hie height of youth : the brow of a bin 
is its summit 
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Enter Salisbury. 

1 flW. Now, by my sword, well halt thou fought 

to-day; 
« By the mam, so did we all. — I thank you, Richard : 

• God knows, how long it is 1 have to live ; 

1 And it hath pleas'd him, that three tiroes to-day 

• You have defended me from imminent death. 

• Well, lords, we have not got that which we have :* 

• *Tis not enough our foes are itiis time fled, 

• Being opposite* of such repairing nature. 1 

* Y«rk. I know, our safety is to follow them : 

(|)ie.We have not secured that which we 
have acquired. 



* For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

* To call a present court of parliament 

4 Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth : — 
« What says lord Warwick ? shall we after them? 
War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can- 
Now, by my frith, lords, 'twas a glorious day : 
Saint Albans 1 battle, won by famous York, 
Shall be etemii'd in all age to come.— 
Sound, drums and trumpets ;— and to London all : 
And more such days as these to us befall! 

[Exeunt 

(3) •'. e. Being enemies that are likely so soon to 
rally and recover themselves from this defeat 
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lords on King Hen- 
* ry y s side. 



King Henry the Sixth : 

Edward, prince of Wales, his son. 

Lewis XI. king of France. 

Duke of Somerset, 

Duke qf Exeter, 

Earl of Oxford, 

Karl of Northumberland, 

Earl of Westmoreland, 

Lord Clifford, 

Richard Phuifagi'iiet, duke of York. 

Edward, earl of March, afterwards 

King Edward IV. 
Edmund, earl of Rutland, 
George, afterwards duke q/"Clarence, 
Richard, afterwards duke o/Glocester, t 
Duke of Norfolk, 
Marquis of Montague, 
Karl of Warwick, 
Karl of Pembroke, 
Ijord Hastings, 
Lord Stafford, 



• Ms sons. 



of the duke of York's 
r party. 



"Henry, earl of Richmond, a youth. 
Lara Rivers, brother to Lady drey. Sir William 
Stanley. Sir John Montgomery. Stir John Som- 
erville. Tutor to Rutland. Mayor of York. 
Lieutenant of the Twer. A Nobleman. Two 
Keepers. A Huntsman. A Son that has killed 
hi* father. A Father that has killed his son. 

Queen Margaret 

Lady Grey, afterwards queen to Edward IF". 

Bona, sister to the French queen. 

Soldiers, and other attendants on King Henry and 
a King Edward, Messengers, Watchmen, «/c. 

Scene, during part of the third act, in France, 
all the rest of the play, in England, 
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ACT I. 

SCEJSTE /.—London. The Parliament House. 
Drums. Some soldiers of York's party break 
in. Then, enter the Duke of York, Edward, 
Richard, Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and 
others, with white roses in their hats. 

Warwick. 

I WONDER, how the king escfcp'd oar hands. 
York. While we pursu'd the norsemen of the 
north, 
He slily stole away, and left his men : 
Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
1 Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself 
4 Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a-breast, 
1 Charg'd our main battle's front, and, breaking in, 
4 Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Edw. Lord Stafford* » father, duke of Buckingham, 
1 Is either slain, or wounded dangerous : 
I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 
* That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

[Showing his bloody sword. 
Mont. And, brother, here'* the earl of Wiltshire's 
blood, [To York, showing his. 

Whom I eacounter'd as the battles join'd. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did 

[ Throwing dawn the duke qf Somerset's head. 

* York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my 

sons. — 

What, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset ? 

fforf. Such hope have all the line of John of 

(taunt ! 
Rich. Thus do I bone to shake long Henry's 
head 



War. And so do I. — Victorious prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
I vow by heaven, these eyes shall never close. 
This it the palace of the fearful king, 
4 And this the regal seat : possess it, York : 
For this is thine, and not long Henry's heirs'. 
York. Assist me then, tweet Warwick, and I 
will; 
4 For hither we have broken in by force. 
JVorf. We'll all assist you ; he, that flies, shall die. 
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk. — Stay by me, 
my lords : — 
4 And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night 
War. And, when the long conies, offer him no 
violence, 
4 Unless he seek to thrust yon out by force. 

[They retire. 
* York. The queen, this day, here holds her 
parliament, 

* But little thinks we shall be of her council : 

* By words, or blows, here let us win our right 
Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's stay within this 

house. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be call'd. 
Unless Plantagenet, Juke of York, be king; 
And bashful Henry depos'd, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-woras to our enemies. 

4 York. Then leave me not, ray lords; be resolute; 
I mean to take possession of my right 

War. Neither the kins, nor he that loves him best, 
4 The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells,* 

(1) Hawks had sometime* little bells hung on 
them, perhaps to dare the birds: that is, to fright 
them from n*in«;. 
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« HI plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : — 
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown. 
[Warwick leads York to the throne, who seats 
himK\f. 

flourish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northum- 
berland, Westmoreland, Exeter, and others, with 
red roses in their hats. 

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits, 
Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means 
(BaiVd by the power of Warwick, that false peer,) 
To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. — 
Earl of' Northumberland, he- slew thy father; — 
And thine, lord Clifford ; and you both have vow'd 

revenge 
On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 

4 North. If 1 be not, heavens, be reveng'don me ! 

0{f. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 
steel. 

West. What, shall we suficr this ? let's pluck him 
down : 
4 My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 

A. Hen. Be patient, gentle carl of Westmoreland. 

Qif. Patience is for poltroons, and such as be ; 
He durst not sit there had your father liv'd. 
My gracious lord, here iu the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so. 

K. Hen. Ah, know you nut, the city favours them, 
And they have troop* of soldiers at their beck ? 
Ext. But when the duke is slain, they'll quickly fly. 

K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry'* 
heart, 
To make a shambles of the parliament-house! 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 
Shall be the war that Henry means to u«c. — 

[They advance to the Duke. 
Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 
I am thy sovereign. 

York. Thou art deceiv'd, I am thine. 

Exe. For shame, come down ; he made thee duke 
of York. 

York. 'Twas mv inheritance, as the earldom was. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown, 
In following this usurping Henry. 

Cl\f. Whom should he follow, but his natural 
king? 

War. True, Clifford ; and that's Richard, duke 
of York. 

4 K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my 
throne? 

4 York. It must and shall be so. Content thyself 

War. B<> duke of Lancaster, let him be king. 

West. He is both king and duke of Lancaster : 
And mat the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 

War. And Warwick shall disprove it You forget, 
That we are those, wluch chas'd you from the field, 
And slew your fatliers, and with colours spread 
March'd through the city to the palace gates. 

'North. Yes, Warwick, 1 remember it to my grief; 
And, by his soul, thou and thy hou«e shall rue it. 

4 West. Plantagenet, of thee, and tlicse thy sons. 
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I'll have more lives, 
Than drop of blood were in my father's veins. 

* Ctif. Urge it no more ; lot that, instead of 

words, 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger, 
As shall revenge his death, Iwfore I stir. 

* War. Poor Clifford ! liow I scorn his worth- 

less threats ! 

'n Since 



York. Will you, we show our tide to the crown ? 
1 If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the 
crown? 
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York ; 
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March : 
I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the dauphin and the French to stoop, 
And seii'd upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, t»ith> thou hast lost it all. 

K. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not 1 ; 
When I was crown'd, I wan hut nine months old. 

Rich. You ait- old enough now, and yet, methinkl 
you lose : — 
Father, tear the crown from the usurper's head. 

Edw. Sweet father, do *o: set it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, [To York.] as thou lov'it 
and honour' >t arms 
Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound chums and trumpets, and the king 
will fly. 

York. Shis, peace ! 

K. Hen. Peace thou ! and give king Henry leave 
to speak. 

War. Plantagenet shall speak first : — hear him, 
lord* ; 
And be you hi lent and attentive too, 
For he, that interrupt* him, shall not live. 

1 K. Hen. ThinkM thou, that I will leave my 
kinglv throne, 
Wherein my trrnml.Mre, and my father, sat? 
No : first shall war unpeople this my realm ; 
* Ay, and their colours— often home in France; 
And now in England, to our heart's great sorrow, — 
Shall be my winding slwct. — Why faint you, lords? 
4 My title's good, ami lietter far than his. 

11 r ar. But prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 

K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got the 
crown. 

York. 'Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K. Hen. I know not what to say ; my title's weak. 
Tell me, mar not a king adopt an heir ? 

York. What then? 

1 K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful king: 
' For Richard, in the view of manv lords, 
Resign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth ; 
Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York He rose against him, being his sovereign. 
And made him to resign his crown perforce. 

War. Suppose, my lords, be did it unconstrain'd, 
Think you, twere prejudicial to his crown ?> 

th e. No ; for he could not so resign his crown. 
But thnt the next heir should succeed and reign. 

K. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of Exeter? 

Eie. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

* York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer 
not? 

Ere My conscience tells me he is lawful king. 

K. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'st. 
Think not, that Henry shall be so depo*'d. 

4 War. Dcpo-'d he shall be, in despite of all. 

North. Thou art deceiv'd : 'tis not thy southern 

power, 
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,— 
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, — 
Can set the duke up, in despite of me. 

Ciif. Kiiur Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 
May that ground gape, and swallow me. alive, 
4 Where I shall kneel to him that slew rav father ! 

» 

(2)t. e. Detrimental to the general rights of 
■ hereditary rm'»1<\ 
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* K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive my 

heart! 
York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown : — 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords ? 

War. Do right unto this princely duke of York ; 
Or I will fill the house with armed men. 
And, o'er die chair of state, where now he sits, 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps, and (he soldiers show themselves. 

* K. Hen. My lord of Warwick, bear me but 

one word; — 

* Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heirs, 
And thou shalt reign in quiet whilst thou liv'st 

K. Hen. I am content : Richard Ptantagenet, 
Enioy the kingdom after my decease. 

Hf. What wrong is this unto the prince your son ? 
"ar. What good is this to England, and himselP 
West. Base, tearful, and despairing Henry ! 

* Cttf. How hast thou injured Doth thyself and us ! 
West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 
Jforfh. Nor I. 
CUf. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these 

news. 

* West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate 

king, 

* In whose cold blood no spark of honour 'bides. 
North. Be thou a prey unto the house of York, 

* And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

&\f. In dreadful war may'st thou be overcome ! 
Or live in peace, abandon* d, and despis'd ! 

[Exeunt North. Cliff, ami West. 

* War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them 

not 
Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore will not 

yield. 
K.Hcn. Ah, Exeter! 

War. Why should you sigh, ray lord ? 

K. Hen. Not for myself lord Warwick, but my 
son, 
Whom 1 unnaturally shall disinherit 
But, be it as it may : — I here entail 

* The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 

To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 
To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; 

* And neither by treason, nor hostility, 

* To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 

York. This oath I willingly take, and will per- 
form. [Coming from the throne. 

War. Long live king Henry !-Plantagenet, em- 
brace him. 

' K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy for- 
ward sons! 

York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd. 

Exe. Accurs'd be he, that seeks to make them 
foes ! [Senet. The lords come forward. 

4 York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I'll to my 
castle. 

War. And I'll keep London, with my soldiers. 

JVbr/ And I to Norfolk, with ray followers. 

Mont. And I unto the sea, from whence I came. 

[ Exeunt York, and his Sons, Warwick, Norfolk, 
Montague, Soldiers, and Attendants. 

* K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the 

court 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray » 
her anger; 
111 steal away. 
JC Hen. Exeter, so will I. [Going. 



(1) Betray, discover, 
rot. f i. 



(2) Peck. 



* Q. Mar. Nay, go not tram me, I will follow 

thee. 
K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will 

stay 
( Q. Mar. Who can be patient m such extremes? 

* Ah, wretched man ! would I had died a maid, 

* And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 

* Seeing thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father ! 

* Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus? 

* Hadst thou but lov'd him half so well as 1 ; 

* Or felt that pain which I did for him once ; 

* Or nourish'u him, as I did with my blood ; 

* Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood 

there, 

* Rather than made that savage duke thine heir, 

* And disinherited thine only son. 

* Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me : 

* If you be king, why should not I succeed ? 

* a. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ; — pardon me, 

sweet son ; — 

* The earl of Warwick, and the duke, enfore'd 

me. 
*Q.Mar. Enfore'd thee! art thou king, and 

wilt be fore'd ? 
I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch ! 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ; 

* And given unto the house of York such head, 

* As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 

* To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 

* What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 

* And creep into it far before thy time ? 

* Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais ; 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas ; 
The duke is made protector of the realm ; 

4 And yet shalt thou be safe ? * such safety finds 

* The trembling lamb, environed with wolves. 
4 Had 1 been there, which am a silly woman, 

4 The soldiers should have toss'd me on their pikes, 

* Before I would have granted to that act 

* But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour : 
' And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself, 

4 Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 

4 Until that act of parliament be repeal'd, 

4 Whereby my son is disinherited. 

The northern lords, that have forsworn thy colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they sec them spread : 

4 And spread they shall be ; to thv foul disgrace, 

* And utter ruin of the house of York. 

4 Thus do I leave thee : — Come, son, let's away ; 
4 Our army's ready ; come, we'll after them. 
K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me 

speak. 
Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already ; get 

thee gone. 
K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with 

me? 
Q. Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. 
Prince. When I return with victory from the 
field, 
I'll see your grace : till then, I'll follow her. 
Q. Mar. Come, son, away : we may not linger 
thus. [Exe. Queen Mar. and the Prince. 

* K. Hen. Poor queen ! how love to me, and to 

her son, 
4 Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 
4 Reveng'd may she be on that hateful duke ; 

* Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

* Will cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle, 

* Tire 3 on the flesh of me, and of my son ! 

* The loss of those three lords torments my heart : 

* I'll write unto them, and entreat them fair; — 

* Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

* Exe. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. 

[Exeunt. 
X 
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4 And till I root out their accursed line, 

* And leave not one mine, I lire in hell. 
TVu for e [Lifting his hand. 

Rut. O, let me pray before I tube my death : — 
To thee 1 pray ; Sweet Clinbrd, pity roe ! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier 1 * point affords. 

4 Rut. I never did thee harm ; Why wilt thou 
•lay me? 

Clif. Thy fcther hath. 

RuL But *twas ere I was born. 

Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me; 
Lett, in revenge thereof, — sith 1 God is just, — 
He be as miserably slain a* 1. 
Ah, let me lire in prison all my days ; 
And when I give occanion of offence. 
Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

CHf. No cause ? 
Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[Clifford stabs him 

Rut Dii faciant, lemdis summa tit ista turn!* 

[Diet. 

CUf. Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet ! 
And this thy sou's blood cleaving to my blade, 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood, 
CongeaI'd with this, do make me wipe off both. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IV.— The same. Alarum. Enter York. 

4 York. The army of the queen hath got the. field : 

* My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 

* And all my follower* to the eager foe 

* Turn back, and fly, like ship* before the wind, 

* Or lambs pursu'd by hunger-.«tarved wolves. 

* My son* — God knows, what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know, — they liave dcniean'd themselves 
like men lwrn to renown, by life, or death. 

4 Three times did Richard make a lane to me ; 
And thrice cried,— Courage, fmtker! fight it out! 
4 And full as oft came Edward to my side, 
"With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
4 In blood of those that had eocounter'd him : 

* And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

4 Richard cried, — Charge ! and give no foot of 

ground! 
4 And cried,— A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 
4 A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre ! 
With this we char^'d again : but, out, alas ! 
4 We bodg'd 1 again ; as I have seen a swan 
4 With bootless labour swim against the tide, 
And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

[A short alarum within, 
4 Ah, hark I the fatal followers do pursue ; 
4 And I am faint, and cannot fly their rary : 
4 And, were I strong, I would not shun their fury : 
4 The sands are number'd, that make up my llie ; 
4 Here must I stay, and here my life must end 

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiers. 

4 Come, bloody Clifford, — rough Northumberland,— 
* I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ; 
4 1 am your butt, and 1 abide your shot. 
North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet 
Ctt/ Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm, 
Win downright payment, show'd unto my nither. 
Now ffaaeton hatn tumbled from bis car, 
And made an evening at the noontide prick. 4 

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
4 A bird mat will revenge upon you an : . 
4 And, in that hope, 1 throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whatever you can afflict me with. 
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4 Why come you not? what! multitudes, and fearf 
Clif. So towards fight, when they can fly no 
further; 

* So doves do pork the falcon's piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their Itvsja, 
Breathe out invectives 'guinrt the officers. 

York. O, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
4 And in thy thought o'er-run my former time : 

* And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face ; 
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 

cowardice, 
4 Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere «*"# 
Clif I will not bandy with tliee word for word ; 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 

[Drmvs. 
Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thousand 
causes, 
I would prolong a while the traitor's life : — 
Wrath makes him deaf, speak thou, Northumbet- 
land. 
North. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him to 
much, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth, 
When he might spurn him with his foot away ? 
It is war's prize to take all vantages ; 
4 And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands on York, who struggles. 
Cl\f- Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 
North. So doth the coney struggle in the net. 

[York is taken pris oner . 
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd 
booty ; 

So true men 5 yield, with robbers so oVr-match'd 
North. What would your grace have done unto 

him now ? 
Q.Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford, and Northum- 
berland, 

Come, make him stand upon this mole-hill here ; 
4 That raught* at mountains with outstretched arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand — 

* What ! was it you, that would be England's long? 
Was't you that revell'd in our parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high descent f 

Where are your jness of sons to back you now ; 

The wanton Edward, and die lusty George? 

4 And where's that valiant crook-back prom^y, 

Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice, 

Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where it your darling Rutland? 

Look, York ; I stain'd this napkin 7 with the blood 

That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point, 

Made issue from the bosom of the boy : 

And, if thine eyes can water for bis oeath, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

4 Alas, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly, 

I should lament thy miserable -state. 

I pr'ythec, grieve, to make me merry, York : 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 

What, hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails, 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ? 

* Why art thou patient, man? thou should'st be mad; 

* And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Thou would'st be fee'd, I see, to make me sport; 
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown. — 

A crown for York ; and, lords, bow low to him.— 
Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. — 

[Putting a paper crown on his head. 

(3) t\ e. We boggled, made bad or bungling work 
| of our attempt to rally. 

(4) Noontide point on the dial. (5) Hone* am 
(6) Reached. (7) HandkercWf 
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Ay, many, air, now looks be like a long ! 

Ay, (Us ia he that took king Henry's chair; 

And this is be was his adopted heir. — 

But how is it that great Plantagenet 

b crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you should not be kinjr, 

Till our king Henry had shook hands with death. 

And will you pale 1 your head in Henry's glory, 

And rob his temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath ? 

O, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable ! — 

Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his head ; 

And, whilst we. breathe, take time to do him dead. 3 

Clif. That is my office, for my fatlier's sake. 

Q. Mar. Nay, stay; let's hear the orisons be 
makes. 

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than 
wolves of France, 

* Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth! 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

' Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates ? 

But tliat thy face is, visor-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 

To tell thee whence thou cam'st, of whom deriv'd, 

Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not 

shameless. 
Thy father bears the type* of king of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ; 
Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult ? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 
Unless the adage must be verified, — 
That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death. 
Tis beauty, that doth oft make women proud ; 
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small : 
'Tis virtue, that doth make them most adnuVd ; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at : 
'Tis government, 4 that makes them seem divine ; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable : 
Thou art as opposite to every good, 
As the Antipodes are unto us, 
Or as the south to the septcntrion.* 
O, tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 
How could'flt thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyea withal, 
And yet be seen to bear a woman's face ? 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 
1 Thou, stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

* Bid'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy wish : 

* Would'st have me weep ? why, now thou hast thy 

will: 

* For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 
And, when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies ; 

* And every drop cries vengeance for his death, — 

' 'Gainst thee, fell Clifford, — and thee, false French- 
woman. 
Mirth. Beahrew me, but his passions' move me so, 

That hardly can 1 check my eyes from tears. 
York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 

Would not have touch'd, would not have atain'd 
with blood : 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, — 

O, ten times more, — than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears : 

This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet boy, 

(1) Impale, encircle with a crown. 

(2) Kill him. (3) The distinguishing mark. 

(4) Government, in the language of the tune, sig- 
nified evenness of temper, ana decency of manners. 

(5) The north. (61 Sufferings. 



And I with tenia do wash the blood m 
Keep moo the napkin, and go bout of 

[He give* back the handkerchief. 
And, if thou tell'st the heavy story right, 
Upon my soul, the bearers will shed tenia; 
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 
And say, — Alas, it was a piteous deed 1 — 
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my 

curse; 
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! — 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world ; 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads ! 

North. Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 
* I should not for my Hie but weep with him, 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 
Q. Mar. What, we«ping-ripe, my lord Northum- 
berland ? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's 
death. [Stabbing him. 

Q. Mar. And here's to right our gentle-hearted 
king. [Stabbing him. 

York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God ! 
1 My soul flies through these wounds to seek oat 
thee, [Dies. 

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on York 
gates; 
So York may overlook the town of York. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A plain near Mortimer's Cross, m 
Herefordshire. Drums. Enter Edward, and 
Richard, with their forces, marching. 

• Edw. I wonder, how our princely father 'scap'd ; 

* Or whether he be 'scap'd away, or no, 

* From Clifford's and Northumberland'spursnit ; 

* Had be been ta'en, we should have heard the 

news; 
Had be been slain, we should have heard the news; 

* Or, had he 'scap'd, methinks, we should have 

heard 

* The happy tidings of his good escape. — 

* How fares my brother ? why is he so sad ? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv'd 
Where our right valiant father is become. 
' I saw him in the battle range about ; 
1 And watch'd him, how he singled Clifford forth. 
4 Methought, he bore him 7 in the thickest troop, 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat : 8 

* Or as a bear, encompass'd round with dogs ; 

* Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 

* The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

* So far'd our father with his enemies ; 

* So fled his enemies my warlike father; 

' Methinks, 'tis prise enough to be his son. 
See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun !• 

* How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

* Trimm'd like a younker, prancing to his love ! 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns? 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect 

sun; 
Not separated with the racking clouds,' 

(7) Demeaned himself. 

(8) Neat cattle ; cows, oxen, Ac. 

(9) Aurora takej for atmie her farewell of the ami, 
when she dismisses him to his diurnal coarse. 

(10) t. e. The clouds in rapid tumultuary motion. 
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But severM in a pale clear-shining; sky. 
Sec, tee ! they join, embrace, and teem to kiss, 
As if they vowM some league inviolable : 
Wow are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 
la this the heaven figures some event 

* Edw. *Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never 

heard of. 
I mink, it cites us, brother, to the field ; 
That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 

* Each one already blazing by our meeds, 1 
Should, withstanding, join our lights together, 
' And over-shine the earth, as this the world. 

' Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 

* Rich. Nay, bear three daughters; — by your 

leave I speak it, 

* You love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

4 Rut what art thou, whose heavy looks foretel 
4 Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 
Mess. Ah, one that was a woful looker-on, 
When as the noble duke of York was slain, 

* Your princely father, and my loving lord. 

' Edw. O, speak no more ! for I have heard too 
much. 

* Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it all. 
' Mess. Environed he was with many foes ; 

* And stood against them as the hope of Troy* 

* Against the Greeks, that would have enter'dTroy. 
, * But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 

* And many strokes, though with a little axe, 

* Hew down and fell the nardest-tirabcr'd oak. 
' By many hands your father was subdu'd ; 

' But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm 
4 Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen : 

* Who crown'd the gracious duke in high despite ; 

* LaughM in his face; and. when with grief he wept, 

* The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his cheeks, 

* A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 

* Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain: 

* And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 

* They took his head, and on the gates of York 

* They set the same ; and there it doth remain, 

* The saddest spectacle that e'er I view'd. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon ; 
' Now thou art gone, we have no staff no stay : — 

* Clifford, boiat'rous Clifford, thou hast slain 

* The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 

* And treacherously hast thou vanquished him, 

* For, hand to hand, he would have vanquishM 

thee!— 
Now my soul's palace is become a prison : 
Ah, would she break from hence ! that this my body 

* Might in the ground be closed up in rest : 
4 For never henceforth shall I joy again, 

* Never, O never, shall 1 see more joy. 

4 Rich I cannot weep; for all my body's moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart : 
•Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great 
burden; 

* For self -pame wind, that I should speak withal, 

* Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast, 

* And bum me up with flames, that tears would 

Quench. 

* To weep, is to make less the depth of grief: 

* Tears, men, for babes; blows, and revenge, for 

me! — 
4 Richard, I bear thy name, III venge thy death, 
*Or die renowned by attempting it. 
£dw. His name that valiant duke hath left with 



d) 



(2) Hector. 



(3) Idled. 



4 His dukedom and his cheirwim me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird, 
Snow thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun .- 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March, Enter Warwick and Montague, with 

forces. 

War. How now, fair lords? What fare? what 

news abroad ? 
* Rich Great lord of Warwick, if we should 
recount 
Our baleful news, and, at each word's deliverance, 
Stab poniards in ourflexh till all were told, 
The words would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 

valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly, as his soul's redemption, 
Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 1 

War. Ten days ago I drown'd these news in 
tears: 
And now, to add more measure to your. woes, 

1 come to tell you things since then befall'n. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 
Were brought me of your loss, and his depart 

I then in London, keeper of the king, 
Muster'd my soldiers, gatherM flocks of friends, 
And very well appointed, as I thought, 
March'd towards Saint Albans, to intercept the 

queen, 
Bearing the king in my behalf along : 
For by my scouts I was advertised, 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament, 
4 Touching king Henry's oath, and your succes- 
sion. 

Short tale to make, — we at Saint Albans met, 
Our battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought : 
But, whether 'twas the coldness of the king, 
Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen, 
That robb'd my soldiers of their hated spleen ; 
Or whether 'twas report of ber success : 
Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 
* Who thund* rs to his captives— blood and death, 
I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to lightning came and went; 
Our soldiers' — like the night-owl's lazy flight, 
4 Or like a 'aiy thrasher with a flail, — 
Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 
I cheer'd them up with justice of our cause, 
With promise of nigh pay, and great rewards : 
But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight, 
And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 
So that we fled ; the king, unto the queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself, 
In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you; 
For in the marches here, we heard, you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 
' Edw. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle 
Warwick ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to Eng- 
land ? 
4 War. Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soldiers : 
And for your brother,— he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 
4 With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 
Rich. 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant War- 
wick fled : 
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, 
But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. 
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Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness : 
• For, with a bond of thirty thousand men, 
Comes Warwick, backlog: of the duke of York ; 
And, in the towns as (her do march along, 
Proclaims him king, and many fly u> hira : 
' Darraign your battle, 1 for they are at band. 
Cl\f. I wouJd, your highness would depart the 
field; 
The queen hath best success when you are absent 
Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our 

fortune. 
K. Hen. Why, that's my fortune too; therefore 

HI stay. 
North. Be it with resolution then to fight 
Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble lords, 
And hearten those that fight in your defence : 
Unsheath your sword, good father; cry, Saint 
George! 

March. Enter Edward, George, Richard, War- 
wick, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

* Edw. Now, perjur'd Henry ! wilt thou kneel 

for grace, 
' And set thy diadem upon my head ; 
» Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? 

*2- Mar. Go, rate thy minion*, proud insulting boy ! 
' Becomes it thee to be thus \M in tern**, 
4 Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ? 

Edw. 1 am hi;, king, and he" should bow his knee; 
I was adopted heir by his consent : 
Since when, hi* oath is broke ; for, as I hear, 
You— that are king, though he do wear the crown,— 
Have caus'd him, by new act of parliament, 
1 To blot out me. and put his own son in. 

' Clif. And reason too; 
Wlio should succi'ed the father, but the son? 
'Rich. Are you there, butcher? — O, I cannot 

speak I 
« Clif. Ay, crook-back ; here I stand, to answer 
thee, 
* Or any he the proudest of thy sort 

Rich, 'Twas you that killed young Rutland, wis 

knot? 
Clif. At, and oW York, and yet not satisfied 
Rich. For God's sake, lords, gire signal to the 

fight. 
War. What say'sttbou, Henry, wilt thou yield 
the crown? 

* Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongued War- 

wick? dare you speak ? 
When you and I met at Saint Albans last, 
Your leg* did better service than your hands. 
War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis 

thine. 
Clif. You said so much before, and yet you fled. 
War. 'Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me 
thence. 

* North. No, nor your manhood, that durst make 

vou stay. 

JKcfc. N'orthumberland, I hold thee reverentry ; — 
Break off the parte ; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
U P°»)nat Cliflbrd, that cruel child-killer. 

Chf. 1 star thy father : CalPst thou him a child ? 

Rich. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous 
coward. 
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
But, ere sun-set, I'll make thee curse the deed 



(1) t. e. Arrange your host, put your host in order. 

(2) It m my firm persuasion. 

(3) One branded by nature. 

'■V' Gilt i« a superficial coverins: of gold. 



art ex- 



1ST. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, and 
hear me speak. 

Q.Mar. Defy mem then, or else hold close thy 

lips. 
, K. Hen. I pr' v thee, give no hsnus to my tonne : 
I am a king, and privileg'd to speak. 
CUf My liege, the wound, tnatbred this meet- 
ing here, 
Cannot be curM by words ; therefore be still. 

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword:' 
By him that made us all, I am resohr'd,* 

* That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

4 Edw Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no? 
A thousand men have broke their fiurts to-day, 
That ne'er shall dine, unless thou yield the crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 

4 Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says 
is right, 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right 

Rich. Whoevergotlhee, there thy mother stands; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue, 

Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sue, nor 
dam; 

But like a foul misshapen stigmatic, 
Mark'd by the destinies' to be avoided, 
1 As venom toads, or hxardV dreadful stings. 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt* 
W hose father bears the title of a king 
(As if a channel* should be call'd the sesO 

* Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou I 

traught, 

* To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart?* 
Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a «^».-^ 

crowns. 
To make this shameless called know herself— 

* Helen of Greece was fairer far than thoa, 

* Although thy husband may be Menrkus;* 

* And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 

* Bv that faUe woman, as this king by thee. 
' His father revell'd in the heart of France, 

And tam'd the king, and made the dauphin stoop ; 
And, had he match'd according to his state. 
He might have kept that glory to this dar : 
But, when he took a beggar to his bed, 
And grae'd thy poor sire with his bridal dar; 
4 Even men that *un»hine brew'd a *hower for mm, 

* That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd sedition on his crown at home. 

1 For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, 
Had slipp'd our claim until another age. 
' Geo. But, when we saw our sunshine made thy 
spring, 

* And that thy summer bred us no increase, 
We set the axe to thy usarping root : 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves, 
4 Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
« WV1I never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated Woods. 

Edxo. And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference, 
Since thou deny'st the gentle king to speak.—- 

Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours wave ! 

And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q Mar. Stay* Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman; we'll no longer 
stay: 

(5) Kennel was men pronounced channel. 

(6) To show thy meanness of birth by thy inde- 
cent railing. 

.'7> Drab. (K) %. r . A cuckold. 
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* To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery ? 

* Q, yes it doth ; a thousand fold it doth. 

* And to conclude, — the shepherd's homely curds, 

* His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

* His wonted sleep under a fresh treejs shade, 

* All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

* Is far beyond a prince's dehcates, 

* His riands sparkling; in a golden cup, 

* His body couched in a curious bed, 

* When care, mistrust, and treason, wait on him. 

Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed his father, 
dragging in the dead body. 

Son, 111 blows the wind, that profits nobody. — 

* This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight, 
' May be possessed with some store of crowns : 

* And I, mat haply take them from him now, 

* May yet ere night yield both my life and them 

* To some man else, as this deaa man doth me. — 

* Who's this?— O God ! it is my father's face, 

* Whom in this conflict I unwa'res have kill'd. 
' heavy times, begetting such events ! 

* From London by the king was I press'd forth ; 

* My father, being the earl of Warwick's man, 
'Came on the part of York, press'd by his master; 
'And I, who at hi* hands receiv'd mv life, 

* Have by my hands of life bereaved him. — 
' Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ! 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee ! — 

* My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 

* And no more words, till they have ttow'd their fill. 
' K. Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bloody times ! 

Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 
4 Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. — 

* Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear; 

* And let our hearts, and eves, like civil war, 

* Be blind with tears, and break o'crcharg'd with 

grief. 

Enter a Father who has killed his son, with the 
body in his arms. 

• Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me, 
4 Give me thy gold, if thou hast any cold ; 

* For I have bought it with a hundred blows. — 
4 But let me see : — is this our foetnan's face ? 

' Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! — 

* Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

* Throw up thine eye ; see, see, what showers arise, 

* Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 

* Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart ! — 
' O, pity, God, this miserable age ! — 

* What' stratagems, 1 how fell, now butcherly, 
' Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
' This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! — 
' O boy, thv father gave thee life too soon, 

' And hath" bereft thee of thy life too late ! 
K. Hen. Wo alwve wo ! grief more than com- 
mon grief ! 
' 0,that my death would stay these ruthful deeds ? — 

* O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity !— - 
The red rose and the white are on his face, 
Tlie fata) colours of our striving houses : 

* The one, his purple blood right well resembles ; 

* The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present : 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 

* If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be satisfied ? 
Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter of my 
son, 

* Shed seas a€ tears, and ne'er be satisfied ? 

(1) This word here means dreadful events. 
'2) Think un/arouraWv of. 
voi. IT 



* K. Hen. How will the country, for these wo* 

rul chances, 
4 Misthink 3 the king, and not be satisfied ? 

4 Son. Wax ever son, so rued a father's deem ? 
4 Fath. Was ever father, so bemoan'd a too ? 
4 K. Hen. Was ever king, sogrier'd for subjecti' 
wo? 
4 Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much 
4 Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep 
my fill. [Exit, with the bod*. 

* Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy wind- 

ing-sheet ; 

* My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre ; 

* For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go. 

* My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 

* And so obsequious 3 will thy father be, 

* Sad for the loss of thee, having no more, 

* As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

I'll bear thee hence ; and let them fight that will, 
For I have murder'd where I should not kill. 

[Exit, with the body. 
4 K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone win 
care, 
4 Here sits a king more woful than you are. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Queen Margaret, 
Prince of Wales, and Exeter. 

4 Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends 
are fled, 
4 And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 
4 Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit 

4 Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord, towards Ber- 
wick post amain : 
4 Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
4 Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 
4 With fiery eyes, sparkling for very wrath, 
4 And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands, 
4 Are at our backs ; ana therefore hence amain. 
4 Ext. Away ! for vengeance comes along with 
them: 
4 Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 
Or else come after, 1*11 away before. 
4 K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet 
Exeter ; 
4 Not that 1 fear to stay, but love to go 
4 Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VL— The same. A loud alarum. En- 
ter Clifford, wounded. 

4 d\f. Here bums my candle out, ay, here it diet, 
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light 
O, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my body's parting with my soul. 
My love, and fear, glew'd many friends to thee ; 
4 And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 
Impairing Henry, strcngtn'ning mis-proud York, 
The common people swarm like summer flies: 
And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun ? 
And who shines now but Henry's enemies ? 
O Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds, 
Thy burning car never had scorch'u the earth : 
And, Henry* hadst thou sway'd as kings should do, 
Or as thy father, and his father, did. 
Giving no ground unto the bouse of York, 
* They never then hi»d sprung like summer flies; 
4 1, and ten thousand in this luckless realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death, 
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air ? 
4 And what makes robbers bold, but too much 
lenity? 

(3) Careful of obsequies, or funeral rites. 
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are plaints, and cureless are my wounds ; 

* No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight : 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For, at their hands, I have deserv'd no pity. 

* The air hath got into ray deadly wounds, 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint :— 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest ; 

* I stabb'd your father's bosom, split mj breast 

[He/amis. 

* • 

Alarum and Retreat Enttr Edward, George, 
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and soldier*. 

4 Edw. Now breathe we, lords; good fortune 
bids us pause, 
4 And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful 
looks.— 

* Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen; — 

* That led calm Henry, though he were a king, 
4 As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust, 

* Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

* But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them! 

War. No, 'tis impossible he should escape : 
For, though before his face I speak the words, 
Your brother Richard raark'd him for the grave : 
4 And, wheresoe'er he is, he's surely dead. 

[Clifford groans, and dies. 
Edu. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy 

leave ? 
Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's de- 
parting. 1 
Edw. See who it is: and, now the battle's ended, 
If friend, or foe, let him be gently us'd. 
'Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for tb 
Clifford ; 

* Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch 

* In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 
4 But set his murdering knife unto the root 

4 From whence that tender spray did sweetly 

spring, 
1 1 mean our princely father, duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the 
head, 
Your father's bead, which Clifford placed there : 
4 Instead whereof, let this supply the room ; 
Measure for measure must be answered. 
Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our 
house, 
4 That nothing sung but death to us and ours : 
4 Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound, 
4 And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 
[Attendants bring the body forward. 
War. I think his understanding is bereft : — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to 

thee?— 
Dark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life, 
And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 

Rick, O, 'would he did ! and so, perhaps, he doth; 
4 *Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 
4 Because he would avoid such bitter taunts, 
4 Which in the time of death he gave our father. 
Gro. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager 

words. 3 
Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 1 
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 
War. Clifford, device excuses for thy faults. 
Geo While we devise fell tortures for thy fruits. 
* Ru.h. Thou didst love York, and I am son to 

York. 
***»• Thou pitied'st Rutland, I will pity thee. 

Geo. Where's captain Margaret, to fence you 
now? 



now 



U) For separation, 
-fJ^ Sour words ; * 



words of asperity. (0) Favour. 



War. They mock 1hee,Clifibrd! swear as thou 

wast wont 
* JfccA. What, not an oath? nay, men the world 
goes hard, 
4 When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath: — 
I know bv that, he's dead ; And, by my soul, 
4 If mis right hand would buy two hours' life, 
That I in all despite might rail at him, 
4 This hand should chop it off; and with me is- 
suing blood 
Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 
War. Ay, but he's dead : Off with the traitor's 
bead, 
And rear it in the place your father's stands. — 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's royal king. 
4 From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 
So shalt thou sinew both these lands together; 
4 And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not 

dread 
The scattcr'd foe, that hopes to rise again; 
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz, to offend thine ears. 
First will I see the coronation ; 
4 And then to Britany I'll cross the sea, 
To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be: 

* For on thy shoulder do I build my seat ; 

* And never will I undertake the thing, 

* Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — 
4 Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster : — 

4 And George, of Clarence ; — Warwick, as oureelf, 
4 Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best 

Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; George, of 
Gloster ; 
For Gloster's dukedom is too ominous. 

War. Tut that's a foolish observation ; 
Richard, be duke of Gloster: Now to London, 
To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCEJTE I.— A chase in the north of England. 
Enter two Keepers, with cross-bows in their 
hands. 

4 1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake 4 we'll 
shroud ourselves ; 
4 For through this laund* anon the deer will come ; 
4 And in this covert will we make our stand, 
4 Culling the principal of all the deer. 
* 2 Keep. I'll stay above the hill, so both may 

shoot 
*1 Keep. That cannot be; the noise of thy cross- 
bow 

* Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 

* Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 

* And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 

* I'll tell thee what befell me on a day, 

* In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

4 "2 Keep. Here comes a man, let's stay till he be 
past 

Enter Henry, disguised, with a prayer-book. 

K. Hen. From Scotland am 1 stol'n, even of 
pure love, 
4 To greet mine own land with my wishful sight. 
4 No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine ; 



(4) Thicket. 
(5) 



A plain extended between woods. 
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* Thy niece is fitt'd, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 

* Thy calm wash'd off, wherewith thou wast 

anointed: 
No bending knee will call thee Caesar now, 
4 No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

* No, not a man comes far redress of thee; 
For how can I help them, and not myself? 

* 1 Keep. Ay, here'sa deer whose skin's a keeper's 

fee: 
'This is the quondam king; let's seize upon him. 

* K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities; 

* For wise men say, it is the wisest course. 

* 2 Keep. Why linger we? let us lay hands upon 

him. 

* 1 Keep. Forbear a while ; we'll hear a little 

mora. 
K. Hen. My queen, and son, are gone to France 
for aid ; 
And, as I hear, the great ccfnmandmg Warwick 
4 Is thither gone, to crave the French ting's sister 
' To wife for Edward : If this news be true, 
4 Poor queen, and son, your labour it but lost; 

* For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

4 And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
4 By this account, then, Margaret may win him; 

* Far she's a woman to be pitied much : 

* Her sighs will make a battery in his breast; 

* Her tears will jwerce into a marble heart ; 

* The tiper will be mild, while she doth mourn ; 

* And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 

* To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 

* Ay, but she's come to beg ; Warwick, to give : 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ; 
He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and says— her Henry is depos'd; 
He smiles, and says — his Edward is instali'd ; 

* That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 

more: 

« Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the 
wrong, 

* Inferreth arguments of mighty strength ; 

* And, in conclusion, wins the king from her, 

* With promise of his sister, and what elaa, 

* To str engthen and support king Edward's place. 

* O Margaret, thus 'twill be ; and thou, poor soul, 

* Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn. 
2 Keep. Say, what aft thou, that talk'stof kings 

andoueens? 
'JLHen. More than I seem, and less than I was 
bom to: 
4 A man at least, for less I should not be ; 
And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 
1 2 Keep. Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert a 




K //m.~\Vhy, so I am, in mind; and that's 
enough. 
2 Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy 



JL Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my 
head; 

* Not dack'd with diamonds, and Indian stones, 

* Nor to be seen : * my crown is call'd, content ; 
4 A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy. 

'2 Keep. Well, if you be along crown'd with 
content, 
Your crown content, and you, must be contented 
4 To go along with as : for, as we mink, 

* You are the kins;, king Edward bath depos'd; 
4 And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance, 
'Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

• K. Hen. But dki yon never swear, and break 

an oath? 

* 2 Keep. No, never such an oath, nor will not 

now. 



*K. Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was 

king of England ? 
*2 Keep. Here in this country, where we new 

remain. 

* K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months 

old; 

* My father and my grandfather, were kings ; 

* And you were sworn true subjects unto me : 
*And, tell me then, have you not broke your 

oaths? 
•I Keep. No; 
For we were subjects, but while you were king. 
* K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe 
a man? 

* Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear. 

* Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

* And as the air blows it to me again, 

* Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 

* And yielding to another when it blows, 

* Commanded always by the greater gust ; 

* Such is the lightness of you common men. 

* But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sm 

* My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

* Go where you wul, the king shall be commanded; 

* And be you kings ; command, and I'll obey. 

* 1 Keep. We are true subjects to the king, king 

* K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

* If he were seated as king Edward is. 

1 Keep. We charge you, in God's name, and in 
the king's, 
To go with us unto the officers. 

* K. Hen. In God's name, lead ; your king's name 

be obey'd : 

* And what God will, then let your king perform ; 
♦And what he will, I humbly yield unto. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE //.—London. A room in the palate. 
Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey. 

4 K. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans' 
field 
4 This lady's husband, sir John Grey, was slain, 
His lands then seiz'd on by the conqueror : 
Her suit is now, to repossess those lands ; 
4 Which we in justice cannot well deny, 
Because in quarrel of the house of York 
4 The wormy gentleman did lose his life. 

Olo. Your highness shall do well, to grant her 
suit; 

* It were dishonour, to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no less; but yet VM make a 

?suse. 
ea ! is it so? 
I see the lady hath a thing to grant, 
Before the king will grant her numble suit 
Oar. He knows the game ; How true he keeps 
the wind! [Aside. 

Ob. Silence! [Atide. 

1 K Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit ; 
4 And come some other time, to know our mind. 

* L. Qrey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 

delay : 
4 May it please your highness to resolve me now ; 
4 And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 
4 Glo. [Aside.) Ay, widow? then Fil warrant 
you all your lands, 
4 An if what pleases him, shall pleasure you. 
4 Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 

* Oar. I fear her not, unless she chance to mil. 

[Aside. 

« Glo. God forbid that ! for he'll take vantages. 

[Aside. 
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* K. Edw. How many children hut thou, widow ? 

tell roe. 
dor. I think, be means to beg a child of her. 

[Aside. 

Ola. Nay, whip me then ; he*U rather give her 

two. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Glo. You shall have four, if jou'll be rul'd bj him. 

[Aside. 
«JT. Edw. *Twere pity, they should lose their 

father's land. 
L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it 

then. 
K. Edw. Lords, give us leave; I'll try this 

widow's wit 
Glo. At, good leave 1 have you, for you will have 
leave, 
1 Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 
[Glo. and Clar. retire to the other tide. 

* K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, da you love 

your children ? 

* L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

* K. Edw. And would you not do much, to do 

mem good? 

* L. Grey. To do them good, I would sustain 

some barm. 

* K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do 

themgood. 

* L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 
K. Edw. I'll tell you how these lands are to be got. 

* L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness' 

service. 

* K. Edw. what service wilt thou do me, if I 

give them ? 

* L. Grey. What you command, that rests in me 

to do. 

* K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my 

boon. 

* L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot 

do it 

* K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean 

to ask. 

* L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your grace 

commands. 

* Glo. He plies her hard ; and much rain wears 

the marble. [Aside. 

* Oar. A9 red as fire ! nay, then her wax must 

melt [Aside. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear 

my task? 
K. Edw. An easy task ; 'tis but to love a king. 
L. Grey. That's soon perform'd, because I am 

a subject 
K. Edw. Why then, thy husband's lands I freely 

give thee. 
L. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand 

thanks. 
Glo. The match is made; she seals it with a 

curt'sy. 

* K. Edw. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I 

mean. 

* L. Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving 

liege. 

* K. Edw. Ay, but, 1 fear me, in another sense. 
What love, tbink'st thou, I sue so much to get ? 

4 L. Grey. My love till death, my humble thanks, 

my prayers ; 
* That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such 

love. 
*L.Grey. Why, then you mean not as I thought 

you did. 

(0 This phrase implies readinens of assent. 



* K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my 

mind. 

* L. Grey. My mind will never grant what I 

perceive 
* Your highness aims at, if I aim aright 
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 

* L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather tie 

in prison. 
K. Edw. Why, then thou sbalt not have dry 

husbana's lands. 
L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be my 

dower ; 
For by that loss 1 will not purchase them. 

* K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'st thy children 




L. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both mem 
and me. 
But, mighty lord, thi9 merry inclination 
4 Accords not with the sadness 2 of my suit ; 
Please you dismiss me, either with ay, or no. 

K. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt say ay, to my request : 
No ; if thou dost say no, to my demand. 
L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an 
end. 

* Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her 
brows. [Aside. 

Oar. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. 

[Aside. 
* K. Edw. [Aside.) Her looks do argue her re- 
plete with modesty ; 

* Her words do show her wit incomparable ; 

* All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 
One way, or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — 
Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen ? 
L. Grey. 'Tis better said than done, my graciona 
lord: 
I am a subject fit to jest withal, 
But far unfit to be a sovereign. 
K. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to 
thee, 
I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
Ana that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 
L. Grey. And that is more than I will yield 
unto. 
4 1 know, I am too mean to be your queen ; 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 
K. Edw. You cavil, widow; I did mean, my 

queen. 
L. Grey. 'Twill grieve your grace, my sons should 

call you-— father. 
K. Edw. No mom, than when thy daughter! 
call thee mother. 
Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor, 
Have other some : why, 'tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 
( Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 
Glo. The ghostly father now hath done his shrift. 

[Aside. 

Clar. When he was made a shriver, 'twas for 

shift [Aside. 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat wc two 

have had. 

* Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks sad. 
K. Edw. You'd think it strange if I should marry 

her. 
Clar. To whom, my lord ? 
K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder, at the mat 
Oar. That's a day longer than a wonder lasts. 
1 Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

(Ti The seriousness. 
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JL Ea\s. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell you 
both, 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 

Ab6. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 

* And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 

K. Edw. See, that be be convey'd unto the 
Tower.— 

* And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
4 To question of his apprehension. — 

4 Widow, go you along ; — Lords, use her honourable. 
[Exeunt King Edward, Lady Grey, Clarence, 
and Lord. 
Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
4 Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all, 
4 That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring, 
1 To cross roe from the golden time 1 look for ! 
4 And yet, between my soul's desire, and me, 

* (The lustful Edward's title buried,) 

4 Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
4 And all the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies, 
4 To take their roota«, ere 1 can place myself: 
A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 

* Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ; 

* Like one that stands upon a promontory, 

* And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 

* Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 

* And chid™ the sea that sunders him from thence, 

* Saying — he'll lade it dry to have hi* way : 

* So do I wi*h the crown, being so far off; 

* And so I chide' the mean* that keep me from it ; 

* And so I say — I'll cut the cause? off, 

* Flattering me with impossibilities.. — 

* My eye's too quick, my Iwrart o'erweens too much, 

* Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 

* Well, sav there is no kingdom then for Richard ; 

* What other pleasure can the world afford ? 
4 I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

* And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 
4 O miserable thought ! and more unlikely, 
4 Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 
Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb : 
4 And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 
1 She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe 
4 To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub ; 
4 To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 
4 To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

* To disproportion me in every part, 

* Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp, 

* That carries no impression like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 

4 monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 

* Then, since this earth afford:) no joy to me, 

* But to command, to check, to o'erbear such 

* As are of better person than myself, 

* Pll make my heaven — to dream upon the crown ; 

* And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell, 

* Until my misshap'd trunk that bears this head, 

* Be round impaled 1 with a glorious crown. 

* And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

* For many lives stand between me and home : 

* And I, — like one lost in a thorny wood, 

* That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns ; 

* Seeking a way, and straying from the way ; 
» Not knowing how to find the open air, 

* Bat toiling desperately to find it out,— 

* Torment myself to catch the English crown : 
•And from that torment I will free myself, 

* Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

(]> Encircled 



Why, I can smile, and murder while I anile ; 

* And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart; 

* And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

* And frame my face to all occasions. 

* I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid shell; 

* I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 

* I'll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

* Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, 

* And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 
I can add colours to the cameleon ; 

( Change shapes, with Proteus, for advantages, 

* And set the muixfrous Machiavel to school. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

* Tut ! were it further off, I'll pluck it down. [Exit 

SCENE ///.—France. A room in the palace. 
Flourish. Enter Lewis the French King, and 
Lady Bona, attended; the king takes hie state* 
Then enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edward 
her son, and the Earl of Oxford. 

* K. Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy Mar- 

garet, [Rising. 

' Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy state, 
4 And birth, that thou should'st stand, while Lewis 

doth sit 

* Q. Mar. No, mighty king of France ; now 

Margaret 

* Must strike her sail, and learn a while to serve, 

* Where kings command. I was, I must confess, 

* Great Albion's queen in former golden days : 

* But now mischance hath trod my title down, 

* And with dishonour laid me on the ground ; 

* Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 

* And to my humble seat conform myself. 

* K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs 

this deep despair ? 

* Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes 

with tears, 

* And stops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in 

cares. 

* K. Lew. Whate'er it be, be thou still like thyself, 

* And sit thee by our aide : yield not thy neck 

[Seats her by him. 

* To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 

* Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

* Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

* It shall be eas'd, if f ranee can yield relief. 

* Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my 

drooping thoughts, 

* And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 

* Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, — 

* That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

* Is, of a king, become a banish'd man, 

* And fore'd to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 

* While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York, 

* Usurps the regal title, and the scat 

* Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 

* This is the cause, that I« poor Margaret, — 

* With this my son, prince Edward, Henry's heir, — 

* Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 
4 And, if thou fail u*, all our hope is done : 

* Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ; 

* Our people and our peers are both misled, 

* Our treasure seiz'd, our soldiers put to flight, 

* And, as thou see'st, ourselves in Heavy plight 

* K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm 

the storm, 

* While we bethink a means to break it off 

* Q. Mar. The more we stay, the stronger grows 

our foe. 

* K. Lew. The more I stay, the more I'll succour 

thee. 

* Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true 
' sorrow : 
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* And tee, where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 

Enfer Warwick, attended. 

1 J£ />w. What's he, approacheth boldly to our 
presence? 

Q. Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward's great- 
est friend. 

K.Lew. Welcome, brave W r arwick! What 
brings thee to France ? 

[Descending from his atefe. Queen Mar. rises 

* Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise; 

* For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

« War. From worthy Edward, tine of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 
I come, — in kindness, and unfeiened love, — 
First to do greetings to thy royal person; 
And, then, to crave a league of amity ; 
And, lastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister, 
To England's king in lawful marriage. 

* Q. Mar. If that go forward, Henry's hope is 

done. 
War. And, gracious madam, [To Bona.] in oar 
king's behalf, 
T am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss your hand, aud with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign's heart : 
"Where fame, late entering at his lieedful ears, 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image, and thy virtue. 
Q. Mar. King Lewis, — and lady Bona, — bear 
me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 

* Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest love, 

* But from dece.it, bred by necessity ; 

* For how can tyrants safely g»\ern home, 

* Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 

* To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice, — 

* That Henry livetli still : but were he dead. 

* Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry's son. 

* Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and 

marriage 

* Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour : 

* For though usurpers sway the rule a while, 

* Yet heavens are just, and tunesupprcsseth wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret ! 

Prince. And why not queen ? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince, than she is queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of 
Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
4 Whose wisdom was a mirror to tlie wisest ; 
And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his prowess conquered all France : 
From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth dis- 
course, 
Yoo told not. how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks, these peers of France should smile at that 
But for the. rent, — You tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two y«-ars ; a silly time 
To make prescription lor a kingdom's worth. 

' Ojf. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak ugainst 
thy liege, 

* Whom thou obey'djit thirty and six vears, 
And not bewray thy treason with a bfush ? 

War. Can Oxford, tliat did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falsehood with a jiedigrec ? 
For shame, leave Hcury, and cull Edward king. 

(\) Malice, or hatred 



* Oxf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 

* My elder brother, the lord Aubiey Vere, 

Was done to death ? and more than so, my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mcllow'd years, 

* When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm, 
Thi» arm upholds the bouse of l^ancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 
K. Ijtw. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, 
1 Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside, 

* While 1 use further conference with Warwick. 

* Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Warwick's words 

bewitch him not ! 
[ Retiring with the Prince and Oxford. 
' K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon 
thy conscience, 

* fs Edward your true king? for I Wf re loath, 

4 To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 
War. Thereon 1 pawn my credit and mine 

honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eye? 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
K. Lew. Then further, — all dissembling set aside, 

* Tell me for truth the measure of his love 

* Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such »t seems, 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often beard him say, and swear, — 
Tnat this his love was an eternal plant ; 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground, 
The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's bun ; 
Exempt from envy,' but not from disdain, 
Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us heoryour firm resolve. 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine: 
Yet I confess, [To War.] tliat often ere this day, 
When I have heard your king's desert recounted, 
Mine car hath tempted judgment to desire. 

* K. Lao. Then, \\ arwick, thus,— Our sister 

shall be Edward's : 

* And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 

* Touching the. jointure that your king must make, 

* Which with her dowry shall be counterpoia'd : — 
Draw near, queen Manraret ; and be a witness, 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

* Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 

* By this alliance to make void my suit ; 

* Before thy coming, I>ewis was Henry's friend. 

* K. Lew. And still is friend to him and Mar- 
garet : 

* But if your title to the crown be weak, — 

* As may appear by Edward's good success, — 

* Then 'tis Dut reason, that I lie releas'd 

* From giving aid, which late I promised. 

* Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand, 

* That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now live* in Scotland, at his ease ; 
Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. 
And as for yon yourself, our avondam queen, — 
You have a father able to maintain you ; 
And letter 'twere, you troubled him than France. 

* Q Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless War- 

wick, peace ; 

* Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings ! 

* I will not hence, till with my talk and tears, 

* Both fall of truth, I make king Lewis behold 

* Thy sly conveyance,* and thy lord's false lore ; 

* For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 

[A horn sounded within. 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee. 

C2) Juggling. 
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Mm. My lord ambassador, these letters arc for 

you; 
Sent from your brother marquis Montague. 
These from our king unto your maiesty.— 
And. madam, these for you ; from whom, I know not. 
f To Margaret. They all read their lettert. 
Oxf. 1 like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he 
were nettled : 

* I hope, all's for the best 
4 K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news ? and 

yours, fair queen ? 

4 Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with un- 
hop'd joys. 

War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's discon- 
tent. 

K. Lew. What! has your king married the lady 

Grey ? 

4 And now, to sooth your forgery and his, 
4 Sends me a paper to persuade me patience ? 
4 Is this the alliance that be seeks with France ? 
4 Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

* Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 
This proveth Edward's love, and Warwick's hon- 
esty. 

War. King Lewis, I here protest,— in sight of 
heaven, 
And by the hope I have of heavenly blissy— 
That 1* am clear from this misdeed of Edward's ; 
No more my king, for he dishonours mc; 
But most himself, if he could see his shame. — 
Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his denth ? 
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece ? 
Did I impale liim with the rej^al crown ? 
Did I put Henry from his native right; 

* And am I guerdon'd> a t the last with shame ? 

* Shame on himself ! for my desert w honour. 

* And, to repair my honour lost for him, 

* I here renounce him, and return to Henry : 

* Mr noble queen, let former grudges pass, 
And henceforth I am thy true servitor ; 
I will revenge his wron^ to lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former state. 

* Q. Mar. Warwick, tliesc words have turn'd 

my hate to love ; 
4 And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 
4 And joy that thou becom'st king Henry's friend. 
War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned 
friend, 
That, if king Lewis Youchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 
I'll undertake to land them on our coast, 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
'Tin not his new-made bride shall succour him : 

* And as for Clarence,— as my lettert tell me, 

* He's very likely now to fall from him ; 

* For matching more for wanton lust than honour, 
« Or than for strength and safety of our country. 

* Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be re- 

veng'd, 

* But by thyhelp to this distressed queen ? 

» Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor 
Henry live, 

* Unless thou rescue him from foul despair ? 

* Bona. My quarrel, and this English queen's, 

are one. 

* War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with 

yours. 



* K. Lew. And mine, with ben, and dime, and 
Margaret's. 

Therefore, at last, 1 firmly am resoh'd, 
You shall have aid. * 

* Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at 
once. 

K. Lew. Then England's messenger, return in 

And tell false Edward, thy supposed lung,— 
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 
* Thou seest what's past, go fear^ thy king withaL 

Bona. Tell him, In hope he'll prove a widower , 
shortly, 
I'll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell him, My mourning weeds are laid 
aside, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War. 1 ell him from me, That he hath done 



(T) Rewarded 
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wrong; 
And therefore I'll uncrown him, cre't be long. 
There's thy reward: be gone. [Exit Mess. 

K Ijcw. But, Warwick, thou, 

And Oxford, with five thousand men, 
.Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle : 
* And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
» And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
4 Yet, ere thou go, but answer mc one doubt ; — 
4 What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty : — 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 
I'll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your 
motion : — 
4 Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 
4 Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick ; 
4 And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
4 That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 
* Prince. Yes, I accept l»er, for she well de- 
serves it; 
» And here, to pledge my row, I give my hand. 
[He give* hie hand to Warwick. 
4 K. Lew. Why stay we now ? These soldiers 
shall bx: levied, 
4 And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 
4 Shall waft them over with our royal fleet— 
4 Hong, till Edward fall by war's mischance, 
4 For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all but Warwict. 
War. I came from Edward as ambassador, 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charse he gave me, 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale, 3 but me ? 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
I was the chief that rais'd him to the crown, 
And I'll be chief to bring him down again: 
Not that I pity Henry's misery, 
But seek revenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE /.—London. A room in the palace. 
Enter Gloster, Clarence, Somerset, Montague, 
and others. 
4 Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think 

vou 
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ? 

':*> \ «tnlkinff-hrtrv\ a prp'rnre. 
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* Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 

* Gar. Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to 

France; 

* How could he stay till Warwick made return ? 

* 8am. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes 

the king. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended; Lady 
Grey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Stafford, Hastings, 
and others. 

* Glo. And his well-chosen bride. 

* Clar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

* K. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like 

you our choice, ' 

* That you stand pensive, as half malcontent? 

* Gar. As well as Lewis of France, or the earl 

of Warwick ; 
Which are so weak of courage, and in judgment, 

* That they'll take no offence at our abuse. 

' K. E<lw. Suppose they take offence without a 
cause, 
' They are but Lewis and Warwick; I am Edward, 

* Your king and Warwick's, and must have my will. 

* Glo. And you shall have your will, because 

our kuig : 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 
K. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended 

too? 
<Gfo. Not I: 

* No ; God forbid, that I should wish them sever'd 

* Whom God hath join'd together : ay, and 'twere 

To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

* JL Edw. Setting your scorns, and your mislike, 

aside, 

* Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
'Should not become my wife, and England's 

queen : — 

* And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 
4 Speak freely what you think. 

* Clar. Then this is my opinion, — that king Lewis 

* Becomes your enemy, tor mocking him 
' About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

* Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in 

charge, 
4 Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

* K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick 

be appeas'd, 

* By *uch invention a* I can devise ? 

Mont. Yet to have join'd with France in such al- 
liance, 

Would more have strengthen'd this our common- 
wealth, 

'Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred mar- 
riage. 

* Hast Why, knows not Montague, that of itself 
< England is safe, if true within itself? 

* jtfonl. Yes ; but the safer, when 'tis back'd 

with France. 

* Hast. Tis better using France, than trusting 

France : 

* Let us be back'd with God, and with the seas, 

* Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

* And with their help* only defend ourselves ; 

* In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. 

Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings well 
deserves 

* To have the heir of the lord Hungcrford. 

* K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will, and 

grant; 

* And, for this once, my will shall stand for law. 

(1) The heiress of great estates were in Ukj ward- 
ship of the king, who m.«Hied thcui to his fove»uritrs 



' Glo. And yet, mcthinks, your grace hath not 
done well, 
' To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 

Unto the brother of your loving bride ; 
4 She better would have fitted me, or Clarence : 
4 But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 
4 Gar. Or else you would not have bestow'd 
the heir 1 
4 Of the lord Bonville ou your new wife's son, 
4 And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 
K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife, 
4 That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 
4 Clar. In choosing for yourself, you show'd your 
judgment ; 

4 Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
4 To play the broker in mine own Dehalf ; 
1 Ana, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you. 
4 K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be 
king, 
4 And not be tied unto his brother's will. 

4 Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas'd his majesty 
4 To raise my state to title of a queen, 
4 Do me but right, and you must all confess 
4 That I was not ignoble of descent, 

* And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 

* But as this title honours mc and mine, 

* So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

* Do cloud my ioys with danger and with sorrow. 
4 K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their 

frowns: 
4 What danger, or what sorrow, can befall thee, 
4 So long as Edward is thy constant friend, 
4 And their true sovereign, whom they must obey? 
4 Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 
4 Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 
4 Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe, 
4 And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 
4 Glo. I hear, yet say not much, but think the 

more. [Aside. 

Enter a Messenger. 

4 K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or 
what news, 
From France ? 
4 Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters; and few 
words, 
4 But such as I, without your special pardon, 
Dare not relate. 
4 K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, 
in brief, 
4 Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess 

them. 
4 What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters ? 
Mess. At my depart, these were his very words : 
Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king, — 
Thai Lewis of France is sending over maskers f 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 
K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks 
me Henry. 
4 But what said lady Bona to my marriage ? 
Mess. These were her words, utter'd with mild 
di*dain ; 
TeU him, in hope he'll prove a widower shortly, 
Pll war the willmo garland for his sake. 

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less; 
4 She had the wrong. But what said Henry's queen ? 
* For I have heard, that she was there in place. 2 
Mess. TeU him, quoth she, my mourning weeds 
are done* 
And I am ready to put armour on. 
4 K. Edw. Belike, she minds to play the Afnaion. 
it what said Warwick to these injuries ? 



But 
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injuries: 
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* Mess. He, mure incens'd against your majesty 
4 Than all the rest, discharg'd Die with these words ; 
TeUJ&n from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore ril uncrown him, ereH be long. 

K. Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out so 
proud words ? 

* Well, I will arm me, being thus fbrewarn'd : 

* They shall have wars, and pay for their presump- 

tion. 
' But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret ? 
Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign; they arc so linJt'd 
in friendship, 

* That young prince Edward marries Warwick's 

daughter. 
Clar. Belike, the elder; Clarence will hare the 
younger. 

* Now, brother king, farewell, and *it you fa*t, 

* For 1 will henre to Warwick's otherdaughter : 

* That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 

* I may not prove inferior to yourself. — 
You, that love nic and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence, and Somerset follows. 
*G&. Not I: 

* My thoughts aim at a further matter ; I 

"Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. [Aside. 
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick ! 
v Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen ; 

* And haste is needful in this desperate case. — 

* Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 

* Go levy men, and make prepare for war ; 

* They are already, or quickly will Ik* landed 
4 Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[Eteunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
' But, ere I go, Hastings, — and Montague, — 

* Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest, 

* Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance : 

* Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me ? 

* If it be so, then both depart to him ; 

4 1 rather wish you foes, tnan hollow friends ; 
4 But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 
4 Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 
4 That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montague, as he proves true ! 

Hast. And Hastings, as ne favours Edward's 
cause! 

* K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand 

by us? 
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 

* K. Edw. Why so ; then am F sure of victory. 
4 Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour, 

4 Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II— A plain in Warwickshire. Enter 
Warwick and Oxford, with French and other 
forces. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well ; 
The common people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerset 

Hut see, where Somerset and Clarence come ; — 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends ? 

Clar. Fear not that, mv lord. 

War. TVn, gentle Olarcnce, welcome unto 
Warwick : 
And welcome, Scrmerset : — I hold it cowardice, 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath nawn'd an open hand in sign of love; 
Else might I think, that Clarence, Edward's brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings: 
But welcome, Clarence; myaaMtcr shall be tfiine. 
And now what n*t», but, in night's coverture, 
Thy brother being carelessly eocanra'd, 

VOL. If. 



His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 
And but attended by a simple guard, 
We may surprise and take hhu at our pleasure ? 
Our scout* have found the adventure very easy : 

* That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

* With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus* tents, 

* And brought from thence the Thracian filial 

steeds ; 

* So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle, 

* At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 

* And seize himself; I say not — slaughter turn, 

* For I intend luit only to surprise him. — 

* You, that will follow me to this* attempt, 

* Applaud die name of Henry, with your leader. 

[ Tliey all cry, Henry ! 
Why, then, let's on our way in silent sort : 
For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
George! [Exeunt. 

SCENE 7//.— Edward's camp, near Warwick. 
Enter certain Watchmen, to guard the King's 
tent. 

* 1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man 

take his stand ; 
' The king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 

* 2 Watch. What, will he not to-bed ? 

* 1 Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn 

vow 

* Never to lie and take his nntural rest, 

* Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress'd. 

* 2 Watch To-morrow then, belike, shall be 

the day, 

* If Warwick be so near as men report. 

* 3 Watch. But soy, I pray, what nobleman u 

that, 

* That with the king here resteth in his tent ? 

* 1 Watch. 'Ti* the lord Hastings, the king's 

chicfest friend. 

* 3 Hatch. O, is it so? But why commands the 

,„ . kin ?' 

* That his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 

* While he himself keepeth in th*-. cold field? 

* 2 Watch. 'Tis the more honour, because more 

dangerous. 

* 3 Watch. Ay ; but give me worship and quiet- 

ness, 

* I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

* If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

* 'Tis to \yr doubted, he would waken him. 

* 1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his 

passage. 

* 2 Watch. Ay ; wherefore else guard we his 

royal tent, 

* But to defend his person from night-foes ? 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, and 

forces. 

4 War. This is his tent ; and sec, where stand 
his guard. 

* Courage, my masters : honour now, or never! 
4 But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest. 

[ Warwick, and the rest, cry all— Warwick ! 
Warwick ! and set upon the guard; who 
fly, crying— Arm! Arm! Warwick, oiuf 
the rest, following Hum. 

The drum beating, and trumpets sounding. Re- 
enter Warwick, and the rest, bringing the King 
out in a gown, sitting in a chair ; Gloster and 
Hastings fly. 

4 Som. What are they that fly there ? 

4 War. Richard, and Hastings : let tfcra go, 
here's the duke. 
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K. Edto. Hm duke ! why, Warwick, when we 
parted last, 
Thou call W me king ! 

War. Ay, but the case is ulter'd : 

' When you dispac'd me in my enibassade, 

* Thm I degraded you from being king, 
And come now to create you duke of York. 
Alas ! bow should you govern any kingdom, 
That know not how to use ambassadors ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wife ; 
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ; 

* Nor how to study for the people's welfare ; 
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? 

* K. $dw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou 

here too ? 

* Nay, then I see, that Edward needs must down. — 
4 Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

* Of thee thyself, and all thy 'complices, 

* Edward will always bear himself as king : 

* Though fortune's malice overthrow my state, 

* My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

War. Then, for his mind, 1 be Edward England's 
king : J Takes off his crown. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 

* And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow. — 
' My lord of Somerset, at mv request, 

' See that forthwith duke Edward be convey'd 

* Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 

' When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 

* Til follow you, and tell what answer 

4 Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him : — 
Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of York. 

* K. Edto. What fates impose, that men must 

needs abide ; 

* It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edw. led out ; Som. with him. 

* Ox/. What now remains, ray lords, for us 

to do, 

* But march to London with our soldiers ? 

War. Ay, thar's the first thing that we have 
to do; 
' To free king Henry from imprisonment, 
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IF.— London. A room in the palace. 
Enter Queen Eliiabeth and Rivers. 

' Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden 

change ? 
4 Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to 
learn, 
4 What late misfortune is befall'n king Edward? 
Riv. What, loss of some pitch'd battle against 

Warwick ? 
4 Q. Ebb. No, but the loss of his own royal person. 
4 Riv. Then is my sovereign slain? 
4 Q. Elix. Ay, almost slaiq, for he is taken pris- 
oner; 
4 Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard, 
4 Or by his foe surpris'd at unawares : 
4 And, as I further have to understand, 
4 Is new committed to the bishop of York, 
4 Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 

4 Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief: 
4 Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ; 

* Warwick may lose, that now ham won the day. 

* Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must binder life** 

decay. 

* And I the rather wean me from despair, 

* For love of Edward's offspring in my womb : 

* This is it that makes mc bridle passion, 

* And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross ; 

* Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 

) i\ e. In his mind ; a* far as his own mind goes. 



* And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 

* Lest with mv sighs or tears I blast or drown 

4 King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English crown. 
* Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then be- 
come? 
4 Q. Elix. I am informed, that he comes towards 
London, 

* To set the crown once more on Henry's head : 

* Guess thou the rest ; king Edward's friends must 

down. 
4 But to prevent the tyrant's violence 
4 (For trust not him that hath once broken faith,) 
4 I'll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 
4 To save at least the heir of Edward's right ; 
4 There shall I rest secure from force, and fraud. 
4 Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 
4 If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exe. 

SCENE F.—A Park near Middleham Cattle, 
in Yorkshire. Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir 
William Stanley, and others. 

4 Glo. Now, my lord Hasting?, and sir William 

Stanley, 

4 Leave off to wouder why I drew you hither, 
4 Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 
4 Thus stands the case : You know, our king, my 

brother, 
4 Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hand* 
4 He hath good usage and great liberty ; 
4 And often, but attended with weak guard, 
4 Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 
1 1 have advertis'd him by secret means, 
4 That if about this hour, he make this way, 
4 Under the colour of his usual game, 
4 He shall here find his friends, with horse and men, 
4 To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward, and a Huntsman. 

4 Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way lies (be 

game. 
4 K. Eaw. Nay, this way, man ; see, where the 

huntsmen stand. — 
4 Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the 

rest, 
4 Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop's deer? 
4 Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste ; 
4 Your horse stands ready at the park corner. 
4 K. Edw. But whither shall we then? 
4 Hast. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from thence 

to Flanders. 
4 Glo. Well guess'd, believe me ; for that was 

my meaning. 
4 K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 

* Glo. But wherefore stay we ? 'tis no time to talk. 
4 K. Edw. Huntsman, what say'st thou ? wilt thou 

go along? 
4 Hunt. Better do so, than tarry and behang'd. 

* Glo. Come then, away ; let's have no more ado. 
4 K. Edw. Bishop, farewell : shield thee from 

Warwick's frown ; 
And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exe. 

SCENE VL—A room in the Tower. Enter 
King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerset, 
Young Richmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieuten- 
ant of the Tower, and Attendants. 

* K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and 

friends 

* Have shaken Edward from the regal seat; 

* And turn'd my captive state to liberty, 

* My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys ; 

* At our enlargement what are thy due fees? 

* Lieut. Subjects may challenge nothing of their 
sovereigns : 
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* But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 

* I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

* K. Ren. For what, lieutenant ? lor well using 

me? 
*Nay, be thou sure, Til well requite thy kind- 
ness, 

* For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure : 

* Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 

* Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

* At last, by notes of household harmony, 

* They quite forget their loss of liberty. — 

* But, Warwick, after God, thou sett'st me free, 

* And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee ; 

* He was the author, thou the instrument. 

* Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's spite, 

* By living low, where fortune cannot hurt mc ; 

* And that the people of this blessed land 

* May not be punish'd with my thwarting stars ; 

* Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 
1 1 here resign my government to thee, 

* For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

* War. Your grace hath still been* fam*d for 

virtuous ; 

* And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 

* By spying, and avoiding, fortuned malice, 

* For tew men rightly temper with the stars ;» 

* Yet iu this one thing let me blame your grace, 

* For choosing me, when Clarence is in place. 2 

* Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the 

sway, 
» To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 

* AdjudVd an olive' branch, and laurel crown, 

* As likely to be blest in peace, and war; 

* And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 

* War. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 

* K. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both 

your hands ; 

* Now join your hands, and, with your hands, your 

hearts, 

* That no dissension hinder government : 

* I make you both protectors of this land ; 

* While i myself will lead a private life, 
4 And in devotion spend my latter days, 
To sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise. 

War. What answers Clarence to his sovereign's 
will? 

* Oar. That he consents, if Warwick yield 

consent; 

* For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

* War. Why then, though loth, yet must I be 

content: 

* We'll yoke together, like a double shadow 

* To Henry's body, and supply his place ; 

* I mean, in bearing weigh! of government, 

* While he enjoys the honour, and his ease. 

* And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 

* Forthwith that Edward be pronoune'd a traitor, 

* And all his lands and roods be confiscate. 
Oar. What else ? ana that succession be deter- 

min'd. 

* War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his 

part 

* K. lien. But, with the first of all your chief 

amurs, 

* Let me entreat (for I command no more,) 

* Th%t Margaret your queen, and my son Edward, 

* Be seat for, to return from France with speed : 

* For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
•My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 

Oar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all 
speed. 

Q) Few men conform their temper to their destiny, 
(t) Present. (3) Afterward Henry VII. 



4 K. Hen. My lard of Somerset, what youth is 
that, 
' Of whom vou seem to have so tender care ? 

* Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of 
Richmond. 

* K. Hen. Come hither, England's hope : If secret 
powers [Lays his hand on Mm head. 

4 Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 
4 This pretty lad* will prove our country's bliss. 
His looks are full of peaceful majesty ; 

* His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
4 His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself 

4 Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he, 
4 Must help you more than ) ou are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

* War. What news, my friend ? 

* Mess. That Edward is escaped from your 

brother, 

* And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

* War. Unsavoury news: But how made he 

escape ? 

* Mess. He was convey'd by Richard duke of 

Gloster, 

* And the lord Hastings, who attended* him 

* In secret ambush on the forest side, 

* And from the bishop's huntsmen rescued him; 

* For hunting was his daily exercise. 

* War. My brother was too careless of his 

charge. — 

* But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 

* A salve for any sore that may betide. 
[Exeunt King Henry, War. Clar. Lieut and 

attendants. 
*Som. My lord, I like not of this -flight of 
Edward's : 

* For, doubtless, Burgundy w .3 yield him help ; 

* And we shall have more wars, before't be long. 

* As Henry's late presaging prophecy 

* Did glad my heart, with hope of this young 

Richmond ; 

* So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 

* What may befall him, to his harm, and ours : 

* Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 

* Forthwith we'll send him hence to Britany, 

* Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

* Oxf. Ay ; for, if Edward repossess the crown, 

* 'Tis like, that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

* Som. It shall be so; he shall to Britany. 
•'Come therefore, let's about it speedily. [Exeunt. 

SCEJYE FH— Before York. Enter King Erf 
ward, Gloster, Hastings, and forces. 

1 K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, 

and the rest ; 
Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends, 
And says — that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry's regal crown. 
Well have we pass'd, and now uepass'd the seas, 
And brought desir'd help from Burgundy : 
What then remains, we Dcing thus arriv'd 
From Ravenspurg haven before the pates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

4 Glo. The £ates made fast .'—Brother, I like 
not this ; 

* For many men, that stumble at the threshold, 

* Are well foretold— that danger lurks within. 

* K. Edw. Tush, man ! abodements must not 

now affright us : 

* By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

* For hither will our friends repair to us. 

'4) i. c. Waited for him. 
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•May My lord., w. 

' And shut die piles for aafely of ourselves 1 
' F of now wc owe alleiriunr* unlo Hrro-r. 
' K. Edit. Bui, muter major, if Henry lie 

• Vet Edward,' at the least, is duke of Vork. 
« JWay. TniciiwBtwdlotd; lb 
'X.EoV **"■- J1 



id 1 challenge. Both In 
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'tfajf. Whv.masli 
D doubt » 
Open the gale", we at 
Ij&j. Ay,™ you 



e fba hath once got in hi- "■■»■■, 
■* to make the IxxK !■ ."il.-.v. 

re king Henry's fr ■■ ■ ■ 

Ifait. Thtgiwdr 

• So 'twere no! 'long nf him :' hoi, being euler'd 

• I doubt not, 1, but we ahnll Mon pent . .. 

• Both him, and all hi> hmtliers, unto trasn. 
Rc-tnlcr the Mayor and too Jlldenntn, below. 

' K. Eda. So, mnslcr mivor : these gale moi 

■ Bat in the night, ur in the lime of war. 

• What ! fear nut, mnn, but field me up Ihe ben 

[TUeMbtMi 

■ Tar Edward will defend the town, and thee, 
•And all those friend- that deign to folio.* me. 
Drum. En'"-Monttttmici7,niiJ/orefj,v U jFcAinj 

Gio. Brother, thi- i» fir John MonlRoiiii iv, 
Obi trust? friend, unle>» I be dci-eit'd. 
'JK.Edu>. Welcome, sir John! But why corn. 

Mont. "To help king Edward in hi* time of storm 
Ai eiery loval subject ought 10 do. 
•K. Eda. Thanks, good Montgomery: Bulwi 

' Our title to the crown : and only claim 

• Our dukedom, till God please to send [be rest 

' Maul. Thenfon lyou well, for I will bent cagain 



' Mont. Winn talk JOU of Cwbalinir.' i 
■ If rail not here proclaim yourself i 
' Ptf have you to four fortune ; and fa 
To keep them barb that come to rare. 
Why abould we fight, if van pretend i 

*Oio. Why, brother, wherefore it 



•X. fichu. When we a 
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Sold [Brads.] Edicmrd the Fourth, by Otrntt 
of God, king nf England and Pnaui, and lord 
of Inland, 1c 



ITOromd 
Jill. Long lire Edward the Fr. 
'K. Edu. Thanks, brave Montgomery ;— ar 



Hail. Smmd, II 

prorlniin' 

Come, rIIow.soI 



this I challen 



king Edward's 
gauntlet. 



SCEJVE I-m-London. A 

Enter King llmrj.Wti ' 

labile. Elder, and Olfo 

War. What c 

With haarv Germans, and blunl Hollt 

llalh paau'd in safety through the nar 

\nd with his troops doth inarch r — ~ 



oubt not of large pay. 

[Eietait. 






1 hose will I muster up-.— ami ihou, BonClaiH 
Shall stir, in Sunolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The knighta and gentlemen to 
Thou, brother Montague, in B 

klenwemSinWhearwIiatthou 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well betov'd, 
In Oifordahire ihalt muster up thy friends.— 
My sovereign, with the loving ciliienv- 

Or modes! Dian, circled with her nymphs,— 
■Shall n*t in London, till we come to him.— 
air lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.— 

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy"* 

• Oar. In sign of truth, I kilt your highness' 

• K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be Ihoo fet- 

• Mont. Comfort, my lord ; -and an I tale my 



(S) Noise, report. 



,3) Know. 
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•Ota/ And that [Ki*#ng Henry's hand,] I teal 
my troth, and bid adieu. 

* K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mon- 

tague, 

* And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell, sweet lords ; let's meet at Cov- 
entry. [Ext. War. Clar. Oxf. and Mont 

* K. Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a while. 

* Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? 

* Methinks, the power, that Edward hath in field, 

* Should not be able to encounter mine. 

* Ext. The doubt is, mat be will 9educe the rest. 

* K. Hen. That's not my fear, my meed 1 hath 

got roe fame. 

* I have not stopp'd mine ears to their demands, 

* Nor posted on their suits with «rfow delays ; 

* My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 

* My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs, 

* My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears : 

* I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

* Nor much oppressed them with great subsidies, 

* Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd ; 

* Then why should they love Edward more than me? 

* No, Exeter, these grace* challenge grace : 

* And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

* The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout within, A Lancaster ! A Lancaster ! 
Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are these ? 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

* K. Edw. Seiic on the shame-fae'd Henry, bear 

him hence, 

* And once again proclaim us king of England. — 

* You are the fount, that makes small brooks to flow. 

* Now stops thy spring ; my sea shall suck them dry, 

* And swell to much the higher by their ebb. — 

* Hence with him to the Tower; let him not speak. 

[Exeunt some with King Henry. 

* And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 

* Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 

* The sun shines hot, and, if we u*e delay, 

* Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay. 3 

* Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join, 

* And take the great-grown traitor unawares : 

* Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE /.—Coventry. Enter, upon the walls, 
Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Mes- 
and others. 



Wwr. Where is the post, that came from valiant 
Oxford? 
How sxr hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow ? 

* 1 Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching hither- 

ward. 
Wat. How far off is our brother Montague ? — 
Where U the post that came from Montague ? 
4 % Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter sir John Somerville. 

* War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son? 

• And, by the guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

*Som. At Southam I did leave him with his 
forces, 

* And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

[Drum heard. 

fl) Merit. 

(S) The allusion is to the proverb, * Make hay 
wnue the tun shines.' 



* War. Then Clarence is at hand, I bear his drum. 

* Som. It is not his, my lord ; -here Southam lies; 
•The drum your honour hears, mafcfceth from 

Warwick. 

* War. Who should that be? belike, unlooked- 

for friends. 

* Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly 

know. 

Drums. Enter King Edward, Gloster, and fortes, 

marching. 

* K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound 

a parle. 

* Glo. See, how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 
War. O, unbid spittf ! is sportful Edward come? 

Where slept our scouts, or how are they sedue'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

* K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the dry 

gates, 

* Speak gentle word*, and humbly bend thy knee ? — 
Call Edward — king, and at his hands beg mercy, 

4 And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 
1 War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces 
hence, 

Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee down?— 
Call Warwick — patron, and be penitent, 
And thou shalt soil remain the nuke of York. 
Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said — 
the king; 
Or did he make the jest against his will ? 

* War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift ? 

* Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give ; 

* I'll do thee service for so good a gift.' 
4 War. 'Twas 1, that gave the kingdom to thy 

brother. 
K. Edw. Why, then 'tis mine, if but by War- 
wick's gift 

1 War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight: 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift ajgain ; 
And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject 

* K. Edw. But Warwick's king is Edward's 

Krisoner : 
ant Warwick, do but answer this, — 
What is the body, when the head is off*? 

4 Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 
4 The king was slily finger'd from the deck ! 4 
You left poor Henry at the bwhop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower. 
K. Edw. 'Tis even so; yet you are Warwick still. 

* Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel 

down, kneel down : 

* Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

* War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 

* And with the other fling it at thy face, 

* Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

* K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and 

tide thy friend ; 

* This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 

* Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut off, 

* Write in tlie dust this sentence with thy blood,— 
4 Wind-changing Warwick now can change no 

more. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours. 

* War. O cheerful colours ! sec, where Oxford 



comes 



» 



Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster ! 

[Oxford and his forces enter the city. 
1 Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

(3) t. e. Enrol myself amour, thy dependants. 

(4) A pack of cards was anciently termed a dec* 
of card*. 



80 



THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VI. 



AdV. 



r. 



* K. Edw. So other foes may set upon our backs. 
♦Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt, 

* Will issue out again, and bid us battle : 

* If not, die city being but of small defence, 

4 We'll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 
War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy 
help. 

Enter Montague, with drum and colour*. 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 
4 Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this 
treason 
' Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

* K. Edw. The harder match'd, the greater 

victory; 

* My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest 

Enter Somerset, with drum and colours. 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

iHe and his forces enter the city. 
\j name, both dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 
And tbou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with drum and colours. 

War. And to, where George of Clarence sweeps 
along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 

* With whom an upright teal to right prevails, 

* More than the nature of a brother's love : — 
•Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick 

calls. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this 
means? 

[ Taking the red rose out of his cap. 

* Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 
I will not ruinate my father's house, 

Who gave his blood to lime 1 the stones together, 
« And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou, War- 
wick, 
4 That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, 2 unnatural, 

* To bend the fatal instruments of war 

* Against his brother, and his lawful king ? 

* Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath: 

* To keep that oath, were more impiety 

* Than Jephtha's, when be sacrificed his daughter. 

* I am so sorry for my trespass made, 

* That, to deserve well at my brother's hands, 

* I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 

* With resolution, wherpsoe'er 1 meet thee, 

* (As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,) 

* To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. — 

* Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; 

* And, Richard, do not frown upoihmy faults, 

* For 1 will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

* K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 

more belov'd, 
Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate. 
*Glo. Welcome, good Clarence ; this is brother- 
like. 
War. O passing* traitor, periur'd, and unjust ! 
K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town, and fight ? 
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ? 

* War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence : 
1 will away towards Barnet presently, 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st 

(1) t. e. To cement 

(2) Stupid, insensible of paternal fondoev. 



JCEdw. Yes^ Warwick, Edward dares, and leads 
the way : — 
Lords, to the field ; Saint George, and victory ! 

[March. Exeunt. 

SCEJVE II.— A field of battle near Barnet— 
Alarums, and Excursions. Enter King Ed- 
ward, bringing in Warwick wounded. 

* K. Edw. So, lie thou there: die thou, and 
die our fear ; 

* For Warwick was a bug, 4 that fear'd* us all — 

* Now, Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee, 

* That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. 

War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows, 

* My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 

shows, 
That I must yield my body to the earth. 
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 
Whose top-branch overpeer'd Jove's spreading tree, 

* And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind. 

* These eyes, that now are dimm'a with death's 

black veil, 

* Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 

* To search the secret treasons of the world : 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood, 
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave ? 
And who durst smile, when Warwick bent his brow? 
Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood ! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Even now forsake me ; and, of all my lands. 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length ; 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust .' 
And, live we now we can, yet die we must 

Enter Oxford and Somerset 

* Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as 

we are, 

* We might recover all our loss again ! 

4 The queen from France hath brought a puissant 

power; 
1 Even now we heard the news : Ah, could'st thou fly ! 

* War. Why, then 1 would not fly.— Ah, Mon- 

tague, 

* f f tbou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 

* And with thy lips keep in my soul a while ! 

* Thou lov'st me not ; for, brother, if thou didst, 

* Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood, 

* That glews my lips, and will not let me speak. 

* Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

* Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath*! 

his last; 
4 And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick, 
' And said— Commend me to my valiant brother. 
4 And more he would have said ; and more he spoke, 
4 Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 

* That might not be distinguish'd ; but, at last, 
4 1 well might hear deliver'd with a groan, — 

* O, farewell, Warwick ! 

War. Sweet rest to his soul ! — 

Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids 

You all farewell, to meet again in heaven. [Dies. 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen*! great 

power! 

[Exeunt, bearing off Warwick's body 

(3) Eminent, egregious. (4) Bugbear. 
fr»> Terrine'l 
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SCENE III— Another part of the field. Flou- 
rish. Enter King Edward in triumph; toith 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest. 
4 K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward 
course, 

4 And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 

4 But, in the nudst of this bright-shining day, 

* I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud, 
' That will encounter with our glorious sun, 

4 Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 
4 1 mean, my lords, — those powers, that the queen 
4 Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coast, 
4 And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

* Cla. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud, 

* And blow it to the source from whence it came : 

* Tby very beams will dry those vapours up ; 

* For eveiy cloud engenders not a storm. 

* Gio The queen is valu'd thirty thousand strong, 
4 And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her ; 

4 If she have time to breathe, be well assur'd, 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

K. Edw. Weareadvertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their course toward TewUsbury ; 
4 We having now the best at Bamet field, 
4 Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ; 
4 And, as we march, our strength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along. — 
Strike up the drum ; cry— Courage ! end away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— Plains near Tewkabury. March. 
Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, Som- 
erset, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

* Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne*er sit and 

wail their Ios«, 

* But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 

4 "What though the mast be now blown over-board, 
4 The cable broke, the holding anchor lost, 
4 And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood ? 

* Tet lives our pilot still : Is't meet, that he 

4 Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 

* With tearful eyes add water to the sea, 

* And give more strength to that which hath too 

much; 

* While*, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 

* Which industry and courage might have sav*d ? 

* Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this ! 
4 Say, Warwick was our anchor ; What of that ? 

4 And Montague our top-mast; What of him ? 
4 Our slaughtered friends the tackles; What of 

these? 
4 Whr, is not Oxford here another anchor? 
4 And Somerset another goodly mast ? 
4 The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 
4 And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
4 For once allow'd the skilful pilot's charge ? 
4 We will not from the helm, to sit and weep ; 

* But keep our course, though the rough wind say 

— no, 

* From shelves and rocks that threaten us with 

wreck. 

* As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair. 

* And what is Edward, but a ruthless sea ? 

» What Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit ? 

* And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 

* All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

* Say, you can swim ; alas, 'tis but a while : 

* Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink : 

* Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 

* Or else you famish, that's a threefold death. 

* This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

* In case some one of you would fly from u«, 

(1) Know. (2) Unsay, deny. 



* That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers. 

* More than with ruthless waves, with sands, ana 

rocks. 

* Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 

* Twere childish weakness to lament, or fear. 

* Prince. Methinks, a woman of mis valiant 

spirit 

* Should, if a coward heard her speak these words, 

* Infuse his breast with magnanimity, 

* And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 
4 1 speak not this, as doubting any here : 

4 For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 

1 He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

4 Lest, in our need, he might infect another, 

* And make him of like spirit to himself. 

* If any such be here, as God forbid ! 

* Let him depart, before we need his help. 

* Orf Women and children of so high a courage! 
And warriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual shame. — 
4 O, brave youn^ prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee ; Long may'st thou live, 
To bear his image, and renew his glories ! 

4 Som. And be, that will not fight for such a hope, 
4 Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 
4 If he arise, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 

* Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ; — sweet 

Oxford, thanks. 

* Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath 

nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

4 Mess. Prepare vou, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
4 Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

* Oxf. I thought no less : it is his policy, 

* To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your for- 
wardness. 

Oxf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not 
budge. 

March. Enter, at a distance, King Edward, Cla- 
rence, Gloster, and forces. 

4 K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 

thorny wood, 
'Wliich, by the heavens' assistance, and your 

strength, 
4 Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

* I need not add more fuel to your fire, • 

* For, well I wot, 1 ye blaze to burn them out : 

* Give signal to the fi^ht, and to it, lords. 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I 
should say, 
4 My tears gainsay ; 2 for every word I speak, 
' Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

* Therefore, no more but this : — Henry, your sove- 

reign, 
4 Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp'd, 
4 His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 
' His statutes cancel I'd, and his treasure spent ; 

* And yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil. 

* You fl^ht in justice : then, in God's name, lords, 
4 Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

[Exeunt both armies. 

SCENE V.— Another part of the same. Alar- 
ums: Excursions: and afterwards a Retreat. 
Then enter King Edward, Clarence, Gloster, 
and forces ; with Queen Margaret, Oxford, and 
Somerset, prisoners. 

* K. Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle 1 straight : 

f.1> A ca«t!e in Picardv. 
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For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

* Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak. 

Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with won Is. 

* Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my for- 

tune. [Exeunt Oxf. and Som. guarded. 
*Q.Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous world, 

* To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

* K. Edw. Is proclamation made, — that, who 

finds Edward, 

* Shall have a birh reward, and he his life ? 

* Gtto. It is : and, lo, where youthful Edward comet. 

Enter Soldiers with Prince Edward 

* K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear 

him speak : 

* What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick ? 
' Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make, 

* For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects, 

* And all the trouble thou hast turn'd me to ? 
Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York! 

Suppose that I am now my father's mouth ; 
Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou, 
Whilst 1 propose the self-same words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou wooldst bare me answer to. 
Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so resorv'd ! 

* Oh. That you might still have worn the petti- 

coat, 
And ne'er have stol'n the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let JEnop 1 fable in a winter's night ; 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. 
Olo. By heaven, brat, I'll plague you for that word. 
Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague to men. 
Olo. For God's sake, take away this captive scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook- 
back rather. 
*K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm? 

^our tongue, 
ntutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my duty, you are all undutiful : 
Lascivious Edward, — and thou perjur'd George, — 
And thou misshapen Dick, — I tell ye all, 
I am your better, traitors as ye are ; — 

* And thou usurp'st my father's right and mine. 
K. Edw. Take that, the likeness of this railer 

here. [Stabs him. 

*Glo. Sprawl'st thou? take that, to end thy 

agony. [Glo. stabs him. 

* Clear. And there's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Clar. stabs him. 



S. Mar. O, kill me too ! 
to. 



[Offers to kill her. 
old, for we have 



I 



Marry, and shall 
4 K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hoi 

done too much. 
Glo. Why should she live, to fill the world with 

words ?* 
• K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use means 

for her recovery. 
Olo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother : 

* Pll hence to London on a serious matter : 

' Ere ye come there, be sure to bear some news. 

Oar. What? what? 

« Oh. The Tower, the Tower ! [Exit. 

1 Q. Mar. O, Ned, sweet Ned ! speak to thy 
mother, boy ! 
4 Canst thou not speak ? — O traitors ! murderers ! — 
They, that stabb'd Ctesar, shed no blood at all, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

* If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

* He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ; 

(1) The prince calls Richard, for his crooked- 
ness, A&sop. 

(2) i. e. I will compel yon to be as silent as if 
▼ou were deprived of speech by enchantment. 



And men ne'er spend their fury on a child. 

' What's worse" than murderer, mat I may name it? 

* No, no; my heart will burst, an if 1 speak : — 

* And I will speak, that so my heart may burst— 
4 Butchers ana villains, bloody cannibals ! 

* How sweet a plant nave you untimely cropp'd ! 
4 You have no children, butchers ! if yon hau, 

4 The thought of them would hare atuVd up re* 

morse: 
4 But, if you ever chance to have a child, 
Look in his youth to have him so cut off, 
4 As, deathsmen ! you have rid this sweet young 
prince! 
K. Edw. Away with her; go, bear her hence 

perforce. 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch 

me here; 

Here sheath thy sword, I'll pardon thee my death : 

What ! wilt thou not ? — then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Gar. By heaven, 1 will not do thee so much ease. 

Q.Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, 

do thou doit 
Oar. Didst thou not hear me swear, I would 

not do it ? 
Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself; 
Twas Hi'n before, 4 but now 'tis charity. 
4 What ! wilt thou not? where is that devil's butcher, 
Hard-favour' d Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here .- Murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back. 
4 K. Edw. Away, I say ; 1 charge ye, bear her 

hrnce. 
Q. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this 
prince ! [Exit, led out forcibly. 

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone ? 
4 Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 
K. Edw. He's sudden, if a thing comes in his 
head. 
4 Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
4 With pay and thanks, and let's away to London, 
4 And see our gentle queen how well she fares; 
4 By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [ExevsU. 

SCEWE VL— London. A room in the Tower. 
King Henry is discovered sitting with a book in 
his hand, the Lieutenant attending. Enter 
Gloster. 

Glo. Good day, my lord ! What, at your book 

so hard? 
K. Hen. Ay, my good lord: My lord, I should 
say rather; 
'Tis sin to natter, good was little better : 
Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 

* And both preposterous ; therefore, not good lord. 

* Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we most 

confer. [Exit Lieutenant, 

* K. Hen. So Aies the reckless 1 shepherd from 

the wolf: 

* So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 

* And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act? 

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind; 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 
4 K. Hen. The bird, that hath been limed m a 
bush, 

* With trembling wings misdoubteth 6 every bush, 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet biro. 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 

(3) Dispute, contention. 

(4) She alludes to tlie desertion of Clarence. 

(5) CarcU'Sfe. 

(*>) To misdoubt is to suspect danger, to fear. 
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Whan asr poor young was liuM, was caught and 

'Gst. Way, what a peevish* fool wai that of 
t«rete, 

* That taught his son the office of a fowl ? 

4 Awl jet, foe all hit wings, the fool was drown'd. 
* K. Hen. I, Dtsdahis; my poor boy, Icaius; 
Thr .father, Minos, that denied oar course ; 
4 Tne sun, that sear'd the wings of my sweet boy, 
4 Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea, 
4 Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

* Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ! 
4 My breast can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that tragic history. — 

* fiat wherefore dost thou come ? is*t for my life ? 
4 Oh. Think'st thou 1 am an executioner? 

K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art ; 
4 If murdering innocents be executing, 
4 Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Gut. Thy son 1 Id I I'd for his presumption. 

JC Hen. Hadst thou been kill'd, when first thou 
didst presume, 
Thau hadst not lir'd to kill a son of mine. 
4 And thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand, 
4 Which now mistrust no parcel 2 of my fear ; 
4 And many an old man's sign, and many a 

widow's, 
4 And many an orphan's water-standing eye, — 
4 Men for their sons, wives for their husbands' fate, 
1 And orphans for their parent*' timeless death, — 

* Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born. 
The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign ; 

* The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook down 

trees; 
The raven rook'd 3 her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope ; 
4 To wit, — an indigest deformed lump, 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast bom, 
To signify, — thou cam'st to bite the world : 
And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 

* Thou cam'st — 

Glo. I'll hear no more ; — Die, prophet, in thy 
speech ; [Stabs htm 

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd. 
K. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter af- 
ter this. 

God ! forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! [Dies. 
Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 

Sink in the ground? I thought it would have 

mounted. 
See, how my sword weeps for the poor king's death ' 

* 0, may such purple tears be always shed 

4 From those that wish the downfal of our house! — 
4 If any spark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to hell ; and say — I sent thee thither, 

[Stabs him again 
I, that hare neither pity, kwe, nor fear. — 
Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my mother say, 

1 came into the world with my legs forward : 
Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

* And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right ? 
The midwife wonderM ; and tne women cried, 
O, Jesus bleu us, he is born with teeth! 

4 And so 1 was; which plainly signified— 
That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 
4 Than, since the heavens have shap'd my body so, 

fl) Childish. 

(Z) No part of what my fears presage. 



Let hell make crookM my nuad to muttst it 
I have no brother, I am like no bsother : 
4 And this word— love, which greybeards call divine, 
Be resident in men like one another, 

And not in me ; I am myself alone. 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep'st me from thahgjkt ; 
But I will sort 4 a pitchy day for thee : 
For I will buss abroad such prophecies, 
4 That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 
And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

* King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone ; 

* Clareuce, thy turn is next and then the rest ; 
Counting myself but bad, till I be best — 

* I'll throw thy body in another room, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [Exil. 

SCEJYE VII— The same. A room in the pal- 
ace. King Edward is discovered sitting on his 
throne; Queen Elizabeth with the. infant prince, 
Clarence, Gloster, Hastings, and others, mar 
ntm. 

K. Edw. Once more we sit in England's royal 
throne, 
Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies. 
What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's com, 
Have we mow'd down, in tops of all their pride ? 
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions : 
Two Cliffords, as the father and the son, 
And two Northumberland* ; two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound : 

* With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and 

Montague, 
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion, 
And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 
And made our footstool of security. — 
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy : — 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself, 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night ; 

* Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat, 
That thou might'st repossess the crown in peace ; 
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo. I'll blast his harvest, if your head were laid; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain'd so thick, to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my 

back: — 
Work thou the way, — and thou shalt execute. 

[Aside, 
K. Edto. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely 
queen; 
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majesty, 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 
K. Edto Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy bro- 
ther, thanks. 
4 Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence 
thou sprang'st, 
4 Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit : — 
To say the truth, so Judas kiss'd his } 

master; f A *^ 

* And cried— all hail ! — when as he meant f 

— all harm ; j 

K Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights, 
Having ray country's peace, and brothers* loves. 
Clar. What will your grace have done with 
Margaret ? 
Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Ham pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

(3) To rook, signified to squat down or lodge on 
any thing. 

(4) Select. 
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wards King Edward V. > Sons to the king. 
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Richard, duke of Gloster, } B ™*" 8 to ihe 

afterward* King Rich. Ill ) lcm ^- 
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Duke of Buckingham. 
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Earl River*, brother to king Edward's queen^: 
Marquis of Dorset, and Ixtrd Grey, her sons. 
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Sir William Catesby. Sir James Tyrrel. 
Sir James Blount Sir Walter Herbert. 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, lieutenant of the Tower, 
Christopher Urswick, a priest. Another priest. 
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Elizabeth, queen of king Edward IV. 
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Scene, England. 



ACT I. 

SCEJVJE /.— London. A street. Enter Gloster. 

Gloster. 

IS OW is the winter of oar discontent 

Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And all the clouds, that fower'd upon our house, 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 1 

Grim-visag'd War hath smooth'd his wrinkled front ; 

And now, — instead of mounted barbed? steeds, 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, — that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty, 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

Defonn'd, unfinish'd, sent before my time 

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them;— 

Why 1, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time ; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity ; 

And therefore, — since 1 cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these (air well-spoken days,— 

I am determined to prove a villain, 



m Dances. 



(2) Armed 



And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions 3 dangerous, 
By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreamt, 
To set my brother Clarence, and the king, 
In deadly hate the one against the other : 
And, if king Edward be as true and just, 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, 
This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up ; 
About a prophecy, which says — that G 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here Clarence 
comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day: What means this armed guard 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar. His majesty, 

Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause ? 

Clar. Because my name is — George. 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 

Ho should, for that, commit your godfathers : 

O, belike, his majesty hath some intent, 

That you shall be new christen'd in the Tower. 

But what's the matter, Clarence ? may I know t 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I protest, 
As yet I do not : But, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says — a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And, for my name of CJeorge begins with G, 
It follows in his thought, that I am be : 
These, as 1 learn, and such like toys* as these, 
Have mov'd his highness to commit me now. 

(3) Preparations for mischief. (4) Fancies. 
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Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by 



Til not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 

Mr lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, *tis she, 

That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was h not she, and that good man of worship, 

Antony Woodeville, her brother there, 

That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower ; 

From whence this present day he is deliver'd ? 

We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Gar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure, 
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard vou not, what au humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 
Olo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got mv lord chamberlain his liberty. 
FH tell you what, — I think, it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 
the jealous o'er-wom widow, and* herself, 1 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Bra*. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me; 
Hit majesty hath straitly given m charge. 
Thai no man shall have private conference, 
Of what degree soever, with his brother. 
Oh. Even so? an please your worship, Braken- 
bury, 
You may partake of any thing we say : 
We speak no treason, man ; — Wc say the king 
Is wise and virtuous; and his noble queen 
Well struck in year* ; fair, and not jealous ; 
We amy, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say vou, sir ? can you deny nil this ? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have nought 

to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore ? I tell 
thee, fellow, 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 
Brak. What one, my ford ? 
CWo. Her husband, knave :— Would'st thou 

betray me ? 
Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, 
withal, 
Forbear tout conference with the noble duke. 
Oar. We know thy charge, Brakcnbury, and 

will obey. 
Glo. We are the oueen's abject*,? and must obey. 
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ; 
And whatsoever you will employ roc in, — 
Were it, to call king Edward's widow — sister, — 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. 
Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than vou can imagine. 
Cfar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well. 
Oh. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ; 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 
Mean time, have patience. 

CUr. I must perforce ; farewell 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenburv, ami Guard. 
Olo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er 
return. 
Smple, plain Clarence !— I do love thee so, 
That 1 will shortly tend thv soul to heaven, 

%]ZZ? W,U ! ? ke *" l™** at our hands. 
Hot wno comes here ? the new-delivcr'd Hastings .' 

(I) The queen and Shore. 
(X) Lowest of subjects. 



Enter Hastings. 



Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord! 

Glo. At much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'a imprisonme nt ? 

Hatt. With patience, noble lord, as w isone w 
mutt: 
But I shall live, ray lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the cause of my imprisooment. 

Gib. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence 
too; 
For they, that were your enemies, are his, 
And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Hatt. More pity that the eagle should be mew'd,* 
While kite* and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Hatt. No news so bad abroad, as this at home :— 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy. 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Olo. Now, by saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 
And over-much consum'd his royal person ; 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed.' 

Hatt. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow yon. 

[Exit Hastings. 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, 
Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven. 
I'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well stecl'd with weighty arguments ; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another aay to live : 
Which done, (*od take king Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter: 
What though I kilf'd her husband, and her father? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends, 
Is — to become her husband, and her rather : . 
The which will I ; not all so much for love, 
As for another secret close intent, 
By marrring her, which I must reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horse to market : 
Clarence still breathes : Edward still Uvea, and 

reigns; 
When they are gone, then must I count my rains. 

[fcrrt. 

SCEJTE It— The tame. Another street. En- 
ter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, borne 
in an open coffin, Gentlemen bearing halberds, 
to guard it ; and Lady Anne at mourner. 

Anne. Set down, set down, your honourable 

load, — 
If honour ma? be shrouded in a hearse, — 
Whilst I a while obsequiously* lament 
The untimely fell of virtuous Lancaster. — 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be it lawful that 1 invocat* thy ghost, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter^ son, 
Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these 

wounds! 
Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 
O, cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 
Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it! 
Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence ! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 



(3) Confined. 



(4) Funereal. 
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That rattans wretched by the oWh of thee, 
That I can wiah to adders, spiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives ! 
If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
'Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 
May fright the hopeful mother at the view; 
And that be heir to his unheppiness ! 
If ever he have wile, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee ! — 
Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load, 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 
And, still as you are weary of the weight, 
Restyou, whiles I lament king Henry's come. 
[The Bearers takes vp the corpse, and advance. 

Enter Gkxter. 

Gh. Stay you, that bear the cone, and set it 
dpwn. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this 
fiend, 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Gh. Villains, set down the cone ; or, by saint 
Paul, 
m make a corse of him that disobeys. 

1 Geni. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 

Glo. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou when I com- 
mand; 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 
Or, by saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The bearers set down the coffin. 

Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for vou are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.— 
A vaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell .' 
Thou hadst but power ott his mortal body, 
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore be gone. 

CHo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst 

Anne. Foul devil, for Goers sake, hence, and 
trouble us not : 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill'd it with cursins; cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern 1 of thy butcheries : — 
O, gendemen, see, see .' dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeai'd mouths, and bleed afresh ! — 
Brash, blush, thou lump of foul deformity; 
For 'tis thv presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 

O God, which this Wood mad'st, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink'st, re venge his death ! 
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer 

dead, 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick ; 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood, 
'Which his hell»govern'd arm hath butchered ! 

Glo. Lady, you know no rales of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne. Villain, thou know'st no law of God nor 
man; 
Ho beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo But I know none, and therefore am no beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 

Glo More wonderful, when angels are so angry .— 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself 

Anne. Vouchsafe, difibs'd infection of a man, 

fl) Example. 



For these known evils, but to gfre me leave, 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let mehavs) 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou 
canst make 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself 

Glo. By such despair, 1 should accuse myself. 

Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand ex 
cus'd ; 

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that 1 slew them not ? 

Anne. Why then, they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward's 
hand. 

Anne. In thy soul's throat thou best; queen 
Margaret saw 
Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point 

Glo. I was provoked by her slanavrous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. ' 

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog r then God 
grant me too, 
Thou may'st be damned for that wicked deed ! 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath 
him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never 
come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that help to send him 
thither; 
For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit tor any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will bear ma 
name it 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glo. Tour bed-chamber. 

Anne. HI rest betide the chamber where thou 
best! 

Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne. I hope so. 

Glo. I know so.— But, gentle lady Anne,— 
To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fell somewhat into a slower method ; — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner P 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs'd 
effect 

Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's 
wreck. 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by : 
As all the world is cheered by the sun, 
So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death 
thy life! 

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be revent/d on thee. 



SENG RICHARD in. 



JNa. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 
be nwenr'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anns. It is a quarrel iust and reasonable, 

i be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy huslwnd, 

id it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 

Gin. He lives, that love* you better than he could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Glo. Plantagcnet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better na- 
ture. 

Ann*. Where i* he ? 

Glo. Hire : [She spits at him.] Why dost 

thou spit at me ? 

Anne. 'Would it were mortal poison, for thy «*akc ! 

Gio. Never came (joinon from so swcci a place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler loan. 
Out of my sight ! thou uW infect mine eye. 

Glo. Tninc eyes, sweet lady, have infit-ted mine 

Anne. 'Would they were basilisks, to strike 
thee dead! 

Glo I would they were, that I might die at once ; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn s:dt tears, 
Sham'd their aspects with .store of childish drops: 
These eye*, whu h never »hcd remorseful 1 tear, — 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteou* moan that Rutland mule, 
When black-lac'd Clifford "luwk his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. 
Told the sad story of my father's death; 
And twenty time.H made pause, to sob, and weep, 
That all the slandenv-bv had wet their clutlii, 
Like trees bednsh'd wiih rain : in that sad time, 
My manly eyes did •corn an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep- 
ing. 
I never sued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet toothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is propo&'d my fee, 
My proud heart sue*, and prompts my tongue to 
speak. [She looks scornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo ! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 
And let the soul forth that adorcth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breast open ; she offers at it 
wtfh his sword. 
Nay, do not pause : for I did kill king Henry; — 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked tne. 
Nay, now despatch ; 'twas I that stabb'd young 
Edward ;— 

[She again offers at his breast. 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[Sht lets fall the sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. A rise, dissembler: though 1 wish thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 

Anne. I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
TTiis hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 



(!) Pitiful. 
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To bcth their deaths shah Am be ecceanry. 

Anne. I would, I knew thy heart 

Glo. Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

Anne. I fear me, loth are false. 

Glo. Then man was never true. 

Anne Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo. Sav tlien, my peace is made. 

Anne. Tlmt shall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But shall I live in hope ? 

Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take, is not to give. 

[She puts on the ring. 

Glo. Look, how thin ring cucompasseth thy finger, 
Even so thy breast cnclutelh inv ixjot heart ; 
Wear both of them, for tx>th of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But l)eg oik' favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. What is it > 

Glo. That it may pleas*; you leave these sad de- 
signs 
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 
And presently repair to Crosby-place : 2 
Where — after 1 have «olemnly interr'd 
At Chertsey monast'ry this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, — 
1 will with nil expedient duty see you : 
Foi divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 
Grant me thi* boon. 

Anne. With all my heart ! and much it joyi me 
too, 
To see you arc l)ccome so jienitent. — 
Trcv<;-I, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo Bid me farewell. 

Anne. 'Tis more than you deserve : 

But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have *aid farewell already. 

[Exeunt Jjady Anne, Trcsacl, and Berkley. 

Gio. Take up the corse, sirs. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord? 

Glo. No, to White- Friars ; there attend my 
coming. [Errant the rest, with the corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I'll have tier, — but I will not keep her long. 
What ! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate; 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witness: of her hatred by ; 
With God, her conscience, and the* ban against 

me. 
And I no friends to back my suit withal, 
But the plain devil, and dissembling looks, 
And yet to win her, — all the world to nothing ! 
Ha! 

Hnth slie forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months sine 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tcwksbury ? 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, — 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal 
The spacious world cannot again afford : 
And will she yet abase Iter eyes on me, 
That ( ropp'd the golden prime of this sweet pre 
And made her widow to a woful bed.* 
On me, wliose all not equal* Edward's moiety 
On me, that halt, and am mi^hapen thus? 
Mv dukedom to a beggurlv denier, 1 
I do mistake my person alf this while: 
Upon in) life, bin: finds, although I cannot. 
Myself to !*• a marvellous proper man. 
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I'll be at charges for a looking-glass ; 
And entertain a score or two of tailors, 
To study fashion* to adorn my body: 
Since I ain crept in favour with myself, 
I will maintain it with some little cost. 
But, first, 1*11 turn yon' fellow in his grave : 
And then return lamenting to my love. — 
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 
That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit 

^SCEJYE HI— The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Riven, and Lord 
Grey. 

Riv. Have patience, madam ; there's no doubt, 
his majesty 
Will soon recover his accustom'd health. 

Grey. In that yon brook it ill, it makes him worse • 
There/ore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Elix. If he were dead, what would betide of 
me? 

Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Elix. The loss of such a lord includes all 
harms. 

Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with a 
goodly son, 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

Q. Eli*. Ah, he is young ; and his minority 
If pot unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Riv. Is it concluded, he shall be protector? 

Q. Eliz. It is determin'd, not concluded yet : 
But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and 

Stanley. 
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 
Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you 

have been! 
Q. Eiiz. The countess Richmond, good my lord 
of Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assurM, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accus'd on true report, 
Hear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
iTrom wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 
#2. Elu. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of 

Stanley? 
Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
-Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Elu. What likelihood of his amendment, 

lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks 

cheerfully. 
Q. Eli*. God grant him health ! Did you confer 

with him ? 
Buck, Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement 
between the duke of Glostcr and your brothers, 
-And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
.And sent to warn 1 them to his royal presence. 
Q. Elix. 'Would all were well .'—But that will 
never be ; — 
1 fear, our happiness is at the height 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset 
Glo. They dome wrong, and I will not endure it: 



(1) Summon. 
(3) Low fellow. 
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Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That fill hi* earn with such aissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 
IXkA with French nods and apish courtesy, 
I muM be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Grey. To whom in all (his presence speaks your 
grace ? 

Glo. To thee, that bast nor honesty, nor grace. 
When have I iniur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ? — 
Or thee ? — or thee ? — or any of your faction ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace, — 
Wnom God preserve belter than you would wish! — 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while, 
But you must trouble him with lewd 3 complaints. 

Q. Elix. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the 
matter : 

The king, of his own royal disposition, 
And not provok'd by any suitor else ; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action shows itself 
Against my children, brothers, and myself, 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it 

Glo. I cannot tell ;— The world is grown so bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack* became a gentleman, 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Elix. Come, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloster; 
You envy my advancement, and my friends ; 
God grant, we never may have need of you ! 

Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need 
of you : 
Our brother is imprison'd by your means, 
Myself disgrae'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a 
noble. 4 

Q. Elix. By Him, that rais'd me to mis careful 
height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury, 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the cause 
Of ray lord Hastings' late imprisonment 

Riv. She may, my lord ; for 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers ? — why, who knows 
not so? 
She may do more, sir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay those honours on your high desert 
What may she not? She may, — ay, marry, may 
she, — 

Riv. What, marry, may she ? 

Glo. What, marry, may she ? marry with a long, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 
I wis 6 your grandam had a worser match. 

Q. Elix. My lord of Gloster, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty, 
Of those gross taunts 1 often have endur'd. 

(4) A coin rated at 6s. 8d. (5) Think. 
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Thou slender of thy mother** heavy womb ! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's bins! 
Thou iv of honour! thou detested 

Glo. Margaret 

Q.Mar. Richard! 

&o. Ha? 

O. Mar. I call thee not 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think, 
That thou hadst call'd me all these bitter names. 

Q. Moor. Why, sol did ; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let roe make the period to my curse. 

Glo. Tis done by me; and ends in — Margaret 

Q. Ehz. Thus have you breath'd your curse 
against yourself 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my 
fortune! 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 1 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool ! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself 
The day will come, that thou shah wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois'nous bunch-back'dtoad. 

Hast False-boding woman, end thy frantic 
curse; 
Lett, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

Q. Mir. Foul shame upon you ! you have all 
mov'd mine. 

Riv. Were you well scrv'd, you would be 
taught your duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. 

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are mala- 
pert : 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current : a 
O, mat your young nobility could jud^e, 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable ! 
They that stand high, have many blasts to shake 

them; 
And, if they tell, ther dash themselves to pieces. 

Glo. Good counsel, marry ; — learn it, learn it, 
marquis. 

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was bora so 
high, 
Off tJery 1 buildeth in the cedar' a top, 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the tun. 

Q. Mar. And turns tta sun to shade ;— alas ! 
alas! — 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery's nest : — 
O God, mat see'st it, do not suffer it ; 
As H was won with blood, k»t be it so ! 

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butchered. 
.My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 
.And in my shame still live my sorrow's rage ! 

Audc. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand, 
In sign of league and amity with thee : 
How fair befall thee, and thy noble house ! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Hot thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q.Mmr. I'll not believe bat they ascend the sky, 

ft) Alluding to dorter's form and venom, 
(ft He was just created marquis of Dorset 
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And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace. 

Buckingham, beware of yonder dog; 

Look, when he fawns, he bite* ; and, when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on hints 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham f 

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for ray gen- 
tle counsel ? 
And sooth the devil that I warn thee from f 
0, out remember this another day, 
When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow; 
And say, poor Margaret was a projilietess. — 
Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 
And he to vours, and all of you to God's ! [Exit. 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her 
curses. 

Riv. And so doth mine ; I muse, 4 why she's at 
liberty. 

Qlo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

g. Elix. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 
lo. Yet > ou have all the vantage^ of her wrong. 

1 was too hot to do somebody good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid -, 
He is frank'd* up to fatting for hi? pains ; — - 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof ! 

Rto. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion, 
To pray for them that liavc done scath 7 to us. 

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ; — 
For had I curs'd now, I had curs' d myself. [Aside. 

Enter Catesby 

Coles. Madam, his majesty doth call for you, 
And for your grace, — ana you, ray noble lords. 

Q. Eha. Catesby, I come : — Lords, will you go 
with me r 

Riv. Madam, we will attend upon your grace. 

[Exeunt alt but Gloster. 

Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret mischiefs that 1 set abroach, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, — whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness, — 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ; 
And tell them — 'tis the queen and her allies, 
That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of Scripture,. 
Tell them— mat God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stol'n forth of 'holy writ; 
And seem a saint when most I play the devil. 

Enter (too Murderers. 

But soft, here come my executioners. — 
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates f 
Are you now going to despatch this- thing ? 

1 Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to have 
the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where be is. 

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about 
me : [Gives the warrant. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby-place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; - 

(3) Nest (4) Wonder. (5) Advantage. 
(6) Put in a sty. f7) Hum. 
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For Clarence it well spoken, iih), perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if yon mark him. 
1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not itaadto 

prate, 
Talkers are no pood doers ! be assur'd, 
Wet go to use our hand*, and not our tongues. 
Ofo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when tools' eyes 
drop tears: 
I like you, lads ; — about your business straight ; 
Go, go, despatch. 

1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Ex*. 

SCENE IV.— The same. A room in the Tower. 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ? 

Ciar. 0, I have pass'd a miserable night, 
So fuH of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 
I would not ppcnd another such a night, 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days : 
So full of di*mal terror was the time. 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray 
you, tell me. 

Gar. Methought, that I bad broken from the 
Tower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy; 
And, in my company, my brother Gloster : 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches ; thence we louk'd toward En-] 

gland, 
And cited up a thousand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought, that Glostcr stumbled; and, in tailing, 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board, 
Into the. tumbling billows of the main. 

Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 

A thousand men, that tubes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedpes of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 
All scatter'd in the bottom of* the sea. 
Some lay in dead men's skulls; and, in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 
That wooPd the slimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by. 

Brak. Had you each leisure in the time of 
death. 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Oar. Methought, I bad; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air ; 
But smotker'd it within my panting bulk, 1 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak. AwakM you not with this sore agony? 

Clar. O, no, my dream was Iragthen'd after life ; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul ; 

1 pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write o£ 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul. 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
Who cry Hi aloud, — What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence? 
And so he vanish'd : Then came wand'ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood : and he shrick'd out aloud,— 

'DBodv 



Clarence is om#,— /ai*, Jbttmg, ptejweH ds> 

Thai stab Vd mem UuJieU by Tewksbury,*— 
Sew on htm y Juries, take him to your 
With that, methought, a legion of foul 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very 
I trembling wak'd, and, for a season after, 
Could not believe but that I was in bell ; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted yon; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it 

dor. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things/— 
That now give evidence against my soul, — 
For Edward's sake ; and, see, how he requites me ! — 

God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be avengM on my misdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

O, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children !— 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 
My soul is heavy, and I nun would sleep. 

Brak. I will,mylord; God give your grace good 
rest! [Clar. reposes himself on a chair. 
Sorrow breaks seawms, and reposing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide 

night 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 
They often feel a world of restless cares : 
So that, between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differ* but the outward feme. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

1 Murd. Ho! who's here? 
Brak. What would'st thou, fellow ? and bow 
cam'st thou hither? 

1 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I 
came hither on my legs. 

Brak. What, so brief? 

2 Murd. O, sir, tw better to be brief than te- 
dious: — 

Let him see our commission ; talk no more. 
[A paper is delivered to Brakenbury, who rem 
Arak. I am, in mis, cosnmanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : — 
I will not reason what is meant hereby, 
Because I wiH be guiltless of the meaning. 
Here are the keys; — there sits the duke asleep: 
I'll to the king ; and signify to him, 
That thus 1 have resigned to yen my charge, 

1 Murd. You may, sir; 'us a point of wisdom : 
Fare you well. [Exit Brakenbury. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he doep*? 
1 Mitrd. No; he'll say, 'twas done cowaraly, 

wlwn he wakes. 

2Murd. When be wakes! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great jndgment day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he'll say, we stabb'd ham 
sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, 
hath bred a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What ! art thou afraid ? 

% Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it ; 
but to be damn'd for killing him, from the which no 
warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd. 1 thought thou hadst been resolute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him Kve. 

1 Murd. I'll back to the duke of Gloster, and tall 
him so. 

% Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little : I hope, 
this holy humour of mine will change ; it was wont 
to bold me but while one would toll twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou foal thyself now? 
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t Murd. 'Faith, tome certain drags of conscience 
are yet within me. 

1 .Afwrrf. Remember our reward, when the deed's 
done. 

2 Jrtad. Come, he diss; I had forgot the re- 
ward. 

lJIfarrf. Where's thy conscience now ? 
t Murd. In the duke of Gloster's purse. 

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give as 
our reward, tbr conscience flies out 

2 Murd. lis no matter; let it go; there's few, 
or none, will entertain it 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it is a danger- 
ons thing, U makes a man a coward; aman cannot 
steal, oat it accuseth him; a man cannot swear, but 
it checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neighbour's 
wife, but it detects him : *Tis a blushing shame-faced 
spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it fills one 
rail of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse 
of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars any man 
that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns ana cities 
for a dangerous thing ; and every man. that means 
to live well, endeavours to trust to himself, and live 
whnoutit 

1 Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
persuading me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
him not : he would insinuate with thee, but to make 
thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-fram'd, he cannot prevail 
with me. 

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall 1 fellow, that respects 
his reputation. Come, shall we fall to work ? 

1 Murd. Take him over the costard? with the 
hilts of thy sword, and then throw him into the 
malmsey-butt, in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a sop 



of him. 

1 Murd. 

2 Murd. 
1 Murd. 



Soft! he wakes. 
Strike. 

No, we'll reason with him. 
Gar. Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup 

of wine. 
1 Murd. Yon shall have wine enough, my lord, 

anon. 
Oar. In God's name, what art thou ? 
I Murd. A man, as you are. 
Gar. But not, as I am, royal. 
1 Murd. Nor jou, as we are, loyal. 
Oar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 

humble. 
1 Murd. My voice is now the king's, my looks 

mine own. 
Oar. How darkly, and how deadly, dost (hou 
speak ! 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look yon pale? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come? 

Both Murd. To, to, to, 

Char. To murder me? 
Both Murd. Ay, ar. 

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it 
Wherein, nrrfriends, have I offended you ? 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but (he king. 
Clar. I shall be reconciTd to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 
Oar. Are you cafl'd forth from out a world of 

men, 
To slay the innocent? What is my offence? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me? 

n)Brave. (2) Head. 
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What lawful quest' have aiven their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge: or who pronoune'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence* death ? 
Before I be convict by course of law, 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodness, 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sms, 
Tnat you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 
The aeed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Murd. And be, that hath commanded, is our 
king. 

Gar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded. 
That thou shalt do no murder ; Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed ; for he hokis vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl 
on thee, 
For false forswearing, and for murder too : 
Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel 4 of the bouse of Lancaster. 

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous 

blade, 
UnripVist the bowels of thy sovereign's ton. 

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and 

defend. 

1 Murd. How canst thou urge God's dreadful 
law to us. 
When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 
He sends you not to murder me for this ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you, that he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from bis powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course, 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minister, 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, 5 was struck dead by thee ? 

Gar. My brother's love, the devil, and my race. 

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy 

fault, 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed£go back again, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster ; 
Who shall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd. You are deceived, your brother Gloster 
hates you. 

Clar. O, no; he loves me, and he holds me dear: 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, so we will. 

Gar. Tell him, when that our princely fame r 
York 
Blcss'd his three sons with his victorious arm, 
And charg'd us from his soul to love each other, 
He litde thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Murd Ay, mUl-stones ; as he lesson'd us to 
weep. 

Clar. 0, do not slander him, for be is kind. 

1 Murd. Right, as snow in harvest— Come, yon 
deceive yourself; 
'Tis he that sends us to destroy yon here. 

Gar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune, 
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And hugg'dme in his arras, and swore, with sobs, 
7T»t he would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when be delivers you 
From this earth** thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must 

die, my lord. 

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou vet to thy own soul 00 blind, 
Tliat thou wilt war with God, by murd'ring me ? — 
Ah, sirs, consider, he, that 9et you on 
To do thi> deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do ? 

CUr. Relent, and save your souls. 

1 Murd. Relent ! 'tis cowardly, and womanish. 
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish. — 

Which of you, if you were a prince'* son, 

Being pent' from liberty, as I am now, — 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you, — 

Would not entreat for life ? — 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 

As you would beg, were you in ray distress. 

A begging prince what beggar pities not ? 

2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Murd. Take that, and that; if all this will not 

do, [Stabs him. 

I'll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Exit unth the body. 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately des- 

patch'd ! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done ! ■' 

Re-enter Jirst Murderer. ^ 

1 Murd. How now ? what mean'st thou, tnat 

thou help's! me not ? 
By heaven, the duke t»hall know how slack you have 
been. 

2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had sav'd his 

brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I ray ; 
For 1 repent me that the duke is slain. [Extt 

I Murd So do not I; go, coward, as thou art — 
Well, I'll go hide the body in tome, hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I will away ; 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit. 



ACT II. 

SCENE 1. — The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Edward (led in sick,) Queen Eliia- 
beth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, 
Grey, and others. 

K. Edw. Why, so : — now have I done a good 
day's work ; — 
Yon peers, continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

/ft*. By heaven, my soul is purged from grudging 
Late; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 

Hast So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

(^ Shut up, 



K. Edw. Take heed, yon dally not before ymt 
ldnj[; 

Lest be, that is the supreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of yon to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect lore ! 

Riv. And I, as 1 love Hastings with my heart ! 

K. Edv>. Madam, yourself are hot exempt in this, 
Nor your son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you;— 
You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. EUvt. There, Hastings ; I will never more 
remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I, and mine ! 

K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, lore 
lord marquis. 

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 

Hast. And so swear 1. [Embraces Dorset 

K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 

With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham now turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [To the Queen.] but with all 

duteous love 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where 1 expect most love ! 
When I have most need to employ a friend, 
And most assured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and mil of guile, 
Be he unto me ! this do I beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in love, to you, or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers, 4r. 

K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking- 
ham, 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart 
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble 
duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

GMo. Good-morrow to my sovereign long, and 
queen; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the 
day : — 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of ermity, fair love of hate. 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege.— 
Among this princely heap, if any here. 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I dc? e 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
'Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and desire all good men's love. — 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ;— 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us ; — 
Of you, foil Rivers, — and, lord Gre^, of yon, — 
That all without desert have frown'd onroe;— 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englishman alive, 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds. 
More than the infant that is born to-night ; 
1 thank my God for my humility. 

Q. EKz. A holy-day shall this Detent hereafter:— 
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I would to God, all strifes were well compounded— 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech /our highness 
To take our brother Clarence toyour grace, 

Olo. Why, madam, have I oner'd love for mis, 
To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[They all start. 
Too do him injury, to scorn his corse. 

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead! who knows 
he is? 

C. EHx. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this ! 

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the 
presence, 
But his reel colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order was re- 
vers'd. 

Olo. But he, poor man, by your first order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 
That came too lag to see him buried : — 
God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from suspicion. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service done ! 

K. Edw. 1 pr'ylhee, peace ; my soul is full of 
sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise,"iinless your highness hear me. 

K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou re- 
quest'st. 

Stan The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life ; 
Who slow to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's 
death, 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought, 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
Who sued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my ieet, and bade me be advis'd ? 
Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fieht for me ? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he rescued me, 
And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frocen almost to death, how he <5d lap me 
Even in his garments ; and did give himself, 
AD thin ana naked, to the numb-cold night ? 
All this from rov remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully phick'd, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 
But when your carters, or your waiting-vassals, 
Have done a drunke&slaughter, and defae'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
Ton straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — 
Bat for my brother, not a man would speak, — 
Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life ; 
Tet none of you would once plead for his life. — 
O God ! I fear thy justice will take hold 
Ob me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. — 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet O, 
Foot Clarence ! 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, Dorset, 
end Grey. 
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Glo. This is the fruit of rashness .'—Mark'd you 
not, 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look* d pale, when they did bear of Clarence' death? 
O ! they did urge it still unto the king : 
God will revenge it Come, lords ; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company? 

Buck. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt 

SCEJfE II— The same. Enter the Duchess of 
York, with a Son and Daughter of Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead? 

Duch. No, boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep so oft ? and beat yarn 
breast; 
And cry — Clarence, my unhappy son ! 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your 
head, 
And call us— orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 
If that our noble father be alive ? 

Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me both ; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, 
As loth to lose him, not your fathers death ; 
It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost 

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it ; whom I will imp6rtune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect 

Dough. And so will I. 

Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth 
love you well : 
Incapable 1 and shallow innocents, 
You cannot guess who caus'd your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle 
Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
Dcvis'd impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes, 
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 
Yet from my dugs be drew not this deceit 

Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, gran- 
dam? 

Duch. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it Hark! what noise is this? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth distractedly; Rivers, and 
Dorset, following her. 

Q. Eli*. Ah ! who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep? 
To chide mv fortune, and torment myself? 
I'll join with black despair against my soul, 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impatience? 

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence :— 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap?— 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; 
That our swift -winged souls may catch the king's; 
6r. like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest 

Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble husband ! 
I have bewept a noble husband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images : 
But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death, 
And I for comfort have bat one false gla#s 
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Tfcal grieves me when I see my ihaine in Km, 
Hkxi art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee : 
Bat death hath snatch* d my husband from my arms. 
And pluck*d two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause hare I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ! 

Son. Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our father's 
death; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Dough. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan'd, 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. EMm. Give me no help in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govem'd by the wat'ry moon, 
May send forth plenteous tear* to drown the world ! 
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 

Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Cla- 
rence! 

Duck. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 
Clarence ! 

Q. EUz. What stay had I, but Edward? and he's 
gone. 

Chil What stay had we, but Clarence? and he's 
gone. 

Duck. What stays had I, but they ? and they are 
gone. 

0. EUz. Was never widow, had «o dear a loss. 

Chil. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss. 

Duch. Was never mother had so dear a loss. 
Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs ; 
Their woes are parceil'd, 1 mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I : 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I : 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distrcss'd, 
Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow's nurse, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother ; God is much dis- 
pleased, 
That you take with unthankfulneas his doing; 
In common worldly things, 'tis cali'd — ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

JEtP. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young prince your son: send straight for him, 
Let him be crown'a ; in him your comfort lives : 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enter Gloater, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, 
Katclu% and others. 

Qio. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wafl the dimming of our shining star, 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do err you mercy, 
I old not see your grace .- — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy 
breast, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 

CMo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man ! — 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing ; [Aside. 
I marvel, that her grace did leave it out 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing 
peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 

m Divided. 
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Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 
We are to reap the harvest c4 his son. 
The broken rancour of your high-twoln hearts. 
But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together, 
Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept : 
Me seemeth good, that, with some little tram, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Riv. Why with some little train, my lord of 
Buckingham ? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude, 
The new-heal'a wound of malice should break out; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, 
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungov- 

em'd : 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as please himself, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo. 1 hope, the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 
Which, imply, by much company might be urg*d : 
Therefore 1 say, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 

Hast. And so say I. 

Glo. Then be it so; and go we to determine, 
Who they shall be that straight shall post te 

Ludlow. 
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go 
To give your censure 3 in this weighty business ? 
[Examt all hvt Buckingham and Gloater. 

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at home : 
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, 
As index 3 to the story we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet ! — My dear cousin, 
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. 

[Exettnt. 

SCENE III.— The same. A street Enter boo 
Citizens, meeting. 

1 CO. Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away 

so fast ? 

2 Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

\Cit. Yes; the king's dead. 

2 Cit 111 news, by'r lady ; seldom comet the 

better: 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God speed ! 

1 Cit. Give you good morrow, sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's 

death? 

2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help the while ! 

3 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous 

world. 

1 Cit. No, no ; by God's good, grace, his ton 

sliall reign. 
3 Cit. Wo to that land, that's govern'd by a 
child ! 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government ; 
That, in his nonage/ council under him, 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself, 

f2) Opinion. C3) Preparatory. (A) Minority. 
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No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 Ot. So stood the state, when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends, 
God wot ;> 
For then this land was famously enrich'd 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his father ; 
Or, by his father there were none at all : 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gfoster ; 
And the queen's sons, and brothers, haught and 

proud: 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. 

1 Cit Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will 

be well. 
3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on 

their cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storm* make men expect a dearth : 
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 
Tig more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reason 3 almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see 

The water swell before a boist'rous storm, 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

3 Git And so was I ; 111 bear you company. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE Tf.— The samo. A room in tike palace. 
Enter the archbishop of York, the young duke 
of York, Queen Elizabeth, and the duchem of 
York. 

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony- 
Stratford; 
And at Northampton they do rest tonight : 
Te-morrow,or next day, they will be here. 

Dueh. 1 long with all my heart to see the prince; 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

•2* EUz. But I bear, no ; they say, my son of 
York 
Hath almost overt* Vn him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so. 

Duch. Why, my young cousin, it w good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at 
supper, 
My uacle Rivers talk'd bow I did grow 
More than wr brother ; Ay, quoth my uncle Gloster. 
Small herb* have grace, great weeds do grow apace: 
And since, methinks, I would uot grow so fast, 
Because swert flowers are slow, and weeds make 
haste. 

Duck. "Good faith, good faith, the saying did 
not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
Ha was the wretchedVt thing, when he was young, 
So long a growing, and so leisurely, 
Thai, if his rule were true, he should be gracious 

Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 
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Duch. I hope, he is; bat yet let mothers doubt 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remenv 

ber'd, 

I could have given my uncle's grace a float, 

To touch bis growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Dmch. How, my young York ? I pr'ythee, let 

me hear it 
York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast, 
That he could gaaw a crust at two hours old ; 
Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 
Duck. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee 

this? 
York. Grandam, his nurse. 
Duch. His nurse? why she was dead ere thou 

wast born. 
York If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told 

mc. 
Q. EUz. A parlous* boy : Go to, you are too 

shrewd. 
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with (he 

child. 
Q. EUz. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger ; 

What news ? 

Mess. Such news, my lord, 

As grieves me to unfold. 

&£&?. Howdothoteprmce? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to 
Pomfret, 
With them sir Thomas Vaughaa, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them? 

Mess. The mighty defea, 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q Elix. For what offence ? 

Mess. The sum of all I ran, I have disclos'd; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. EUz. Ah mc, I see the ruin of my house ! 
The tiger bow hath seis'd the gentle hind ; 
Insulting ty ra nny begins to jut 
Upon the maoceal and awless throne : — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 
I see, as in a map, the end of alt. 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling daya! 
How many of you have mine even beheld ? 
My husband lost his life to get me crown ; 
And often up and down my sobs were tost, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and foes : 
And being seated, and domestic Droits 
Clean over-blown, themselves, die conquerors. 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, self 'gainst self:— Q, preposterous 
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more ! 

Q. EUz. Come, come, my boy, we wMl to sanc- 
tuary. — 
Madam, farewell. 

Duch Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. EUz. You have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go. 

[TotU&itZm. 
And thither bear your treasure and your goouV 
For my part, I'll resign unto vour grace 
The seal I keep ; And so betide to me, 
As well 1 tender you and all of yours ! 
Come, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. [ExnmL 

(3) Perilous, dangerou*. 
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act in. 

SCENE I.—Tht same. A street. The trumpets 
wound. Enter the prince of Wales, Gloster, 
Buckingham, Cardinal Bouchier, and others. 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 

your chamber. 
Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' rove- 
reign: 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your 
years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you distinguish of a man, 
than of his outward show ; which, God he knows, 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous ; 
Your grace attended to the sugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poison of their hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from such false 
friends f 
Prince. God keep me from false friends! but 
they were none. 
. Olo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to 
greet you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his train. 

May. God bless your grace with health and happy 

days! 
Prince. I thank you, good my lord ; — and thank 
you all. — [Exeunt Mayor, Ifc. 

I thought ray mother, and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the sweat- 
ing lord. 

Prince, welcome, my lord: What, will our 
mother come ? 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
Would nun have come with me to meet your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld 

Buck. Fie ! what an indirect and peevish course 
Is mis of hers ! — Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to tend the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently ? 
If she deny, — lord Hastings, go with him, 
And from ner jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory 
Can from his mother win the duke of York, 
Anon expect him here : But if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land, 
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 
You break not sanctuary in setting him. 
Hie benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deserv'd it ; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 

(1) Sensible vice, the buffoon in the old plays. 



Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men; 
But sanctuary children, ne'er till now. 

Card My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for 
once. — 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me f 

Hast. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste 
you may. [Exe. Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come. 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation I 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal sett 
If I may counsel you, some day or two, 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then where you please, and shall be thought mostfit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place : — 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord ? 

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record ? or else reported 
Successively from age to age he built it r 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not register^ ; 
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age, 
As 'twere retail'd to all posterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do ne'er live 
long. [Aside, 

Prince. What say you, uncle ? 

Glo. I say, without characters, fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal > vice, Iniquity, [Aside, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince. That Julius Caesar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit set down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 
For now be lives in fame, though not in life. — 
III tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck What, my gracious lord ? 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 
ril win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as I Fiv'd a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly? have a forward 
spring. [Aside. 

Enter York, Hastings, and the Cardinal 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke 
of York. 

Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving 
brother? 

York. Well, my dread lord ; so must I call you 
now. 

Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief^ as it is yours : 
Too late* he died, that might have kept that title. 
Which by his death bath lost much majesty. 

Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York ? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. *t 

Glo. He hath, my lord. 

York And therefore is be idle ? 

Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I? 

Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman. 

York I pray you, uncle, then give me this 
dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, little cousin ? with all my heart. 

Prince. A bcraar, brother ? 

York Of my land uncle, that I know will give ; 
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Jted, Mag bat a toy, whfcb it bo grief to give. 
Gto. A greater gift tbao that 1*11 rive my cousin. 
ForJt A greater gift f O, mat's the mord to it? 
4Mb. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enou 
York. O tben, 1 see, you'll part but with light 

In weightier things 700*0 say a beggar, nay. 

Glo. It is too weight? for your grace to wear. 

York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Glo. Whet, would yon have my weapon, little 
lord? 

York. I would, that I might thank yon as you 
call 

Oh. How? 

York. Little. 

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in 
talk:— 
Uncle, tout grace knows how to bear with him. 

York. Yon mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
me: — 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that I am little, like an ape, 
He thinks that you should bear me on your 
shoulders. 

Back. With what a sharp-provided wit he rea- 
sons! 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 
So cunning, and so young:, is wonderful. 

Glo. My gracious lord, will't please you pass 
along? 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
\Vill to your mother ; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my 
lord ? 

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my ancle Clarence* angry ghost ; 
BIy grandam told me, be was murder*d mere. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not (ear. 
But come, my lord, and with a neavy heart, 
Thinking on mem, so I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal, and 
attendants 

Back. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Wat not mcens'd 1 by his subtle mother, 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a narfous boy ; 
Bold, ouick, ingenious, forward, capable ; a 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Back. Well, let them rest.— 
Cosm hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 
As closely to conceal what we impart: 
Thoa kuow t st our reasons urg'd upon the way ; — 
What thmk'st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cats. He tor his father's sake so loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 

Buck. What thkuVst thou then of Stanley? will 
not he? 

Case. He will do aft in all as Hastings doth. 

Buck. Well then, na more but this : Go, gentle 
Catesby, 
Aai, ss> it w«re for osT, sound mesj ford Hastings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 



(!) Incited 
voi.it. 
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And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all oar reasons .- 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou so too, ana so break off the talk, 
And give us nonce of his inclinatkm : 
For we to-morrow bold divided* councils, 
Wherein thyself shah highly be empioy*d. 
Qlo. Commend me to lord William : toM 



bin, 



Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this ~ 

soundly. 

Gs/e.My good lords both, withal) the heed lean. 
Glo. Shall we hear from yon, Catesby, ere we 

sleep? 
Gate. You shall, my lord. 
Glo. At Crosby -place, there shall y 00 find us both. 

[Exit Catesby. 
Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 
Glo. Chop off his head, man; — somewhat we will 
do: — 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was possessed. 
Buck. Fll claim that promise at your grace's 

hand. 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form. [Eos. 

SCEJVE U.— Before Lord Hastings? hemes. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, — [Knocking. 

Hast [Within.] Who knocks? 

Mess. One from lord Stanley. 

Hast [Within.) What is't o'clock ? 
Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights? 

Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship, 

Hast. And then, — 

Mess. And then he sends you word, he dreamt 
To-night the boar had rased off his helm : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held ; 
And that may be determm'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to me at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's plea- 
sure, — 
If presently, you will take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him toward the norm, 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord ; 
Bid him not fear the separated councils : 
His honour, and myself, are at the one ; 
And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance.-* 
And for his dreams — I wonder, he's so food* 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers: 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 
Were to incense the boar to follow us, 
And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 

(3) Separate. (4) Example. (S) Weak. 
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Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar 1 will use us kindly. 
Met*. I' 11 go, my lord, and tell him what yon say. 

Enter Catesby. 

Caii. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 

Hast. Good morrow, Catesby; you are early 
stirring : 
What news, what news, in this our tottering slate ? 

Cede. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast. How ! wear the garland ? dost thou mean 
the crown ? 

Caie. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I U have this crown of mine cut from my 
shoulders, 
Before Til see the crown so foul misplac'd. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cote. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you for- 
ward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And, thereupon, he sends you this good news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 
Bat, that I'll give my voice on Richard's side, 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cote. God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind! 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence, 
That they, who brought me in my master's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy 
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
ni send some packing, that yet think not on'L 

Cote. Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it 

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so 'twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou, and I ; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cats. The princes both make high account of 
you,— 
For mey account his bead upon the bridge. [Aside. 

Hast. I know, they do; and I have well de- 
serv'd it 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear, man? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. Mr lord, good morrow ; and good morrow, 
Catesby: — 
Yon may jest on, but, by the holy rood,* 
I do not UKe these several councils, I. 

Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours ; 
And never, in ray life, I do protest, 
Waa it more precious to me than 'tis now : 
Think yon, but that I know our state secure, 
I would be so triumphant as I am ? 

Stan, The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 
Were jocund, and suppos'd their states were sure, 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent 

( 1) i. t. Glostw, who had a boar for his arms. 



Hast. Come, come, bare with you.— Wot» yom 
what, my lord? 
To-day, the lords yon talk of an beheaded. 
Statu They, for their truth, might batter wear 
their heads. 
Than some, that have accus'd them, wear their ball. 
But come, my lord, let's away. 

Enter a Pursuivant 

Hast. Go on before, 111 talk with this good fel- 
low. [Exeunt Stan, and Catesby. 
How now, sirrah? how goes the world with thee? 

Purs. The better, that your lordship please toaak. 

Hast. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now. 
Than when thou met'st me last where now we meat: 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee (keep it to thyself,) 
This day those enemies are put to death, 
And I in better state than ere I was. 

Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good con- 
tent! 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for 
me. [Thrown* him his purse. 

Purs. I thank your honour. [Exit Pursuivant. 

.Enter a Priest 

Priest. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see 

four honour, 
thank thee, good sir John, with all my 
heart 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content yon. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord cham- 
berlain? 
Your friends at Pomfret, tbey do need the priest; 
Your honour hath no shriving 4 work in hand. 

Hast. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy n*^ 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay mere: 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 

Buck. And supper too, although thou know'st it 
not [Aside. 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast Fll wait upon your lordship. 



SCENE J//.— Pomfret Before the castle, 
ter Ratcliff, with a guard conducting Rivers, 
Grey, and Vaughan, to execution. 

Rat. Come, bringforth the prisoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,— 
To-day, shall thou behold a subject die, 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of 
you! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vavgh. You live, that shall cry wo for das 
hereafter. 

Rat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prison. 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 
Within the guilty closure or thy walls, 
Richard the Second here was hack'd to death : 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon on 
heads, 

(2) Crow. (3) Know. (4) Confession 
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When she exclaim' d on Hastings, you, and I, 
For standing by when Richard stabb'd her ton. 
JRirf. Then curs'd the Hastings, then curt'd she 
Buckingham, 
Then curs'd the Richard : — O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us! 
And for my sister, and her princely sons, — 
Be tatisfiea, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt ! 
Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate. 1 
JZtv. Come, Grej,— come, Vaughan, — let us here 
embrace: 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IF.— London. A room in the Tower. 
Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the bishop of 
Ely, Catesby, Lovel, and others, sitting at a 
talk: officers of the council attending. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are 
met 
It — to determine of the coronation : 
In God's name, speak, when is the royal day ? 

Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 

Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck, Who knows the lord protector's mind 
herein.' 
Who it most inward 3 with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know 
his mind. 

Buck. We know each other's faces: for our 
hearts, — 
He knows no more of mine, than 1 of yours ; 
Nor I, of his, my lord, than you of mine : — 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves roe well ; 
Bat, for his purpose in the coronation, 
I have not sounded him, nor he delivered 
Hit gracious pleasure any way therein : 
Bat you, my noble lord, may name the time ; 
And in the duke's behalf I'll give my voice, 
Which, I presume, he'll take in gentle part 

Enter Gloster. 

Ehf. In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 
Ob. My noble lords and cousins, all, good mor- 
row: 
I have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust, 
My absence doth neglect no great design, 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronoune'd your part, — 
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 
Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
bolder; 
Hit lordship knows me well, and loves me well — 
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Hoi born, 
I taw good strawberries in your garden there ; 
I do beseech you send for some of them. 
JB3y. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 
GU>. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Takes him aside. 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business ; 
And finds mat testy gentleman so hot, 
That he will lose his head, ere give consent, 
His master's child, as worshipfully he terms it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I'U go with 
too. [Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 
Stat. We have not yet set down this day of 
triumph. 

(1) Eipiafed, completed. (5) Intimate. 



To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden : 

For I mvself am not so well provided, 

As ebe 1 would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-enter bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord protector ? I have tint 
For these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth tUs 
morning ; 
There's some conceit 8 or other likes him well. 
When he doth bid good morrow with such spirit. 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Christendom, 
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he ; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his fact, 
By any likelihood he sliow'd to-day ? 

Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is of- 
fended ; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Rt-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve, 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast . The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders : Whosoe'er they be, 
I say, mylord, they have deserved death. 

Gh. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil, 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; beheld mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, withered up : 
And this is Edward s wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord, — 

Glo. If ! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
Talk'st thou to me of ifs ? — Thou art a traitor :— 
Off with his head : — now, by saint Paul I swear, 
I will not dine until I sec the same. — 
Lovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done ; 
The rest that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeunt council, with Gloster and Buckingham. 

Mast. Wo, wo, for England ! not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, 4 might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm; 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot -cloth horse did stumble, 
And startled, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I want the priest that spake to me : 
I now repent I told the pursuivant, 
As too triumphing, bow mine enemies, 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butclier'd, 
And I myself secure in grace and favoua> 
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head. 

CaU. Despatch, my lord, the duke would be at 
dinner ; 
Make a short shrift, he longs to sec your head. 

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men. 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 
Ready, with every nod. to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lav. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis booties! to ei- 
claim. 

Hast. O, bloody Richard !— miserable England L 
Iprophesy the fearful'st time to thee, 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
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Come, kid me to the block, bear him tm head ; 
They smile at net, who shortly shell be dead. 

[Etesuel 



atSEJVE T.— Themme. The Tmser vails. En- 
ter Gloaler and Buckingham, in rusty armour, 
morvethus iUfmntre£ 

CTJe. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change 
thy colour ? 
If order thy breath in middle of a word,— 
And then again begin, and atop again. 
As if thou wert distraught, ana mud with terror? 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 
Intending 1 deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Am at my service, tike enforced smiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to grace ray stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 

CHo. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catcsby. 

Muck. Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord 

mayor, — 
4Bfe. Look to the draw-bridge there. 
Muck. Hark, hark ! a dram. 

Oto. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 
Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent for 

yon, 

€Uo. Look back, defend thee, here am enemies. 
Jeuck. God and our innocence defend and 

guard us! 

Enter Lovel and RntcluY, with Hastings* head. 

fife. Be patient, they are friends ; RatclaT and 
liovel. 

£ev. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo. So dear I lov'd the man, that I must weep. 
I took him for the plainest harmle*i't creature, 
That brcath'd upon the earth a Christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 
So smooth he dauh'd his vice with show of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 
I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife,— 
He hVd from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st shelter'd 
traitor 
That ever liv*d. — Look you, mv lord mayor, 
Would you imagine, or almost believe, 
(Were't not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted in the council-house, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster? 

May. What! had hew? 

Glo. What ! think you we are Turks, or infidels ? 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death ; 
But mat the extreme peril of the case, 
The peace of England, and our persons* safety, 
Esjfcrc'd us to thin execution ? 

Jtfoy. Now, fair befall you ! he deserv'd his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors from the. like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin'd he should die, 
PjMMyour lordship came to see his end ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 



(1) Protending. 



• 2) Original draft 



Because, sny lord, we weald have had you bend 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner end the purpose of ess Uosonns ; 
That yon might well nave signified the feme 
Unto the ritnons, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him, ana wail hst death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's ward 
shall serve, 
As well as 1 had seen, and heard him speak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes bothy 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citisens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo. And to that end we wish'd your lordship 
here, 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But since you came too late of our intent, 
Tet witness what you hear we did intend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo. Go after, after, cousin Buckingham, 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post : — 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children : 
Tell them how Edward put to death a dtaen, 
Only for saying — he would make his son 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, hie bouse, 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed bo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 
Which stretcn'd unto their servants, daughters, 

wives, 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart, 
Without control, listed to make his prey. 
Nav, for a need, thus far come near my person :-— 
Tell them, when that mv mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edwara, noble York, 
My princely father, then had wars in France ; 
And, by just computation of the time, 
Found, that the issue was not his begot ; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 
Yet touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off; 
Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord ; I'll play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead, 
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's 
castle; 

Where you shall find mo well accompanied, 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 

Buck. I go ; and, towards three or four o'clock. 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

Gio. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw,-r> 
Go thou [to Catc] to friar Penker ;— bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's castle. 

[ Exeunt Lovel and Catesby. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [Exit. 

SCEJSTE Vl.—A street. Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good lord 
Hastings ; 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd. 
That it may he to-day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together :— 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 
For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 
The precedent? was full as long a-doing : 
And vet within these five hours Hastings liv*d, 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while !— Who is so gross. 
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That cannot see tins palpable device i 
Yet who so bold, but says—he sees it not ? 
Bad is the world; and all wiJl come to nought, 
When such bad dealing most be seen in thought 

[jgxif. 

SCEJYE Vll.—Tkt same. Court of BaynanPs 
castle. Enter GUxttr and Buckingham, meeting. 

Glo. How now, how now ? what say the citizens .' 

Buck. Now by (he holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's chil- 
dren > 

Buck. 1 did ; with his contract with lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France ; 
The insatiate greediness of his desires. 
And hit enforcement of the city wives; 
Hi* tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, — 
As being got, your iather then in France ; 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments,— 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, (air humility; 
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouched, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratory grew to an end, 
I bade them, that did love their country's good, 
Cry — God taw Richard, England's royal king ! 

Glo. And did they so ? 

Buck. No, so ( Jod help me, tbey spake not a word ; 
But, like dumb statues, or breathless stones, 
Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Winch when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful silence : 
Hts answer was, — the people were not us'd 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again : 
Thus smith the duke, thus hath the duke inferred ; 
But nothing spoke .in warrant from himself. 
Vft>cn he had done, some followers of mine own, 
A \ower end o' the hall, hurPd up their caps, 
And some ten voices cried, God save king Richard! 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I ; 
This general applause, and cheerful shout, 
Argues your wisdom, and your love to Richard : 
And even here brake off and came away. 

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they ; would 
they not speak? 
Wul not the mayor then, and his brethren, come ? 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand; intend' some 
fear; 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 
And look von get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests: 
Play the maid's part, «till answer nay, and take it. 

Glo. I go; and if vou plead as well for them, 
As I can say nat to tnee for myself, 
ho doubt we'll bring it to a happy iseue. 

Buck. (Jo, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor 
knocks. [£ju1Gloster.j 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens. 

Welcome, my lord ; I dance attendance here ; 
I think, the Juke will not be spoke withal.— 

Enter, from the cruffe, Catesby. 
r, Catesby .' what says your lord to my request ? 

(I) Pretend. (2) A coach. (3) Fatten. 



Cafe. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord. 
To visit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck Return, good Catesby, to the grariousdoke; 
Tell him. myself, the mayor and aldermen, 
In deep de*igns, in matter of great moment, 
No less importing than our general good, 
Are come to ha\ e some conference with his grace. 

Cote. I'll signify so much unto him straight 

[Exit. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward ! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 3 
But on hi* knee* at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep divine* ; 
Not sleeping, to engross* his idle body. 
But praying, to enrich lii* watt hful voul : 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 
But, sure, I fear, we «)>all ne'er win him to it 

May. Marry, God defend, his grace should say. 
us nay ! 

Buck. 1 fear, he will: Here Catesby comes again; 

Reenter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cote. He wonders to what end you have assem- 
bled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
His grace not being warn'd thereof before, 
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that 1 mean no good to him : 
By neaven, we come to him in perfect love; 
And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Catesby. 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their txrads, 'tis hard to draw them thence; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloster, in a gallery altoot, between sum 
Bishops. Catesby returns. 

May. See, where his grace stands 'tween two 
clergymen ! 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand; 
True ornaments to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requests; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion, and right Christian zeal 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology; 
I rather do beseech you pardon me, 
Who, earnest in the scrvire of my God, 
Neglcrt the visitation of my friend*. 
But, leaving this, what in your grace's pleasure ? 

Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God 
above. 
And all good men of thi* unsrovem'd isle. 

Glo I do wnpect. I have done some offence, 
That sterns di*gra<-iou» in «he city's eye ; 
\?id that you rome to reprehend mv ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord : Would it might pleeaa 
your grace, 
On our entreaties to amend your fault! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian 
land? 

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, mat yon 
resigm 
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The supreme seat, the throne majestical. 

The scepter'd office of jour ancestors, 

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 

The lineal glory o( your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemish'd stock : 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts 

(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 

The noble i*le doth want her proper limbs; 

Her face defac'd with scan of infamy. 

Her royal stock CTaft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shouYder'd 1 in the swallowing gulf 

Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure. 2 we heartily solicit 

Your gracious self to take on you the charge 

And kingly government of this your land : 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain : 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your einpery,* your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving friends, 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
If, not to answer, — you might haply think, 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 
Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 
So season'd with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other side, I check'd my friends. 
Therefore, — to speak, and to avoid the first ; 
And, then in speaking, not to incur the last, — 
Definitively thus I answer you. 
Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeritable, shuns your high request 
First, if all obstacles were cut away, 
And that ray path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit, 
So mighty, and so many, my defects, 
That I would rather hide me from my greatness, 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, — 
Than in ray greatness covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my glory smothcrM. 
But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me ; 
(And much I need 4 to help you, if need were ;) 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 
Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time, 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 
On him I lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy stars, — 
Which, God defend, that I should wring from him ! 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your 
grace; 
But the respects thereof are nice* and trivial, 
All circumstances wrll considered. 
Yon say, that Edward is your brother's son ; 
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For first he was contract to lady Lucy, 
Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 
And afterwards by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 
These both put by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother to a many sons, 
A beauty-waning and distressed* widow, 
Even in the afternoon of her best days, 
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 

(1) Thrust into. (Ti Recover. (S\ Empire. 



To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

Tnis Edward, whom our manners call — the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

1 give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 

This proffer'd benefit of dignity : 

[f not to bles- us and the land withal, 

Vet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

From the corruption of abusing time, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat 
you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd 
love. 

Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful 
suit 

Glo. Alas, why would you heap mote ceres on 
me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty :— 
1 do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I cannot, nor 1 will not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and zeal, 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son ; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 6 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no, 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in your throne, 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house. 
And, in this resolution, here we leave you ; 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Citizens. 

Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept 
their suit ; 
If you deny them, all the land will me it 

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of caret ? 
Well, call them again ; 1 am not made of stone, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Ex. Cate. 
Albeit against my conscience and my soul.— 

Re-enter Buckingham, and the rest 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage, grave men,—- 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To bear her burden, whe'r 1 will, or no, 
I must have patience to endure the load : 
But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 
Attend the seuuel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God he knows, and you may partly see, 
How far 1 am from the desire of tnis. 
May. God bless your grace ! we see it, end will 

say it. 
Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal title, — 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy king! 
Alt. Amen. 
Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be 

crown'd ? 
Glo. Even when you please, since you will here 

it so. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your 
grace; 
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave, 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again.— 

[7b the Bishops. 
Farewell, good cousin ; — farewell, gentle friends. 

[Exeunt 

(V Want ability. (5^ Minute. (G^ Phy. 
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ACT IV. 

SCFJVE 1.— Btfort Iht Tout*. Enlt 
tide, Queen Qnb 



532! 

Clare 



■ucfeas u/ 

Ouothsr, An! , 
(■ Lady Maigaiel Plan tagr.net 



Led in the hud of her kind aunt of Glw • 
Now, for my life, she's wuiil'iing tail* 1 . .. 
On pun heart's lore, to greet ibe tender prir 

A happy anil ■ joy 
*3 £te. A. mud 



*. Gad give Tour gmei t: 

ir ind ■ joyful time of day I 



Aran. No further than the Tower; and,a 
Upon the like devotion u yourselves. 
To gram [ate the gentle princes there. 
% Eh* Kind sister, thanks; we'll enter al- 
together: 

Enltr Bralenbury. 

And, in pood time, bere the lieutenant ecu .. - — 

Master beotenant, pray you, by your lenv. 

Row doth the prince, and my young son if \- n I. f 

Brak. Right well, dear madam : By TOtnr pa 

er you to visit them ; 
hath strictly chnrg'd the contrary. 
_...i. The king: who's that? 
Brut. I mean, the lord pest i IN 

Q. Etii. The Lord protect him from th tiugli 
title! 
Ham he set bounds between their love, and rue | 
1 am their mother, who thai 1 bar me from them ( 
DuiA. I am their father's mother, I will » them. 
Arm. Their aunt 1 am in law, ia love Iheii 
mother: 
Then brine me to their dgbt. ; HI bear th 
And take thy office from thee, on thy peril. 

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardou me. 
[Exit Bra 
Enter Stanley. 



I may not ml 
The king hat 



toWaUMH 

iTo Iht duthtu of Gltste 
ichard's royal que ■ 
, cut my lace asunder I 



Ounp|«fi«tn f 



-Mother, 



Or das i rwoon with this dr 
Ami. Despiteful tidings ! 
Dor. Be of good cheer 

Q. Eiii.ODor«'U-peV>nottonie,gettb.vg 
Death and destruction dog thee at the he. ; 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go crow the sen*, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hi 
Co, hie thee, hie thee, from this .Isughter ■ ■ 
Lest thou increase the number of the deal 
And make medic the thrall of Margaret's MB 
Wot mother, wife, nor England's counted obbi 

Take all the swift advantage of the hottri ; 
(1) A serpent supposed tooiirinte from see 



You Jiall have letter* from me to my son 
In hi behalf, to meet you on the way - 
I:. :i * taVn lardt by unwise delay. 

/tilth. O ill-dispersing wind of misery '■ 
(I mi accursed womb, the bi-d of death; 
1 . ...katrice 1 hast thou halch'd to the world, 
\VI,.,<e uui voided ere is murderous ! 

.Sinn. Come, madam, come , 1 in all baste wst 



• nlden metal,' that m 



Q. Elii. Go, gi 
\, f,*d my humo 
.<J*«. Nolwby 



'd Henry's corse; 

was well wash'd from hi* 



to haunl (Ay bid; 



''■ ,■ h issit'd from my other angel husband. 

And that dead saint which then I weeping foUowM; 

I), when, I say, t look'd on Richard's face, 

nil was my wish,— Be thou, rpinth I, sccun'aT, 

f: lf - making me, to ym/ng, so ~" " ' ' 

. I, .,' irAra thou auir,tjit tn 

.■InJbt tty vtfUjf «,,!**, .... 

M..I-. muerabltby Ibr. lift of Ihtt, 

Thi,n thou hast modi mi by my dtar lorfi drntb ! 

I.o. ere 1 can rep-at thi< mi* again, 

I hn--ly grew captive to his liora-y words, 

Whirh ever since hath held mine eyes from rest; 

enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 
ISm "ilb his timorous dreams was still awak'd. 
bV-i<H he liate. me for my father Warwick ; 
tad will, no doubt, short])- be rid of me. 
<,' Eli*. Poor heart, adieu i I pity thy com- 
fit No more than with my soul I mourn for 

Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory ! 
Aim. Adieu, poor soul, that wk'st thy lean 



Diieh. Go thou to Ri , 

guide tbee !— [7b Dorset 

llou to Richard, and good angels tend tbee 1 — 
[7b Ana. 



_y crave, where peace and real lie with me ! 
! .. lily odd years of sorrow have I seen, 
'ud each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen.* 
V Eta Slay yet; look back, with roe, onto tha 



i cradle for such little pretty ones 1 
RdS ragged nurse ! old sullen plsyfellow 
F<K ttnder princes, use my babies well ! 
tl (."liih sorrow bids your stood farewell, " [Emt. 

SCUVE IL-Jt r 



of ttalt tn Iht saabsnr. 
Rkhard, as king snsori 
Calesby, a Page, susd 



K. Rich. Stand all apart— Cousin of Bucking- 
(S) The cowrn, H) Bum Ml Sorrow. 
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Buck. My gracious uferevo. 
K. Rich, Give me thy hand Thus high, by thy 
advice, 
And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 
Buck. Still live thev, and lor ever let them last ! 
K. Rick. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the 
touch, 1 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed : — 
Young Edward lives ; — Think now what I would 
speak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be 

king. 
Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned 

&/ttcAHa! ami king? 'Tisao: but Edward 
lives. 

Buck. True, noble prince. 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live, — true, noble pnnce !— 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 
Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly perform'd. 
What say'st thou now ? speak suddenly, be bris£ 

Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

JLRich. Tat, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes: 
Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause, 
dear lord, 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I will resolve your ejTace immediately. [Ex. Buck. 

Cafe. The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. 

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools, 

[Descends from his throne. 
And unrespectivfJ boys : none are for me, 
That look into me with considerate eves ; — 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect — 

Page. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupt- 
ing gold 
Would tempt unto a dose exploit 1 of death ? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman. 
Whose humble means match not ms haughty mind : 
Gold were as rood as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K.Rich. What is his name? 

Page. His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel. 

K. Rick. I partly know the man ; Go, call him 
hither, boy.— [E*it Page 

The deep-revolving, witty* Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 
Hath he so long held out with me untir'd, 
And stops he now for breath ? — well, be it so. — 

Enier Stanley. 

How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ? 

Stan. Know, roy loving lord. 

The marquis Dorset, as I bear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where be abides. 

lLRick. Come hither, Catesby: rumour it abroad, 
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 
I will take order for her keeping close. 
Jjjf** 8 Bw 0ttt 80nM mean-born gentleman, 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence 1 daugh- 
ter: — 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him— 



(1) Touchstone, 
f 3) Secret art. 



(2) Inconsiderate 
(4) Cunning. 



Hark, coma 



Look, how thou dretnVttS-4 say again, rive out, 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die : 
About it ; for it stands me much *pon,< 
To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage me.— 

f£*t* Catesby. 
I mutt be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass :— 
Murder her brothers, and then merry ner ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, thai sin will pluck an sin. 
Tear-falling pity dweib not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel. 

U% name— Tyrrel? 
Tyr. James Tyrrel, asai your most obedient 

subject 
K Rich. Art thou, indeed? 
jy*- Pre** sue, my gracious lord. 

KRich. Dar'sttaoo resolve to kill a friend of 

mine? 
Tyr. Please you; but I had rather loll two < 

mies. 
K.Rich. Why, then thou hast it; two deep < 
mies. 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers. 
Are they that I would have thee deal 8 upon : 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to then. 
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rich. Thou sing'st sweet music. Hark, 
hither, Tyrrel ; 
Go, by this token :— Rise, and lend thine 

[Whispers. 
There is no more but so : — Say, H is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it 

Tyr. I will despatch it straight [Exit 

Re-tnier Buckingham. 

Buck. My lord, I have conwderM in my aha} 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich, Well, let that rest Dorset is fled to 
Richmond. 

Buc k . I hear the news, my ford. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wile's son : — Wefl, 
look to it 

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by 
promise, 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 
Which you have promised I shall possess. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it 

Buck. What says your highness to my just re- 
guest? 

K. Rich. I do remember me, — Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevish 7 boy. 
A king !— perhaps— — 

Buck My lord, 

K. Rich. How chance, tha prophet could not at 
that time. 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him? 

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom,- • 

K Rich. Richmond .'—When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle, 
And calPd it — Rouge-moot: at which name, I 

started ; 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I should not lire long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ? 

(5) It is of the utmost rrwquawce to my ocsarnj. 
(to Art. (1) FooKA. 
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I am thus lx»ld 
d me. 



To put your grace in mind of what you promis* 

K. Rich. We 11, but what is't oVlm-k .' 

Buck. V\kh\ the stroke 

Of ten. 

A'. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Ruck. Why, let it strike ? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, 1 thou keep'st 
the stroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
J am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whe'r you will, 
m»_ or no. 

K. Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not in the. 
vein. [Exeunt King Richard, and train. 

Buck. A^ is it thus ? repay* lie my deep service 
With such contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
O, let me think on Hastings ; and be j»one 
To Brecknock, 2 while my fearful head is on. [Exit. 

SCENE ITL— The same. Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous ma>sacrc, 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless 3 butchery, 
Albeit they were llcsih'd villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild companion, 
Wept like two children, in their death 1 * Hail story. 
O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes, — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
J fit/tin their alabaster innocent arms: 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
Which, in their summer beauty, kiss'd each other. 
A book of prayers on their pUlow lay ; 
Which once, quoth Forrest, almost changed my 

mind ; 
But, O, the devil — there the villain stoppM ; 
When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That, from the prime creation, e'er she framed. — 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse, 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes: — All health, my sovereign lord ! 

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am 1 happy in thy news? 

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, > 

r or it is done. 

K. Rich. But didst thou sec them dead ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

tC. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them; 
But where, to say the truth, T do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after 
supper, 
When thou shilt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 
Ami be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell, till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [ E tit. 

jC. Rich. The son of Clarence have I penn'd up 
close; 
His daughter meanly match'd in marriage ; 
The aons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night 
iN'uw, for I know the Bretagne 4 Richmond aims 

(1) An image like those at St. Dunstan's church 
in Fleet-street. 

(2) His castle in Wales. (3) Merciless. 
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At young Elizulieth, my brother's daughter, 
And, by tluit knot, look* proudly on ue crown, 
To her I go, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 

Gift. My lord, — 

K. Rich. Good newb or bad, that thou com'st in 

so bluntly ? 
Cate. Bad news, my lord: Morton 5 is fled to 
Richmond ; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welsh- 
men, 
Is in the field, and still his power increaseth. 
K. Rich. Fly with Richmond troubles me more 
near, 
Than Buckingham, and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, — I have learn'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggar)* : 
Then fiery, expedition l»c my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for u king ! 
Go, muster men : My counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE n r .--Thc same. Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction 6 am I witness to, 
And will to Francr; hoping, the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret .' who comes 
here ? 

Enter Queen Elirabclh and Vie Duchess of York. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender 
babes f 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 
If yet ycHir gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not li\\l in doom perpetual, 
Hover about mc with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover ulwut her; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night 

Duch. So many miseries have craz'd my voice, 
That mv wo-wearied tongue is still and mute, — 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 
Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, God, fly from such gentle 
lambs, 
And thiow them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou ylecp, when such a deed was done ? 
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet 

son. 
Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living 
ghost, 
Wo's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life 

usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 
Kcst thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 

[Sitting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 
Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou would'st as soon afford a 
grave, 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not rent them here ! 

(4) The country in which Richmond had taken 
refuge. 

(5) Bishop of Ely. (6) Introduction. 
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Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

[Sitting down by her. 

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory, 1 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
If sorrow can admit society, 

[Sitting down vrith them. 
Tell o'er jour woes again bv viewing mine : — 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 
I had a husband, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Duck, I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work ; 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth. 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. — 

upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body, 

And makes her pew-fellow 3 with others' moan ! 

Duch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes ; 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

O. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Ldward ; 
Young York he is but boot, 3 because both they 
Match not the hie;h perfection of my loss. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb'd my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely sroother'd in their dusky graves. 
Richard yet lives hell's black intelligencer; 
Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls, 
Ana send them thither : But at hand, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unpJtied end : 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 
To have nim suddenly convey'd from hence :— 
Cancel his bond of life, dearfeod, I pray, 
that I may live to say, The dog is dead I 

Q. Eiix. O, thou didst prophesy, the time would 
come. 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad. 

Q. Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourish of my 
fortune; 

1 call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what I was, 

The uttering index 4 of a direful pageant, 
One heav'd a high, to be hurl'd down below : 
A mother only mock'd with two lair babes ; 
A dream of what thou wast; a garish* flag. 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble.; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
When it thy husband now ? where be thy brothers? 
Where be tny two sons ? wherein dost thou joy? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says— God save the 

queen? 
Where be the bending peers that flattcr'd thee ? 
, Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ? 
decline all this, ana see what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

fl) Seniority. (J) Companion. 

(3) Thrown b to boot 



For joyful mother, one mat wails the name ; 
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care : 
For one that scorn'd at me, now acorn'd of me ; 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one ; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the course of justice wheel 1 d about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art 
Tbou didst usurp my place, And dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke ; 
From which even here I slip my wearied head. 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York's wife, — and queen %t sad nit- 
chance, — 
These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

S. Eiix. O thou well skill'd in curses, stay a while, 
teach me how to curse mine enemies. 
Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the 
day; 
Compare dead happiness with living wo; 
Think that thy baues were fairer than they were, 
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thv loss makes the bad causer worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 
Q. Eivt. My words are dull, O, quicken mem 

with thine! 
Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. \Rxii Q* Mar* 

Duch. Why should calamity be hill of words? 
Q. Eiix. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 
Let them have scope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart 
Duch. Ir so, then be not tongue-ty'd: go win 
roe, 
And in the breath of bitter words left smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother*d. 

[Drum, wt&tft. 
I hear his drum, — be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his from, marching. 

K, Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 

Duch. O, she, that might have intercepted thee, 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done. 

$. Eiix. Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden 
crown, 
Where should be branded, if that right were right, 
Hie slaughter of the prince that ow'd 8 that crown, 
And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers? 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ? 

Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where it thy brother 
Clarence ? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? 

Q. Eiix. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey? 

Duch. Where is kind Hastings? 

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! — strike alarum, 
drums ! 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed: Strike^ I say. — 

[ItoMrafc. Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with tlin clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch. Art thou my ton ? 

(A) Indexes were anciently placed at the be- 
ginning of books. 
(5) Flaring. (6) Owned. 
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K. Rich. Ay; I thank God, op lather, and your- 
self. 

Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madain, I have a touch oi your con- 
dition, 1 
That cannot brook, the accent of reproof. 

Duch. O, let me speak. 

K. Rich. Do, then ; but Til not hear. 

Duch. I will be. mild and gentle in my word* 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother ; for I am in 
haste. 

Duch. Art thou so hasty? I have staid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, 2 thou know'st it well, 
Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 
Tetchy 1 and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and fu- 
rious; 
Thy prune of manhood, daring, bold, and ven- 
turous; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 
That ever grae'd me in thy company ? 

K. Rich. 'Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that 
call'd your grace 
To breakfast once, forth of my company. 
If 1 be so disgracious in your Might, 
I jet me march on, and not oflend you, madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 

Duch. I pr'ythce, hear me speak. 

K. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K.Rich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God's just ordi- 



Ere from mis war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age snail perish, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee ray most heavy curse , 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the c6mplete armour that thou wear's! ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 
Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

[Exit. 

Q. Eli*- Though far more cause, yet much less 
spirit to curse 
Abides in me ; I say amen to her. [Going. 

K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word with 
you. 
•«2* EHs. I have no more sons of the royal blood, 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd— Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

S. EUm. And must she die for this ? O, let her live, 
_ 111 corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself, as false to Edward's bed ; 
Throw over her (he veil of infamy : 
So she mav five unscanM of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal 
blood. 



(\) Disposition. 
(3) Touchy, fretful 



(1) Cross. 

(4) Unavoidabia. 



Q. Eliz. To nave her hfe, I'll say— she is not so. 
K. Rich. I for life is safest only in her birth. 
Q. EHs. And only in that safety died her bo- 
thers. 
K. Rich. I«o, at their births good stars were op- 

|K>site. 
Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friend* were con- 
trary. 
K. Rich. All una voided 4 is the doom of destiny. 
Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes des- 
tiny : 
My babes were destin'd to a fairer death. 
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 
K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my 

cousins. 
Q. Eliz. Coiteius, indeed; and by their uncle 
cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whoso hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and 

blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still 1 use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes; 
And I, m such a desperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 
Rush all to piece* on thy rocky bosom. 

K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise, 
And dangerous success* of bloody wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd ! 
Q. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the fiu£> of 
heaven, 
To be discover'd, that can do me gocrt? 
K.Rich. The advancement of your children, 

gentle lady. 
Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, thfcre to lose their 

heads? 
K. Rich. No, to die dignity and height of fortune. 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 8 

J. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 
me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise 7 to any child of mine ? 

K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs. 
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 
Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
kindness 
Last longer telling than thv kindness' date. 
K. Rich. Then know, that from my soul, I love 

thy daughter. 
Q. ELz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her 

soul. 
K. Rich. What do you think ? 
Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, from 
thy soul : 
So, from thy soul's love, didst thou love her brodhsa; 
And* from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it, 
K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my me**> 
ing: 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 
Q. Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall be 

her king ? 
K. Rich. Even he, that makes her queen : Who 

else should be ? 
Q.Eliz. What, thou? 

(5) Constant. (6) A crown. (?) Bequeath. 
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K. Rirh I.wu l o. W'htil tliink \nu 

of it, madam ' 

Q. KHz. 1 1 ■ »*v « .iiM th«»»i wither? 

A'. Rich. That I would ham .>t m>u, 

A* one Wwii 1n->C aeijuaiutr-d with her liuriii >irr. 

Q. KHz. A iii I will tlii hi leam of me; 

K. Rub. Madam, with =■ II mvh'-.iit. 

Q. KHz. Send to lier by tin- man that ?!c\v !u i 
brother*, 
A pair of bleeding hearts: thereon engrave, 
Edward, ant] \ork, tin n, Imply, 1 wiil -'«■ weep: 
Therefore pre-enl to her, — a- - ■.<ni<linn Margaret 
Did to thy lather, stccpM in Kmluiid** blond,- - 
A handkr-rchii f; whicn, «ny to Ikt, did dm in 
The purple sap from hi r »wirt brother'- July, 
And bid Iwr wijH* her weepiujr *v«-- wulml. 
It* thi;» inducement ni"M: her nut to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds; 
Tell h^r, tltou mad'-l awav Ikt unrlt- C'lareme, 
Kit mule River*; ay, ami, for hrr sake, 
Mad*-1 quick i onvrvamv with hrr gi«od aunt Anno. 

K. Rick. Vuu mock me, madam; thi- i*nut the 
way 
To win VtMir daughter. 

Q KHz. There i* no otlwr wny ; 

l"iile-s thou eould'-t ]Hit on mi|i it- ulhi-r -hape, 
And not lv Ki. hard that liath di'iu> all this. 

A'. Rich. Say, thai 1 did all this for love, of hrr? 

Q. KHz. Nay, (hen iud<i.-d, -he cannot cho^e 
bill have llu-i', 

wiiu; bought love with «muIi a blmdv *poil. 

■ '. Rich. I.(«i\, what i* done cannot In- now 
ameudtd: 
nil deal unadvisidly <>oiiKtiin<'S 
\> Mi r-huiirsjove lci-ure to n -pt-nt. 

If* i *U" thf kiu^d'iiii from \otir sons, 

To ln.'i. Vnds, I'll j»iir it to vour daughter. 
]|" I ha\t , I the issue of your womb, 
To quickt . « increase, 1 will b«-get 
Mine is-ue r blood upon yuiir daughter. 

A gnuidamV . . is little 1*-m- in love, 
Than w the c Me of a mother ; 

They arc a* ci. n, but one -lep U-low, 
Kven of vour mettle, of vour very blood ; 
Of all one pain, — *avc for a night of groans 
Kndur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 
Hut mine shall be a ri.'infort to }our ago. 
The lo*s you haw, is but — n son lieing king, 
And, by that loss your daughter is made queen. 
I cannot make you what amend* I wt»uld, 
Thereibrc accept such kiiidur.-* a-* I e:ui. 
Dorset, vour soil, that, with a fearful soul, 
T*nd* dwcontejited rti-ji* in fun'ijrn soil, 
Thi«« fair alliaiKr*- tniiekly shall cull lmnie 
To high promotion* and (crcat dignity : 
The king, that call- your beautum* daughter — wile, 
Familiarly shall call thv Don*-t — brotlnr; 
Again shall you bo nnithrr to a kin;;, 
And all the ruins of diMreiaful times 
Repaired with double richer of content. 
What ! we have many goodly day* to.xer : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have i»h< d, 
Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl ; 
Advantaging their loan, willi interc>t 
Of ten-time^double gain of happiness. 
Co then, mv mother, to thy daughter, go ; 
Make bold tier basliful yeare with yrmr expe-rience ; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer a tah* ; 
Pul in hrr tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of gulden sovereignty ; acquaint tlie princess 

(1) Peilmj^ 

(?) In the Livitical law, chap, xviii. 11. 



With tin mvii I -ilent lioun- ot marriage jity* 
\nd wIm.'ii lhi» aim of mini* hath chu*u>ed 
Tlie petty n:Ul, dull-braiiiM IhK'kiii^hain, 
Iviund with triumphant vn lands will I cwne, 
\ml lead th\ i!an^ht< i u> a e»»iii|in nuN Ud; 
To whom I will n !:nl m\ ■ (•iu|iit-«l i\im. 
And >!if >h'.dl Im- »i.li- in :r« -», ('.i-arV l':e»nr. 
Q. I '.Hz. What w« n^ 1 In -i I-. *a\ ? her l;ithci% 
biotin r 
Wi'tild hr hi i lor*l r Or :-l..i;! I .-.t\\ her unile? 
Or, hi- that >!i-w h« i l)n«t!it i«, aii>! hi r uiu It- ? 
("mlrr what tide shall I Wi»> for thei , 
1'hat fi<^l, the law, mv hniiour, and her love, 
("an make si em p!ea»i»^ to Iht li-uder \i ar»? • 
K. Rich. Inter lair KnglandS jxrao- h\ thi* al 

liaife. 
Q. Eli*. Whiih s-he shall purchsi-*- with »nl. 

l:i»iiii-j war. 
K. Rich. 'J'i'll her, the hinir, that may command. 

eiitn-ats. 
Q. Kit:. That :«t hrr hand-, which the king*- 

Kin^ li»ilii(U.- 
K. Rich. Sa\, slit shall Ik- a hijih and mi^hlji 

qif ( ii. 
Q. Ftiz. To wail the titl*-, n- Ikt nifthei doth. 
K. Rich. S:»\, I will love lu-r evi.rlaMin^h . 
'/ KHz. r.iilhow lonjr shall that tide, evir, last : 
A". Hfh. Svvi i il\ in Ion e unto her fail hlVs em I. 
Q. Kliz. 1 1« it Ihivv It'iif; fairl) shall In r sweet liU 

la-l i 
K. Rirh. A< lonjj as I haven, and ir.itun' length 

in- it. 
Q. KHz. A»Ion^a« hell, and Hii-hanl, likes ot* it, 
A'. Kith. Sav, I, Iut sovenii;n, am Ikt subject 

low. 
Q. KHz. Hut .-Ik', your subjei. t, liKtth- y.ieh rove- 

rei^niv. 
K. Rirh. IIi -eloquent in my U-half lo her. 
(J. Kliz. An honest tale >]>ecd* be>t, being pfaur 

ly told. 
K. Rich. Then, in plain term? tell licr my lovif 

tale. 
Q. KHz. Plain, and not houc*t, is t< mi har*h a *h 
K. Rich. Vour n a-oin are loo sJiallotv and 

(juick. 
Q. Eliz. (>, no, my reasons utv loo deep 
i\vm\ ; — 
Ton deep and dead, jv»or infant-, in their era 
K. Rirh. Ilatp not on that string, madam 

is p:ist. 
Q. KHz. I -larp on it -(ill -hull 1, till heart-; 

break. 

A'. Rich. .Now, by my George, my gartc 
my rrowii, — 

Q. KHz.' Pnjf.mM, dishmwur'd, and 
u-urpM. 

K. Rich. I «-vvi'ar. 

Q. Kliz. l»_v not hinsr ; for thi* i' 

Thv ("eonce, profauM, hath h»>>t it>» holy ' 
Thv <r.«r1i i, lili-mi-hM, |KiwuM his kni-h 
Thy crown, u-utp'd, di-jjnicM hi-* kinjj' 
If N>meiliiii>r thou would'sl -wear to !»■ 
Swear then by-oiuethin^thut thouhasti 

A'. Rirh. Now by the world, — 

Q. KHz. Tis full of thv 

K. Rich. Mv father'* diath,— 

Q. KHz. ' Thy life hath thi 

A'. Rich. Thi-n, bv m\-i If, — 

Q. KHz. ' ' Tin self 

A'. Rich. Why tlK-n. bv (lo\l,- 

Q. KHz. (iod\wrunf 

If thou had*-t featM lo bn ak un m 

A) Tlie en»ign- of tlie order o 
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The unity, (he king thy brother made, 
Had nut been broken, nor my brother slain. 
If tlKHi hadst fear'd to break ail oath by him, 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grae'd the tender tempi* -a of my child ; 
Aiul lx>th tlie princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender bed-tellows for dust, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. Elis. That thou hast wronged in the time 
o'erpast ; 
For I myself Lave many tears to wash 
I lereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee, 
TJjc children live, whose parent* thou hast slaugh- 

ter'd, 
Cngovcrn'd youth, to wail it in their age : 
The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher'd, 
Old barren plants, to wail it with tlteir age. 
Swear not by time to come : for that thou hast 
Mi*u*iM ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'erpast. 

K. Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent! 
•So thrive J in rnv dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 
Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planet* of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate. du\olion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteou* princely daughter ! 
In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myself, and thee, 
HtTH'lf, tlie land, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, niirj, and decay : 
It cannot be avoided but by litis ; 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother (I inuft call you so,) 
lie the attorney of my love to her. 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 
Urge the necessity and state of times, 
And be not peevish 1 found in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

K. Rich. Ay, if the devd tempt tliec to do good. 

Q. F.liz. Shall I forget my sell, to be myself? 

K. Rich. Ay, if youraelrs remembrance wrong 
yourself. 

Q. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But iu your daughter's womb I bun 
them : 
Where, in that nest of spicery, 2 they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your rccoinfortnre. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

S. Eliz. I go. — Write to me very shortly, 
you shall understand from me her mind. 
K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss, and so 
farewell. [Kissing her. Exit Q. Eliz. 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing — woman ! 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter Ratcliff; Catesby following. 

Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 
Ridelh a puissant navy ; to the shore 
.Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
1,'nurrn'd, and unresolv'd to l>eat them back : 
Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome tnern ashore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to Uw duke 
of Norfolk : — 
RatclifT, thyself,— or Catesby ; whcie is he i 

(1) Foolish. (2) The pJweni\'s nest. 



Catc. Here, my good lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to tlie duke. 

Catc. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 
K.Rich. Ratclifl", come hither: Post to Salisbury; 
When thou coin's t thither, — Dull unmindful villain, 

[7b Catesby. 
Why stavVt thou liere, and go'?t not to the duke ? 
Cale. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness' 
pleasure, 
What from jour grace I shall deliver to him. 
K. Rich. O, true, good Catesby ; — Bid him levy 
straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 
Gate. I go. [Exit. 

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at Sal- 

i»bun ? 
K. Rich. Why, what would'st thou do there, 

before I go ? 
Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before. 

Enter Stanley. 

K. Rich. My mind is chang'd. Stanley, wliat 

news with you ? 
Stan. N<*ie good, my liege, to please you with 
the hearing ; 
Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 
R. Rich. Heyday, a riddle! neither good nor 
bad ! 
What needSt thou run so many miles about, 
When thou may'>t tell thy tale the nearest way ? 
Once more, what news ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich. There let hiij)-jink, and be the seas 
on him ! * 

Whitc-liver'd runagate, what doth he there ? 
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 
K. Rich. Well, a* yam guess? 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 
He makes for Kngland, here to claim the crown. 
K. Rich. U the chair empty ? is the sword un- 
swayed ? 
Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess'd ? 
What heir of York i* there alive, but we ? 
And who is England':* kinir, but great York's heir? 
Then, tell me, what makes lie upon tlie seas? 
Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 
A". Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your 
liege, 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, 1 fear. 
Stan. No, illicit} liege; therefore mistrust me not 
K . Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him 
back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-c6nducting the rebels from their ships ? 
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends arc in the 

north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in 
the north, 
When they should serve their sovereign in me west? 
Stan, l'hey have not been commanded, mighty 
king : 
Pleaseth jour majesty to give me leave, 
I'll muster up my friends ? and meet your grace, 
When', and what time, your majesty hhall please. 
K. Rich. Ay, av, thou would'st be gone to join 
with KitluiMHid : 
I will not tru-l you, ?ir. 

Stan. MoM mighty sovereign, 

You have no caw-* to hold my friendship doubtful ; 
1 never was, nor iic\cr wdl be, false. 
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JT. Rich. Well, p>, 
leave behind 



But, bear you, 
Your son, George Stanley; look your heart be Ann, 

f\m *Amm !%■« k^oWl'si MMinffir* It Miff fraUl. 



Or eke his bead's assurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him, as I provo true to you. 

[Exit Stanley. 

Enter a Messenger. 

.Mm* . My moons sovereign, now in Devonshire, 
As I by friends am well advertised. 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother. 
With many mora confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

1 Mess. In Kant, my liege, the Guildfords are in 
arms; 
And every hour more competitors' 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter another Messenger. 

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Bucking- 
ham— 

EL Rich. Out on ye, owls! nothing but songs of 

death ? { Hs strikes him, 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty, 
Is,— that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispersed and scatterM ; 
And he himself wanderM away alone, 
No man knows whither. 

K. Rich, O, I cry you mercy : 

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 
Ham any well-advised friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

3 .Mast. Such proclamation hath been made, my 

liege. 
Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis 

Dorset, 
*Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bring 1 to your highness,— 
The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest : 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks, 
If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 
Who antwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon hit party: he, mistrusting them, 
Hois'd sail, and made his course again for Bretagne. 
K.Rich, March on, march on, since we are up 
inarms: 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Sinter Catesby. 

Cote. My hega, the duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is the best newt; That the earl of Richmond 
Is, with a mighty power, 3 landed at Milford, 
It colder newt, but yet they must be told. 

K. Rich, Away, towards Salisbury ; while we 
reason here, 
A royal battle might be won and lost :— 
Seine one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury;— the rest march on with me. [Est, 

SCENE V.—A room in Lord Stanley's house. 
Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Urswick.* 

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 



i 



That, in the sty of this most bloody boar, 

(1) Associates. (2) Force. 

(3) Chaplain to the countess of Rrchanoad. 



My son George Stanley it fraok'd* up in hold ; 
If 1 revolt, off goes young George's head ; 
The fear of that withholds my present aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha'iford-wetL i 
Wales. 

Stan What men of name resort to him ? 

Chris. Sir Waiter Herbert, a renowned soVdpBi 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Bits** 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 
And many other of great fame and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their course, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord; commend 
to him; 

Tell him, the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elisabeth her daughter. 
These letters will resolve him of ray mind. 
Farewell. [Gives papers to Sir Christopher. 

[Exeunt 



ACT V. 

SCENE /.—Salisbury. An open place. Enter 
the Sheriff, and Guard, xoith Buckingham, led to 
execution. 

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with 
him? 

Sher. No, my good lord , therefore be patient 

Buck, Hastings, and Edward's children, Riven, 
Grey, 
Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
Bv underhand corrupted foul injustice ; 
If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 
Even for revenge mock my destruction ! 
This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not? 

Sher. It is, my lord. 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls' day it my bodyk 
doomsday. 
Thai it the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wiaVd might foil on roc, when I was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies : 
This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall 
Bv the false faith of him whom most I trusted ; 
llus, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul, 
Is the detemun'd respite of my wrongs.* 
That high All-seer which I dallied with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head. 
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters* bosoms: 
Thus Margaret's curse foils heavy on my neck,— 
When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with 

sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess. — 
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of Mama. 

[Exeunt Buckingham, #}*• 

SCENE If.— Plain near Tamworth. Enisr, 
with drum and colours, Richmond, Oxford, Sir 
James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and others, 
with forces, marching. 

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 
friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 

(4) A sty in which hogs are set apart for fottenmg . 

(5) Injurious practices. 
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Thus far into the boweta of the land 

Have we marchM on without impediment ; 

And here receive we from oar father Stanley 

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement 

The wretched, bloody, and usarpmg boar, 

That spotl'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines, 

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his 

trough 
In your embowelPd bosoms, mis foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle, 
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 
In God** name, cheeriy on, courageous friends. 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand swords, 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb, f doubt not, but h» friends will turn to us. 

Biuni. He hath no friends, but who are friends 
for fear; 
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God's 
name, march: 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE III.— Bosworth FUUL Enter King 
Richard, and forces; the Duke 0/ Norfolk, 
Earl of Sumy t and others. 

ML Rich, Here pitch our tents, even here in 
Bosworth field. — 
My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 
Star. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk, 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; Ha! 

must we not? 
Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord 
K. Rich. Up with «ry tent: Here will I lie to- 



night; 
ISoUiers 



[Soldiers begin to setup theking's tent 
But where, to-morrow 7— Well, all's one for that — 
Who ham descried the number of the traitors? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is theirutmost power. 

K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles mat account : 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse faction want 
Up with the tent — Come, noble gentlemen, 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; — 
Call for some men of sound direction : — 
Left want no discipline, make no delay ; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt 

Enter, on the other side of the field, Richmond, 
Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and other Lords. 
Some of the soldiers pitch Richmond's tent 

Rkkm. The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives token of a coodly day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bearmy standard. — 
Give me some ink ana paper in mj tent; — 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit) each leader to bis several charge, 
And part in Just proportion our small power. 
My lord of Oxford,— you sir, William Brandon,— 
And you, sb Walter Herbert, stay with me : 
The earl of Pembroke keeps 3 his regiment ;— 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire'the carl to see me in my tent : — 

(1) Appoint. (2) Remains with. 

(3) A watch-light (4) Wood of the lances. 



Yet one tKinr more, good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanley qeaiter'd, do you know f 

Blunt. Unless I have mista'en his colours much, 
(Which, well I am assurM, I have not done,) 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peril it be possible, 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with 

him, 
And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it ; 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night ! 

Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, 
gentlemen. 
Let us consult upon to-morrow's business; 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the tent 

Enter, to his tent, King Richard, Norfolk, Ratclsf, 
muiUatesby. 

K. Rich. What is't o'clock ? 

Cote. It's supper time, my lord ; 

It's nine o'clock. 

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night. — 

Give me some ink and paper. — 
What, is my beaver easier than it was ? — 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cote. It is, my liege ; and all things are in readi- 
ness. 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge; 
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley's regiment; bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George foil 
Into the blind cave of eternal night — 
Fill me a bowl of wine.— Give me a watch :* — 

[7b Cateaby. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves 4 be sound, and not too heavy. 
RatcKff; 

Rat My lord? 

K.Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord Nor- 
thumberland? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-shut* time, from troop to troop. 
Went throurh the army, cheering up tne soldiers. 

If. /2^J am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine: 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, mat I was wont to have. — 
So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 

About the mid of night come to rov tent 
And help to arm me. — Leave roe, I say. 
[King Richard retires into his tent 
Ratcliff and Catesby. 

Richmond** tent opens, and discovers him and his 
officers, ifc. Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 

Richm. All comfort that the dark night can afford. 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. I, by attorney, 6 bless thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good • 
So much for that. — The silent hours steal on, 

(5) Twilight (6) Deputation. 
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And flaky darkness break* withui the ea«t. 
In brief, for w> the sons* mi bills us be, 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 
Aim! put thy fortune to tin 1 arhitremenl 
Of bloody Mroke-*, and mortal-staring war. 
I, us I may itlial which 1 would, 1 cannot, > 
With b**«.t advantage will deceit e. ihr lime. 
And aid thee in thi< doubtful >hock of ami- : 
But on thy side I may not be turj forward, 
Lest, being s«-cn, thv brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his father's .sight. 
Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious \ows of love. 
And ample interchange of swwl discourse, 
Which to long sundcr'd friends should dwell upon : 
God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 
Once more, adieu : — Ii<» valiant, ami speed well ! 

Rirhm. (*ood lord*, conduct him to his regiment : 
I'll strive, with troubled thought*, to take a nap; 
Lest leaden slumber peise' me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount with wing> of victory : 
Once more, good night, kind |ord*nndg< ntiemen. 
[Exeunt Ixtrds, \c. irith Stanley. 
O Thou! whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces witli a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy brui>ing irons' of wrath, 
That they may cru»h down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us tliy- ministers of chastisement, 
That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend inc. still ! [Sleeps. 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry the 
Sixth, rises betuven the ttco tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[ To King Richard. 
Tliink, how thou stab'dsl me in my prime of youth 
At Tewkshury ; Despair therefore, and die ! — 
Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged souls 
Of bulcher'd princes fight in thy lx-half : 
King Henri's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, mv anointed hotlv 

[To King Richard. 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 
'fiiink on tlw rower, and me ; Despair, and die ; 
Harry tlie Sixth bids thee despair and die.— 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! 

[ To Richmond. 
Harry, that prophesy'd thou should'st be king. 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; Live, and nourish! 

The GhoM of Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thv soul to-morrow ! 

[To King Richard. 
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile bctray'd to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thv cdgelevs sword ; Despair, and die ! — 

TIkmi ot&pring of the 1k>u>o of Lancaster, 

[To Richmond. 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 
Good angels guard thy battle ! Live, and flourish ! 

The Ghosts qf Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 

Rtv. Let me sit lieavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To King Richard. 
Rivew, that died at Ponifret ! Despair, aud die ! 

0) W'eigh. 



Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy sold despair ! 

[To King Richard. 
faugh. Think upon Vaughan; and, with guilt? 
fear, 
Let fall thy lance! Despair, and die!— 

[To King Richard. 
All. Awake! and think, our wrongs in Richard's 
bo*ojn [To Richmond. 

Will conquer him ; — uwuke, and win the day i 

Tfte Ghost of Hastings rises. 
Ghost. Bloody and guiltv, guiltily awake ; 

[7'oKing Richard. 
And in a Moody Iwttlc end thy days ! 
Think on lord Hastings; and "despair, and die! — 
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! 

[To Richmond. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake ! 

The Ghosts of the ttco young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smotber'd in the 
Tower ; 
Let us l)e lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ! 
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair, and die.- - 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy ; 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's anno/.' 
Live, and Ittget a happy race of king's ! 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

The Ghost of Queen Anne rises. 

Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne 
thy wife. 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy sleep with pert url>u lions : 
To-morrow, in the battle, think on me, 
And fall thy edgeless sword; Despair, and die! — 

Thou, quiet sou), sleep thou a quiet sleep ; 

[To Richmond. 
Dream of success and happy victory ; 
Thy ad\ crsary's wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 

Ghost. The first was I, that help'd thee to the 
crown ; [ To King Richard. 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny: 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And the in terror of thy guiltiness! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ; 
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath !- 
I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid : 

[ To Richmond. 
Rut cheer thy heart, ami lie thou not dismay *d : 
God and good angels fight on Richmond's side ; 
And Richard fall* in height of all his pride. 

[The Gho-t? ranish. King Richard starts 01/ / 
of his dream. 
K.Iiieh. (jive me another horse, — bind up my* 
wound?, — 
Have mere), Jcmi! — Soft; T did but dream: 

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me ! — 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful diops stand on my trembling flew. 
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by : 
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am 1. 

Is there a murderer here? No; — Ye*; I am: 
Then fly, — What, from mvself? Great reason 

Why? 
Lest I revenge. What ; Myself on myself? 

1 love imself. When; fore? Yor any good, 
That I myself have done unto mvself? 

O, no: aln«, I i.itlmr hate my»«.-ir, 

Kor hateful deeds t ommittr d by myself. 

I nui a \illaiu : Vet I lie, I ain'not.' 
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Fool, of thyself speak well :— Fool, do not Hatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongue*, 
And every tfitiguc bring* in a several tale. 
And c^ery tale condemn* nie for a villain. 
I'er jury, perjury, in iho high'st degree ; 
Aliirder, stern imirnW, in tin; dirM dri^rce ; 
AH jwerol ninis oil us'd in each dcun «'i 
Throng to the bar, citing all, — Guilty ! guilty ! 
I nhall despair. — There is no creature loves nie ; 
And, if 1 din, no soul will pity me : — 
Nay, wherefore should they ? since tliat I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 
JMethought, the souls of all that I had murder'd 
Came' to my tent : and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. My lord, 

K Rich. Who's there ? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The early village 
cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich. O, -Ratcliff, J have dreain'd a fearful 
dream! 
What thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ? 

Rat. No doubt, inv lord. 

K. Rich. ' Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,— 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
llian can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
Under our tent* I'll piny the eavcs-dropjier, 
To hear, if any mean to shrink from me. 

[Exeunt King Kicliard ami Ratcliff. 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and others. 

fiords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Richnu 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentle* 
men, 
That you have taVn a tardy sluggard here. 

fords. How have you slept, my lord ? 

Rirhm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
dreams. 
That ever cnter'd in a drowsy head, 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard mur- 
derM, 
Came to my tent, and cried— On ! victor}- ! 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
fn the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Jjordt. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richtn. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give di- 
rection. — [Me advances to the troops. 
More than I have said, loving countrymen, 
The lei-urc and enforcement of the time 
I orbid« to dwell on : Yet remember thi% — 
God, and our good cause, fight upon our side ; 
The prayer* of holy saints, and wronged souls, 
Like Wh-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces; 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against, 
Had ntfhcr have us win, than him ihey follow. 
Kor what i* he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a liomicide ; 
One rai»M in blood, and one in blood es»tablish'd ; 
Om* that made moans to come by what he hath, 
And slaughtt-r'd those that were the means to help 

him ; 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 



(I) Throne 

VOL II 



C2) Guard. (3) Requite. 



Of England's chair, 1 where he is falsely set ; 
One that hufli ever In-en God** ttnemy : 
Ttvn, if you lif;ht a^iin-t God's enemy, 
Gi*l will, in jiMtirr, w:ird* you as his soldiers; 
If vmi iKt sweat to put a rtrnnt down, 
Vou !»!i-«-|i in peace, the tyrant lying hlain ; 
; If inn do fi^lit against j«»ur t mmtry's foes, 
| Your •■•Hintry's f:it shnll pav your jKiins the hire; 
If you do fijihl in safeguard of your wives, 
Your wivi-* shall \v«l« 01110 honv: the conquerors ; 
If yw do five jour «-|ii!dren fnmi the sword. 
Your children'.* children quit 3 it in your age. 
Then, in tin- name of God, and all these rights, 
Advance your standard*, draw your willing swordt; 
For me, the randan of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you diall share hit part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully; 
God, and Saint George ! Richmond, and victory ! 

[Exeunt 
Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, attendants, and 

forces. 
K. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touch- 
ing Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He mud the truth : And what said 

Surrey then? 
Rat. lie binil'd and said, the better forourpur- 

n\ 
ie was i'thc right ; and so, indeed, it i*. 

[Clock strikes. 
Tell the clork tlmre. — Give mc a calendar.— 
Who saw the run to-day ? 
Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K. Rich. Tlien he disdains to shine ; for, by the 
book, 
He should hnve brav'd 4 the east an hour ago: 
A black day will it be to somebody. — 

Rntcliff, 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown nnd lonr upon our army. 
I would, tliesp df>wy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Whv, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heaven, 
That frowns on mo, looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Abr. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the 

field. 
A'. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle; — Caparison my 
horse ; — 
Call up lord .Stanley, bid him bring his power :— 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 
And thurf my battle shall be ordered. 
My forvward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of hone and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 
John duke of 'Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the. leading of this fi eland horse. 
They thus directed, wo onix-lf will follow 
In the main rmttlr ; whiw puis«an<c on either side 
Shall be well winded with our chn.'iV*t horse. 
This, and Saint Georgf to boot!— What think'H 
thou, Norfolk ? 
JVor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.— 
This found I on my tent this morning. 

[tricing a scroll. 

K. Rich. JorkyafXorfuIki be not too bold, [Reads. 

For Dickon* thy master is bought and sold. 

(4) Made it splendid. 
(C>) The ancient fuiiuliaiixation o( Richard 

2 K 
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A thing devised by the enemy. — 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ; 

Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 

Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe ; 

Our strong arm* be our conscience, sword* our law. 

March on, join bravely, let'* to't pell-mell ; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. 

What shall 1 say more than I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 
A sorti of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants, 
Whom their o*er-cloy*d country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur'd destruction. 
You sleeping safe, thry bring you to unrest ; 
You having lands, and bless'd with beauteous wives, 
They would restrain the (me, distain the other. 
And who dolh lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mothers cost ? 
A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over-shoes in snow ? 
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again ; 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 
These famish'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themselves: 
If we be conuuer'a, let men conquer us, 
And not these Dastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd. 
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 
Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 
Ravish our daughters ? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

[ Drum afar off. 
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows* to the head ! 
Spur your proud horws hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves P 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power? 

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich. Off instantly with his son George's head. 

JVbr. My lord, the enemy is pasa*d the marsh; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my 
bosom: 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. [Exeunt 

SCEJfE IT.— Another part of the field. Alar- 
um: Excursion*. Enter Norfolk, and force* ,* 
1o him Catesby. 

Cafe. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 



j an opposite to every danger ; 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Rkhmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost .' 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a 

uOrse . 
Cats. Withdraw, my lord, I'U help you to a hone, 

(^Ceomany. 

(2) Fright the skies with the shivers of your lances. 



K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 
I think, there be six Richmond* in the field ; 
Five have I slain to-dav, instead of him : — 
Ahorse! ahorse! my kingdom for a hone! [Exe. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
and exeunt fighting. Retreat, andjlourish. 
Then enter Richmond, Stanley, bearing the 
crown, with diners other Lords, and fonts. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais'd, victo- 
rious friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee ! 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty. 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have F pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, Amen, to all . — 
But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living f 

Stan, He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw ua. 

Richm. What men of name are slain on either 
aide? 

Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled, 
That in submission will return to us *, 
And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament, 
Wc will unite the white rose with the red :— 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frowu'd upon their enmity !— 
What traitor hears me, and says not, — Amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr'd herself; 
Tlie brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 
The father rashly slaughterM his own son. 
The son, corapeU»d, been butcher to the sire; 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided, in their dire division. — 
O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal bouse, 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their heirs (God, if thy will be so,) 
Enrich the time to come with snxxrth-fac'd peace, 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days ! 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce these bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in streams of blood! 
Let them not live to taste this land's increase, 
That would with treason wound this fair land's 

peace! 
Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, God say— Amen. 

[Exeunt. 



This is one of the most celebrated of our author's 
performances ; yet I know not whether it has not 
happened to him as to others, to be praised most, 
when praise is not most deserved. That this play 
has scenes noble in themselves, and very well con- 
trived to strike, in the exhibition, cannot be denied. 
But some parts are trifling, others shockingband 
some improbable. JOHNSON. 
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PROLOGUE. 



I COME no more to make yon laugh; things 



That bear a weighty and a serious brow. 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and wo, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to AW, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subject will deserve it Such, as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here find truth too. Those, that come to see 

Only a show or two, and so agree, 

The play may pass ; if they be still, and willing, 

1*11 undertake, may see away their shilling 

Richly in two short hours. Only they, 

That come to bear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noise of targets ; or to see a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded 1 with yellow, 

Will be deceiv'd : for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Oar own brains, and the opinion that wo bring 

(To make that only true we now intend^) 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 

Therefore, for goodness' sake, ana as you are 

known 
The first and happiest hearers of the town, 
Be sad, as we would make ye : Think, yc see 
The very persons of our noble story, 
As they were living; think, you sec them great, 
And follow'd with the general throng, ana sweat, 
Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ! 
And, if you can be memr then, I'll say, 
A man may we* p upon his wedding-day. 



(1) Laced. 



(2) Pretend. 



ACT I. 

SCEJVE /.—London. An antechamber in the 
Palace. Enter the Dukt of Norfolk, atone door; 
mi the other, the Duke of Buckingham, and the 
Lord Abergavenny. 

Buckingham. 

GOOD morrow, and well met How have yon 
don o , 
Since last we saw in Franca? 

JVbr. I thank your grace: 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

Buck. An untimely ague 

Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men,* 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

JVbr. 'Twixt Guyne# and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clang 
In their cmbracement, as they grew together; 
Which had they, what four thron'd ones could nave 

weigh'd 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prisoner. 

JVor. Then von lost 

The view of earthly glory : Men might say, 
Till this time, pomp was single ; but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day's master, till the last 
Made former wonders it's : To-day, the French, 
AH clinquant," all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the English : and, to-morrow, they 

(3) Henry VIII. and Fiancis I. king of France. 
I (4) Glittering, shinuig 
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Made Britain, India rvrry man, flint >tood, 
Show'd like a mine. Their divnili>h jiagi-s wen* 
As cherubim:!, hII gilt ■ the inad.uns ttio, 
Not us'd to toil, diii alimM sweat to Ix'iir 
The pride upon them, that their veiy l.iUmr 
VVm to them ;is a painting : uoiv this niii*k 
Whs cry'd incomparable; and the ciiMiiie&ui^lit 
Made it a fix>l, ami U*ggar. Tin- two kin^, 
Equal in lustre, were now bcM, now wor>i, 
As presence did present them; him in nc, 
Still him in prui&c : and, being present both, 
*Twas said, they mw but one; and no disceiner 
Durst wag hi* tongue in censure.' When those wins 
(For so they phrase them,) by their heralds chal- 
lenged 
The. noble spirits to amv, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compass; that former fabulous 

story, 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit, 
That Bevit* 2 was belicv'd. 

Buck. O, you go far. 

Nor. As I belong to worship, and atfttct 
In honour honesty, -the tract of every thtug 
Would by a goocl discounter lose some lite, 
Which action'* self was tongue to. All was royal ; 
To the disposing of it nought rcbcll'd ; 
Older gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

1 mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of thia great sport together, as you gue*« ? 

JVbr. One, certcs, 8 that promises uo element 1 
Id such a business. 

Buck. I pray you, who, mv lord ? 

JVbr. All this was order'd bv tlie. goou discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 

Buck. The devil fneed him! noinanSpic u freed 
From his ambitious hiiger. What hud he 
To do in these fiorci.-* vanities ? I wonder, 
That such a keccli 6 can with his veiy bulk 
Take up the rays o'lhe beneficial sun, 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. , Sure.ly, air, 

There 1 ! in him stuff that puts him to these ends : 
For, being not propp'd by ancestry (whose grace 
Chalks successors tlieir way,) nor call'd upon 
For. high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants, but, spider-like. 
Out of his self-drawing web, he give* us note. 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. I cannot tell 

WTiet heaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : Whence has he 

that? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard ; 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil, 

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o'the king:, to appoint 
Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file 7 
Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter,* 
The honourable board of council out, 
Must fetch him in he papers. 

(1) In opinion, which was most noble. 

(i) Sir Bevis, an old romance. 

(3) Certainly. (4) Practice. (.1) Proud. 

(6) Lump of fat (7) List. 



+V>er. I do know 

KiiiMiini of mine, three at the least, that have 
l>\ thia so sickeu'd their estate*, that never 
'1 hey shall abound as formerly. 

Buck. O, many 

1 l:t\ e bmke tlieir backs with laying manor* on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 
lint minister communication of 
A must poor issue? 

.iVor. Grievinglr I think, 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it 

Buck. Every man, 

After the hideous storm that followM, was 
A thing impir'd : and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general propliccy, — That this tempest. 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on't 

Nor. W T hich is budded out ; 

For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attached 
Our merchants* goods at Bourdcaux. 

Abtr. Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silencM ? 

JVbr. Marry, is't 

Aber. A pm|ier title of a peace ; and purchased 
At a superfluous rate ! 

Buck. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 9 

JVbr. 'Like it your grace. 

The state take* notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
I lonour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his jiotency 
Together : to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A minister in his power : You know his nature, 
That lie's revengeful ; and I know, his sword 
Hath u sharp edge : it's long, and, it may be said. 
It reaches far; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it Bosom up my counsel, 
You'll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes that 

rock, 
That I ad\ isc } our .shunning. 

Enter Cnrdiruil Wolsey {the jmrsc. home tie/ore 
Aim,) certain of the guaril, and two Secretaries 
with papers. The Oardinal in his passage 
jixcth his eye on Buckingham, and Buckingham 
on him, both full of disdain. 

Wot. The duke of Buckingham's surveyor, ha ? 
Where's his examination ? 

1 Sccr. Here, so please you. 

WaL Is he in person ready ? 

1 .Srcr. Ay, please your grace. 

JVol. WY11, we shall then know more ; and 
Buckingham 
Shall lessen this big look. [Eire. Wolsey, aruf train. 

Buck. This butcher's cur 10 is venom-ntouth'd, 
and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaPd ? 

Ask (Jod for temperance ; that's the appliance only, 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck. I read in his looks 

Matter against me ; and his eye revil'd 
Me, as his abject object : at this instant 

(8) Sets down in his letter without consulting the 
council. 

(9) Conducted. 

(10) Wolsey was the son of a butcher. 
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He bore*' mc with some trick : He's gone to the 

king; 
I'll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor. Slay, my lord. 

And let your reason with Tour t holer question 
What 'tis you go about: to climb steep hill*, 
Requires slow pace at first : Anger is like 
A hill-hot hone ; who being allowM his way, 
Self-mettle tiros him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I'll to the king; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence ; or proclaim, 
There's difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advis'd ; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: We may outrun, 
By violent swiftness, that which wc run at, 
And lose by over-running. Know you not, 
The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o'er, 
In seeming to augment it, wastes it ? Be advis'd : 
I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself; 
If with the sap of reason you would quench, 
Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. .Sir, 

I am thankful to you ; and I'll go along 
Bv your prescription : — but this to]>-proiid fellow, 
(Whom from the now of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions,) by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in J uly, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck. To the king I'll say't; and make my vouch 
as strong 
At shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both (for he is equal ravenous, 
As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief, 
An able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 
Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests 3 the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview, 
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i'the rinsing. 

Nor. 'Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 
The articles o'thc combination drew, 
An himself pleas' d ; and they were ratified, 
As he cried, Thus let be : to as much end, 
Ai give a crutch to the dead : But our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it Now this follows 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason,)— Charles tlie emperor, 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt 
(For 'twas, indeed, his colour ; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 
His fears wore, that the interview, betwixt 
England and France, might, through their amity, 
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menae'd him : He privity 
l>alt with our cardinal; and, as I trow,— 
Which I do well ; for, 1 am sure, the. emperor 
Paid ere he promis'd; whereby his suit was granted, 
En; it was ask'd ;- but when the way was made, 
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus desirM ;— 
That he would please to alter the king's coup*-, 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know, 

(I) Stabs. (2) Excites. (3) Unfdii stratagem 



(As soon he shall by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish, he were 
Something mistaken in't. 

Buck. No, not a syllable , 

I do pronounce him in that very shape, 
He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon ; a Serjeant at Arms before him, 
and two or three of the guard*. 

Bran. Your office, Serjeant ; execute it 

Serf. Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Loyou.my lord, 

The net has fall'n upon me ; I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 1 

Bran. I am sorry 

To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The business present : 'Tis his highness' pleasure 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help mc nothing, 

To plead mine innocence ; for that die is on me, 
Which makrti my whitest part black. The will 

of Heaven 
Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. — 

my lord Aberga'ny, fare you well. 

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company :— The 
king [To Abergavenny. 

Is plcas'd, you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines furllier. 

Aber. As the duke said, 

The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleasure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here in a warrant from 

Tlie king, to attach lord Montarute; and the bodies 
Of the rluke's confessor, John de la Court, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck. So, so ; 

These arc the limbs of tlie plot : no more, 1 hope. 

Bran. A monk o'the Chartreiix. 

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran. He. 

Buck. My surveyor is false ; the o'er-great car- 
dinal 
Hath show'd him gold : my life is snann'd* already : 

1 am the shadow of poor Buckingham ; 
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 
By dark'ning my clear sun. — My lord, farewell. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II— The council-chamber. Cornets. 
Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey, thejjords 
of the Council, Sir Thomas Lovcll, Officers, and 
Assistants. The King enters, Uantng on the 
CardinaTs shoulder. 

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it. 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i'tlie level 
Of a fiilf-charg'd confederacy, ami give thanks 
To you that chok'd it.— Let "be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 
I'll hear him his confessions iju»tily ; 
And point bv point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

The Kins; takes his stale* The fiords of the 
Council hike their several places. The Cardinal 
flares himself under the King's fed, on hu 
right side. 
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Who was enroll'd 'mongst wonders, and when we, 
Almost with revish'd list'ning, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady, 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear'd in bell. Sit by us ; you shall hear 
(This was his gentleman in tnwO of him 
Things to strike honour sad. — Bia him recount 
The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth ; and with bold spirit relate 
what you, 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 

K. Hen. Speak freely. 

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech, That if the king 
Should without issue die, he'd carry' it so 
To make the sceptre his : These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law, 
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he menae'd 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Wot. Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Q. Kath. My learn'd lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with charity. 

K. Hen. Speak on : 

How grounded be his title to the crown, 
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak augnt? 

Surv. He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K. Hen. What was that Hopkins ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K. Hen. How know'st thou this? 

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to 
France, 
The duke being at the Rose, 3 within the perish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech amongst the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied, 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king's danger. Presently the duke 
Said, *Twas the fear, indeed ; and that be doubted, 
Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; That oft, says he, 
Hath tent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment: 
Whom after under the confession's seal 
He solemnly had sworn, that, what he spoke. 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This pavsingly ensu'd, — JVe&Aer the "king, nor his 

heirs, 
( Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive 
To gain the love of the commonalty ; the duke 
Shall govern England. 

Q. Rath. If I know you well, 

You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your 

office 
On the complaint o'the tenants : Take good heed, 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 
And spoil your nobler soul ! I say, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K. Hen. Let him on : — 

(1) Conduct, manage. 

(2) Now Merchant-Taylor's School. 



Go forward. 

Surv. On my soul, I'll speak but truth. 

I told my lord the duke, By the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceiv'd; and that 'twas 

dang'rouA lor him, 
To ruminate on this so far, until 
It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do : He answer'd, 7\uh. f 
It can do me no damage: adding further. 
That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd. 
The cardinal's and sir Thomas Lovell'a beads 
Should have gone off. 

K. Hen. Ha ! what, so rank ? Ah, ha ! 

There's mischief in this man :— -Canst thou say far- 
ther? 

Surv. I can, my liege, 

K. Hen. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
About sir William Blomcr, — 

K. Hen. I remember, 

Of such a time : — Being my servant swom, 

The duke retain'd him his. But on; What 

hence ? 

Surv. If, quoth he, I for this had been com' 
mitted, 
As to the Totoer, I thought,— I would haveplay'd 
The part my father meant to act upon 
TJte usurper Richard: who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in his presence; which, if 

granted, 
As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him. 

K. Hen. A giant traitor ! 

WoL Now, madam, may his highness live ia 
freedom, 
And this man out of prison ? 

Q. Kath. God mend all ! 

K. Hen. There's something more would out of 
thee; Whatsav'st? 

Surv. After — the duke his father,-— with the 
knife,— 
He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was, — Were Ke evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K. Hen. There's his period, 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attached ; 
Call him to present trial : if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none, 
Let him not seek' t of us -. By day and night, 
He's traitor to the height [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— A room in the palace. Enter the 
Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 

Cham. Is it possible, the spells of France should 

Men into such strange mysteries? 

Sands. New custom, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 
Nny, lfct them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

Cham. As far as I see,' all the good our English 
Have got by the late toyage, is but merely 
A fit 3 or two of the face ; but they arc shrewd ones; 
For when l hey hold them, you would swear directly, 
Their very novs had been counsellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius they kef p state so. 

Sands. They hate all new legs and lame one*; 
one. would take it, 
That never saw them pace before, the spavin, 

i31 Grimace. 
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A springhalt 1 reign'd among them. 

Cham. Deal" * my lo^l. 

Their clothes arc after Mich 8 pagan cut Inn, 
That, sure, lliey hare worn out Christendom. I low 

now ? 
What news, sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lov. 'Faith, my lord, 

I hear of' none, but the new proclamation 
That** clappM upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What w't for ? 

Lov. The reformation of our travelled gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. 1 am glad, 'tis there ; now I would pray 
our ruon*ieurs 
To think an English courtier may be wise, 
And never see the Louvre. 2 

Lov. They must either 

(For so run the condition*) leave these remnants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all tlieir honourable points of ignorance, 
Pertaining thereunto (as fights, and fireworks ; 
Abusing tatter men than they can be. 
Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 
Short blistor'tl breeches, and those types of travel, 
And understiuid again like honest men ; 
Or pack to tlieir old playfellows : there, I lake it, 
Tliey may, rum privilejrio,* wear away 
The lag end of tlieir lewdness, and be laugh'd at 

Sands. *Tis time to give tliem physic, their dis- 
eases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham. What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov. Ay, marry, 

There will be wo indeed, lords ; the sly whore- 
sons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French rang, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them ! I am glad, they're 

going; 

(For, sure, there's no converting of them ;) now 

An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 

A long time out of play, may bring his plain - 

song, 
And have an hour of hearing ; and,' by'r-lady, 
Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said, lord Sands ; 

Your colt's tooth is not cast yet 

Sands. No, my lord ; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going ? 

Lov. To the cardinal's; 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O, 'tis true : 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll assure you. 

Loo. Tlial churchman bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 
His dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubi, he's noble ; 

He had a black mouth, that said oilier of him. 

Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal ; 
in him, 
Sparing would show n worse ■•in than ill dortrinr : 
Men of hit way slk«ild he most liberal, 

(I) A disease inrident to lior^c-t. 

;2> A pal are at Paris (.*) Willi authority. 



Thev are set bf re for examples. 

tiiam. True, they are so; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays ;« 
Your lord ship bhall aloiig : —Come, good sirThonias, 
We shall be late else : which I would not l»e, 
For I was spoke to, with sir Henry Guildford, 
This night, to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship's. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— The pretence chamber in York- 
place. Hautboys. A small table under a state 
for the Cardinal, a longer table for the guests. 
Enter at one door, Anne Bui Ion, and divers 
Imt&Si ladies, and Gentlewomen, as guests; 
at anotfur door, enter Sir Henry Guildford. 

Guild. Ladit*, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all : This night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy,* has brought with her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 
As first-good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people— 0, my lord, you are tardy ; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, FxH-d Sands, and Sir 

Thomas Lovell. 
The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wingH to me. 

Cham. You are young, sir Harry Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, wane of these 
Should find a running Itanquct ere they rested, 
1 think, would better please them: By my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. O, that your lordship were but now con- 
fessor 
To one or two of these .' 

Sands. I would I were ; 

They should find easy penance. 

I mo. 'Faith, how easy ? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Chaxn. Sweet ladies, will it please you tit ? Sir 
Harry, 

Place you that side, I'll take the charge of this : 
His grace is ent'ring.— Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women plac'd together makes cold weather : — 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking ; 
Fray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 

And thank your lordship. — By your leave, sweet 
ladies : 

[Seats himself between Anne Bullen owl 
another lady. 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ; 
I had it from my father. 

Anne. Was be mad, sir ? 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad; in love too: 
But he. would bile none ; just as I do now, 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

[KisfiS her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord.-- 

So, now you are fairly seated : — Gentlemen, 
The penance lie* on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure, 

Lot me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended ; 
and takes his state. 6 

Wol. You are welcome, my fair guests ; that no- 
ble ladv, 

(A) The speaker is :>t ltiidewrll, und the r&rdi 
nal'"* hou»r Wiix at Whitehall. 

{■>) Company. v ti) Chair. 
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Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
la not my friend : This, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all good health. [Thinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble ;— 

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And save me so much talking. 

Wol. My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours. — 
Ladies, you are not merry ; — Gentlemen, 
"Whose fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have 

them 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester, 

My lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 1 

Here's to your ladyship ; and pledge it, madam, 
For 'tis to such a thing, — 
Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 
[Drum and trumpets within : chambers' 2 
discharged. 
Wol What's that? 

Cham. Look out there, some of you. 

[Exit a Servant. 
Wol. Wliat warlike voice ? 

And to what end is this ? — Nay, ladies, ft-ar not ; 
JBy all the laws of war you are privileged. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now ? what is't ? 
Serv. A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem : they have left their barge, and 

landed ; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

Wol. Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give them welcome ; you can speak the French 

tongue; 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
J>liall shine at full upon them: — Some attend him. — 
[Exit Chamberfein, attended. All arise, 
and tables removed. 
You have now a broken banquet; but we'll mend it. 
A good digestion to you all : and, once more, 
1 shower a welcome on you ; — Welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter the King, and twelve others, as 
maskers, habited like Shepherds, with sixteen 
Torch-bearers ; ushered by the Lord Chamber- 
lain. They pass directly before the Cardinal, 
and gractfully salute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? 
Ouan. Because they speak no English, thus they 
pray'd 
To tell your grace ; — That, having heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no le«s, 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks; and, under your fair con- 
duct, 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 

Wot Say, lord chamberlain, 

Tbey have done my poor house grace ; for which 

I pay them 
A thousand thanks, and pray them take their plea- 
sures. 
[Ladies chosen for the dance. The King 
chooses Anne Bullen. 
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K. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch'd! O, 
beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. [Music. Danes. 

Wol. My lord, 

Cham. Your grace ? 

Wol. Pray, tell them thus much from me : 

There should be one amongst them, by his person, 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom, 
If I but know him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. r will, my lord. 

[('ham. goes to the company, and returns. 

Wol. What wy they ? 

Cham. .Such a one, they all confess, 

There is, indeed ; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 3 

Wol. I^et me see then.— 

[Conies from his state. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;— Here I'll 

make , 

Mv roval choice. 

K. Hen. You have found him, cardinal : 

[Unmasking. 
You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, my lord : 
You are a churchman, or, Til t«-H you, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappil} . 4 

It'ol. I am glad, 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

K. lien. My lord chamberlain, 

Pr'vthee, tome hither : What fair lady's that ? 

Cham. A n't nlca-* 1 your grace, sir I'hoinas Bui- 
Kir* ilaughtrr, 
The viscount Hot hiord, one of her highness? women. 

K. Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one. — Sweet- 
heart, 
I wore unmannerly, to take you out, 
And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
I'tho privy chamber? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. Hen. I fear, too much. 

Wol. There's fresher air, my lord, 

In the next chaml>er. 

K. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one. — Sweet 
partner, 
I must not yet forsake you :— Let's be merry ; — 
Good uiy lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure* 
To lead them once again ; and then let's dream 
Wlw's best in favour.— Let the musk knock it. 

[Exeunt, with trumpets. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I— A street. Enter two Gentlemen, 

meeting. 

1 Gent. Whither away so fast ? 

2 Gent. O,— God save you! 
Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 

Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gent. I'll save you 
That labour, sir. All's now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gent. Were you there ? 
1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was I. 



(3) The chief place. 
(5) Dance. 
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2 Gent. Pray, speak, what has happen'd ? 

1 Gent. You may guess quickly what 

2 Gent. Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gen/. Yes, truly is he, and condcmn'd upon it 

2 Gent. 1 am sorry for't. 

1 Gent. So are a number more. 

2 Gent. But, prny, how pass'd it? 

1 Ctotf. I'll tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar ; where, to his accusations, 
He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg'd 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, confessions 
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir'd 
To him brought, vivH voce,, to his face : 
At which appear'd against him, his surveyor; 
Sir Gilbert Feck his chancellor ; and John Court, 
Confessor to him ; with mat devil-monk, 
Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

tGent. That was he, 

That fed him with his prophecies? 

1 Gent. The same. ' 
All these accus'd him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could 

t> not: 
Ana so his peers, upon this evidence, 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 

He spoke, and learnedly, for life : but all 

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gent. After all this, how did he hear himself? 

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, — 

to hear 
His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was stirr'd 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely, 
And something spoke in cholcr, ill, and hasty : 
But he fell to himself again, and, sweetly, 
In all the rest show'd a most noble natieiicc. 

2 Gent. I do not think, he fears death. 

1 Gent. Sure, he docs not. 
He never was so womanish : the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gent. Certainly, 
The cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gent. 'Tis likely, 
By all conjectures : First, Kildare's attainder, 
Then deputy of Ireland ; who remov'd, 

Earl Surrey was' sent thither, and in baste too, 
Lett he should help his father. 

2 Gent. That trick of state, 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gent. At his return, 
No doubt, he will requite it This is noted, 
And generally ; whoever the king favours, 
The cardinal instantly will find employment, 
And far enough from court too, 

2 Gent. All the commons 
Hate him perniciously, and o'my conscience, 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 
Ussy love and dote on ; call him, bounteous Buck 

ingham, 
The mirror of all courtesy ; — 

1 Gent Stay there, sir, 

And see the noble ruin'd man you speak of. 



Buckingham from his arraignment ; Tip- 
before him, the axe with the edge towards 
halberds on each side; with him, Sir 
Thomas Lovell, StV Nicholas Yaux, Sir William 
Sands, and common people. 

tGent. Let's stand close, and behold him. 
Buck. All good people, 

Yotmat tbsja fa have come tp pity me, 

(1) Close. 



Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 
I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment, 
And by that name must die; Yet, heaven bear wit- 



And, if I have a conscience, let it rink me, 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful! 
The law I bear no malice for my death, 
It has done, upon the premises, but justice : 
But those, that sought it, I could wish more Chris- 
tians: 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive them : 
Yet let them look, they glory not in mischief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against them : 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare nuke faults. You few that lov'd 

me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 
Go with me, like good angels, to my end ; 
And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 
And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o'God's name. 

Ijov. 1 do beseech your grace, for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 
There cannot be tho-je numberless offences 
'Gainst iih*, I can't take peace with: no black envy 
Shall make 1 my grave. — Commend me to his grace; 
And, if he aj>eak of Buckingham, pray, tell him. 
You met him half in heaven : My vows and prayers 
Vet arc the king's; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And, when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and be fill up one monument ! 

Jjan. To the water-side I must conduct your 
grace; 
Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Yaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Faux. Prepare there, 

The duke is coming : see, the barge be ready ; 
And fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, sir Nicholas, 

Ijet it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high constable, 
And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward 

Bohun: 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 
That never knew what truth meant : I now seal it; 
And with that blood will make them one day groan 

for't 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who first rais'd head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 
Being di.«rres*'d, was by that wretch betray 'd, 
And without trial fell ; God's peace be with him ! 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father's loss, like a most royal prince, 
Restor'd me to my honours, and out of ruins, 
Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had ray trial, 
And, must needs say, a noble one ; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father : 
Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we kw'd most: 
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A most unnatural and faithless service ! 
Heaven has an end in all : Yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain : 
Where you are liberal of your love?, and counsels. 
Be sure, you be not loose; for those you make 

friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Lik« water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink ye. AH good P«>plei 
Pray for me .' I must now forsake ye ; the last hour, 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 
Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad, 
Speak bow I fell.— -1 have done ; and CJod forgive 
me ! [Exeunt Buckingham and train. 

1 Gent. O, this is full of pity .'—Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads, 
That were the authors. 

2 Gent. If the duke be guiltless, 
Tis full of wo : vet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 

nil ****'• Good angels keep it from us ! 

Where may it be ? You do not doubt my faith, sir ? 
2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, 'twill require 
A strong faith* to conceal it 

1 Gent. Let me have it ; 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am confident ; 
You shall, sir : Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine? 

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not; 
For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
Hint durst disperse it 

2 Gent But that slander, sir, 
Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e'er it was ; and held for certain, 
The king will venture at it Either the cardinal. 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good aueen, possess'd him with a scruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately ; 
As all think, for this business. 

1 Gent »Tis the cardinal ; 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor. 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 
The archbislmpric of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 

2 Gent. I think, you have hit the mark : But is't 

not cruel, 
That she should feel the smart of this? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 G** Tis woful. 

We are too open here to argue this; 
I^t's think in private more. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II — An ante-chamber in the palace. 
Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter. 

Cham. Mjf lord\— The horses your lordship sent 
for, with all the care I had, I saw well chosen, rid- 
den, and furnished They were young, and hand- 
some ; and of the best breed in the north. When 
they ware ready to set out for London, a man of 
my lord cardinal's, by commission, and main 
power, took 'em from me ; with this reason,— His 
master would be served before a subject, if not be- 
fore the ktng .- which stopped our mouths, sir. 

I tear, ha will, indeed : Well, let him have them : 
(I) Great fidelity. 



He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 

i^Ti u . Well met, my good 

Lord chamberlain. 

Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

SuJT. How is the king employ 'd? 
Cham. I left him private. 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 
•Mr- What's the cause ? 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his brother's 
wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

£?///: No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

•Nor. 'Tis so; 

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal : 
That blind priest, like the eldest sou of fortune, 
Turns what he lists. The king will know him one 
day. 
Buff. Pray God, he do! he'll never know himself 

else. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his business ! 
And with what zeal .' For, now he has crack'd the 

league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen's great 

nephew, 
He dives into the king's soul ; and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his mar- 
riage: 
And, out of all these to restore the king, 
He counsels a divorce ; a loss of her, 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 
Will bless the king : And is not this course pious? 
Cham. Heaven Keep me from such counsel! Tit 
most true, 
These news are every where ; every tongue speaks 

tlicm, 
And every true heart weeps for't : All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end, — 
The French king's sifter. Heaven will one day open 
The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 
Sujff] And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages : all men's honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be fashton'd 
Into what pitch 3 he please. 

S^fT- For me, my lords. 

I love him not, nor fear him ; there's my creed : 
As I am made without him, so I'll stand, 
If the king pieju* \ his curses and his blessing! 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe a. 
I knew him, and I know him ; so I leave htm 
To him, that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor. Let's in ; 

And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon 

him : — 
My lord, you'll bear us company ? 

Cham. Excuse me ; 

The king hath sent me other-where : Besides, 
You'll find a most unfit time r .o disturb him : 
Health to your lordships. 
Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

(2) High or low. 
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Norfolk opens a folding-door. The King is dis- 
covered sitting, and reading pensively. 

Stiff. How sad he looks ! sure, he is much af- 
flicted. 

K. Hen. Who is there ? ha ? 

JVor. 'Pray God, he bo not angry. 

K. Hen. Who's (here, I say ? How dure you thrust 
yourselves 
Into my private meditation* ? 
Woo am I ? ha ? 

Nor. A gracious kjng, that pardons all offence* 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of dtity, this way, 
It business of estate ; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

K. Hen. You are too bold : 

Go to ; I'll make ye know your times of business : 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ? — 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Who's there? my good lord cardinal ?— O my 

Wolsey, 
The quiet of my wounded conscience, 
Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You're welcome, 

r To Campeius. 
Most learned reverend sir, into our Kingdom ; 
Use us, and it : — Mv good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. [To Wolsey. 

WoL Sir, you cannot 

I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

K. Hen. We am busv ; go. 

[ To Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him? ") ' 
Suff Not to speak of; 

I would not be so sick though, 1 for his 

place: 
But mis cannot continue. 

Nor. If it do, 

HI venture one heave at him. 
Suff. I another. „ 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
WoL Yourgrace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 
Who can oe angry now ? what envy reach you ? 
Hie Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean, the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices ; Rome, the nurse of judg- 
ment, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man, 
This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius ; 
Whom, once more, I present unto your hignncss. 
K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms, Ibid him 
welcome, 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; 
They have sent me such a man I would have wish'd 
for. 
Cam. Yourgrace must needs deserve all strangers* 
loves, 
You are so noble : to your highness' hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue, 



-Aside. 



(The court of Rome commanding,) — you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their servant, 
MB tile impartial judging of this business. 

JL Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be 
acquainted 
Forthwith, (or what you come : — Where's Gardiner ? 

WoL I know, your majesty has always lov'd her 

(1) So sick as he is proud. 

(2) Out of the long's presence. 



So dear in heart, not to d«-nv her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 
Scholars, allow'd freely to urguc fcw her. 
K. Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ; and mv 
favour 
To him that does best ; God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythce, coll Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 
I find him a fit fellow. [Exit YYoUey. 

Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner. 

Wot. Give me your hand : much joy and favour 
to you ; 
You are the king's now. 

Gard. But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais'd me. 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. 

[ They converse apart. 

Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him ? 

WoL Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wot. Yes, surely. 

Grim. Believe roc, there's an ill opinion spread 
then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

Wot. How ! of me ? 

Gam. They will not stick to soy, you envied him ; 
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man' still ; which so griev'd him, 
That he ran mad, and died. 

WoL Heaven's peace be with him ! 

Thai's christian care enough : for living munnurers, 
Therefc places of rebuke. H^wus a fool ; 
For he would needs Ik; virtuous : That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 

K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 
_ [Exit Gardiner. 

The most convenient place that I can think of, 
For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 
There ye shall meet about mis weighty business :— 
Mr Wolsey, see it fumish'd.— O my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con- 
science, — 
O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. [Exe. 

SCENE III.— An ante-chamber in the Queen's 
apartments. Enter Anne Bullen, and an old 
Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither ;— Here's the pang 
that pinches : 
His highness having liv'd so long with her : and she 
So good a lady, that no tougue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, — by my life. 
She never knew harm-doing ; — 6 now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthron'd, 
Still growing in a majesty and pomp, — the which 
To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than 
Tis sweet at first to acquire, — after this process. 
To give her the avaunt !' it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God's will! much better. 

She iw^er had known pomp : though it be temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel,* fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

OldL. Alas, poor lady! 

(3) A sentence of ejection. (4) Quarreler 
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Of vour 



She's a stranger now again. 1 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 
I swear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be pcrk'd up in a glistering grief, 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L. Our content 

Is our best having. 3 

Anne. Dy my troth, and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Obi L. Beshrew me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead for't; and so would 

vou, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 
Vou, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty ; 
Which, to say sooth, 3 arc blessings: and which 
gifts 
w your mincing) the capacity 
your soft cheveril 4 conscience would receive, 
If you might please to stretch it 
Anne. Nay, good troth, — 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth,— You would not be 

a queen ? 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 
Old L. 'Tis strange; a tluree-pence bow'd 5 
would hire me, 
Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray you. 
What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : Pluck off 
a little; 
I would not be a young count in your way, 
For more than blushing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne, How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world 

Old L. In faith for little England 

You'd venture an emballing: I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there 'long'd 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes 
here? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good-morrow, ladies. What were't worth 
to know 
The secret of your conference ? 

Anne. My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 

Ouan. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women : there is hope, 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, amen ! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly 
blessings 
Follow such creatures. That vou may, fair lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and hi»h note's 
Ta'en of vour many virtues, the king's majesty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Dors purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than marchioness of Pembroke; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know, 

What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 

( 1 ) No longer an Englishwoman. ( 2) Po?«c*-ion. 
(3) Truth. (4) Kid-skin. (5) Crook'd. 



More than my all, is nothing : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallowed, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers, and 

wishes, 
Are all I can return. 'Beseech your lordship. 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and ray obedience, 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Cham. Lady* 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit,* 
The king hath of you. — I have perus'd her well ; 

[Aside. 
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 
That they have caught the king : and who knows 

vet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 
To lighten all this isle*?— I'll to the king, 
And say, I spoke with you. 

Anns. My honour'd lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Old L. Why, this it i* ; see, see ! 
I have been begging sixteen years in court, 
( Am yet a courtier oeggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt trio early and too late, 
For any suit of pounds : and you, (O fate !) 
A very fre*h-fi»h hero, (fie, fie upon 
This compell'd fortune !) have your mouth fill'd up, 
Before you open it. 

Anne. This is strange to me. 

Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once ('tis an old story,) 
That would not be a queen, that would she not. 
For all the mud in Egypt : — Have you heard it ? 

Anne. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L. With your theme, I could 

O'eniiount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke! 
A thousand pounds a year ! for pure respect ; 
No other obligation : By my life, 
That promise!* more thousands : Honour's train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a duchess ; — Say, 
Arc you not stronger than yon were ? 

Anne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't. 'Would 1 had no being, 
If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me, 
To think what follows. 
The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : Pray, do not deliver 
What here >ou have heard, to her. 

Old L. What do you think me ? 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE Jr.— A Hall in Black-Friars. Trum- 
pets, sennet^ and cornets. Enter two Vergers, 
with short silver wands ; ncj t them, two Scribe*, 
in the halnls of doctors ; after than, the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury alone; after him, the 
Bishops of Lincoln, fcly, Rochester, and Saint 
Asaph; next them, with some small distance, 
follows a gentleman bearing the purse, with the 
great seal, and a cardinal's hat ; thenheo Priests, 
(tearing each a silver cross ; then a Gentleman 
U&hcrltare-hcadtd, accompanied with a Serjeant 
at Arms, bearing a silver mace ,* then two Gen- 
tlemen, tearing two great silver pillars ,* after 
them, side by side, the two Cardinals, Wolsey 
and Cam(>em.s ; two Noblemen with the sieord 
and mare, 'lhcn enter the King and Queen, 
and their trains. The King takes phif under 
the cloth of state ; tlte two Cardinals sit uwler 
him as judgt s. The Queen takes place at sow 

i»>) Opinion. (7) Flourish on cornet*. 

;£' En«i£ti? of dignity carried before casdw&lv 
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To bring my whole came 'fore bis holiness, 
And to be judged by him. 

{She court sus to the King, and offer* to depart. 

Cam. _ The queen is obstinate, 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tiy'd oy it; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 

K. Men. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine, queen of England, come into 
the court. 

Gr\f. Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q. Kath. What need you note it? pray you, keep 
your way: 
When you are call'd, return. — Now the Lord help, 
They vex me past my patience ! — pray you, pass on: 
I will not tarry ; no, nor ever more, 
Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Ere. Queen, Grif. and her other attendants. 

K. Hen. Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i*the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, 
For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government, — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out, 1 ) 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble born ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

JVoL Most gracious sir, 

In humblest manner I require your highness, 
That it shall please you to declare, in ncaring 
Of all those ears (for where I am robb'd and bound, 
There must I be unloos'd ; although not there 
At once 3 and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on*t ? or ever 
Have to you, — but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady,-— spake one the least word, might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 
Or touch of her good person ? 

K. Hen. My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free yon from'L You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 
Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd : 
But will you be more justified ? you ever 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this business ; never 
Desir'd it to be stirr'd ; but oft have hinder'd ; oft 
The pataages made 1 toward it : — on my honour, 
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 
Ana thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't, — 
I will be bold with time, and your attention : — 
Then mark the inducement Thus it came ; — give 

heed to't :— 
My conscience first received a tenderness, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter'd 
By the bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador ; 
Who had been hither sent on the debating 
A marriage, 'twixt the duke of Orleans and 
(tar daughter Mary: I'the progress of this busi 

ness. 
Ere a determinate resolution, he 
fl mean the bishop) did require a respite ; 
Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 



(1) Speak out thy merits. 

(2) Immediately satisfied. 

(3) Closed or fastened. 

(4) Floating without gmidance. 
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Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Respecting this our marriage with the dowager, 
Sometime our brother's wife. This respite snook 
The bosom of my conscience, enter'd me, 
Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region ot my breast ; which fore'd such way, 
That many maz'd considering! did throng, 
And press'd in with this caution. First, methought, 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady's womb, 
If not conceiv'd a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to't, than 
The grave does to the dead : for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world had air'd them: Heuce I took a 

thought, 
This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom, 
Well worthy the best heir o'the world, should not 
Be gladded'in't by me : Then follows, that 
I wcigh'd the danger which my realms stood in 
Bv this my issue's fail ; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hailing* in 
The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together ; that's to say, 
I meant to rectify my conscience, — which 
I tlien did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 
By ull the reverend fathers of the land, 
And doctors learn'd, — First, I began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember 
How under my oppression I did reek,* 
When 1 first mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

K. Hen. I have spoke long ; be pleas' d yourself 
to say 
How far you satisfied me. 

Lin. So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me, — 
Hearing a state of mighty moment in't, 
And consequence of dread, — that I committed 
The daring'st counsel which I had, to doubt ; 
And did entreat your highness to this course, 
Which you arc running nere. 

K. lien. I then mov'd you, 

My lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this present summons : — Unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court ; 
But by particular consent proceeded, 
Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go on : 
For no dislike i'the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward: 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life, 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come, with her, 
Katharine our oneen, before the primest creature 
That's paragon'd 6 o'the world. 

Cam. So please your hi ghn es s , 

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day : 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intend* unto his holinc**. [They rise to depart 
K. Hen. I may perceive, [Aside. 

Tlicsc cardinals trifle with roc : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome. 
My leam'd and well- beloved servant, Crammer, 
Pr'ythee, return ! 7 with thy approach, I know, 
Mv comfort comes along, llreak up the court : 
I say, set on. [Exe. in manner as they entered. 

(5) Waste, or wear away. 

(6) Without compare. 

(7) An apostrophe to the absent bishop. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Palace at Bridewell. A room in 
the Queen's apartment. The Queen, and some 
of her Women, at work. 

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench : my soul prows 
sad with troubles ; 
Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst: leave 
working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees. 
And the mountain-tops, that freeze. 

Bow themselves, when he did sing 
To his music, plants, and flowers, 
Ever sprung; as sun, and showers, 

There had been a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the hUlows of the sea. 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
In sweet music is such art ; 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. Kath. How now ? 

Gent. A n't please your grace, the two great car- 
dinals 
Wait in the presence. 1 
Q. Kath. Would they speak with mc ? 

Gent. They will'd me say so, madam. 
Q. Kath. Fray their graces 

To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be their 

business 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour ? 
I do not like their coming, now I think on't. 
They should be good men ; their affairs 3 are right- 
eous: 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsey and Campcius. 

IVol. Peace to your highness ! 

Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a 

housewife ; 

I would by all, against the worst may happen. 

What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords ? 

fVoL May it please you, noble madam, to with- 
draw 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. Kath. Speak it here ; 

There's uothing I have done yet, o'my conscience, 
Deserves a corner : 'Would, all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 
My lords, I care not (so much I am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw them, 
Envy and base opinion set against them, 
I know my life so even : If your business 
Seek me out, and that way 1 am wife in, 
Out with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing. 

Wol. Tania est ergd te mentis tnlegritas, regina 
screnissima, — 

Q. Kaih. O, good my lord, no Latin ; 
I am not such a truant since my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in : 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 

suspicious ; 
Pray, speak in English: here are some will thank 

you, 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake; 

(1) Presence-chamber. (2) Professions. 



Believe me, the has had much wrong : Ixwd car- 
dinal, 
The willing'at sin I over yet committed, 
May be absolv'd in English. 

ira. Noble lady, 

I am sorry, my integrity should breed 
(And service tn liis majesty and you,) 
So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant 
We come not by the way of accusation, 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses; 
iNor to betray you any way to sorrow ; 
You have too much, good lady : but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you; and to deliver, 
Like free and honest men, our just opinious, 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour'd madam. 

My lord of York, — out of liis noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace ; 
Forgetting, like a good man, vour Inte censure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too far,) — 
Offers, as 1 do, in a sign of peace, 
His service and his counsel. 

Q. Kath. To betray me. \Jlside. 

My lords, I thank yon both for your good wills, 
Ye speak like homst men, (pray God, ye prove so !) 
But Ikow to make you suddenly an answer, 
In such a point of weight, so uenr mine honour 
(More near my life, I iVar,) with my weak wit, 
And to such men of gravity and learning, 
In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, looking 
Either tor such men, or such business. 
For her sake that I have been (for I feel 
The last fit of my grentnos,) good your graces, 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause ; 
Alas ! I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

JVoL Madam, you wrong the king's love with 
these fears; 
Your hopes and friends arc infinite. 

Q. Kaih, In England, 

But little for my profit: Can you think, lords. 
That anv Englishman dare give mc counsel ? 
Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness' pleasure 
(Though he. be grown so de^ierate to be honest,) 
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
They that must weigh out 3 my afflictions, 
They that my trust must grow to, live, not here ; 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine own country, lords. 

Cam. I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

Q. Kath. How, wr? 

Cam. Put your main cause into the king's pro- 
tection ; 
He's loving and most gracious ; 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cause ; 
For, if the trial of tlie law o'crtalte you, 
You'll part away disgrae'd. 

I Vol. He tells vou rightly. 

Q. Kath. Ye tell mc what yc wish for both, my 
ruin: 
Is this your Christian counsel ? out upon ye ! 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge, 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye ; holy men 1 
thought ye, 
Upon mv *>ul, two reverend cardinal virtues : 
But cardinal sins, and hollow heart*, I fear ye ; 
Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort ? 

(3) Outweigh. 
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The cordial flint ye bring a wrctihed laily ? 
A woman lost among vc, laugh'd at, scorn'd r 
I will not wish ye halt 1 my mieeries, 
I have more charity : But say, I warnM ye ; 
Take hi't d, for Heaven** sake take heed, le«( at once 
The burden of ray sorrows fell upon ye. 

J/W. Madam, tliis is a mere distraction ; 
Yoti turn the good wc oiler into omy. 

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing; : Wo ii|kmi ye, 
And all such false professor? ! Would yc hut c irn: 
(If you have any justice, aiiv pity ; 
If }c be any thing Init churchmen's habit*,) 
I*nt my sick cause inlo hi* hand* that hales inc P 
Alas ! he has bnni&h'd mo hid bed already ; 
His love, too long ago : 1 am old, my lord*, 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my olredicnce. What can happen 
To ine, above this wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a cur&c like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kath. Have I bVd thus lung— (let me speak 
myself, 
Since virtue finds no friend.*,) — a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dure say, without vain-glory,) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 
Have I with all mv full allcctiaiis 
•Stdl met the king ? lov'd hiin next heaven ? olxy'd 

him? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him? 1 
Almost forgot my prayer* to content him? 
And am L thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring inc a constant woman to her husband. 
One that ne'er drcam'd a joy beyond hi* ph-as 
And to that woman, when she has' done most, 
Yet will 1 add an honour, — a great patience. 
Wot. Madam, you wander from the good vt< 

aim at. 
Q. Kath. My lord, I dan- not make myself n» 
guilty. 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed inc, to : notliiug but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

ll'ot. Trav, liear me. 

Q. Kmth. 'Would I had never trod this Kn-IUh 
earth, 
•Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 
"Ye have angel*' fart*, but heaven knows yon r hearts. 
What will become of mu now, wretched laily ? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. — 
Alas ! poor wenclu-s, whore are now your fortune* ? 

\To her Women. 
Kliipwrrck'd upon a kingdom, wnere no pity, 
Mo friends, no lio|ie ; no kindred weep fur me, 
Almot, ik) grave allowed me. : — Like the lily. 
That once wa* miMres* of the field, and flourish'd, 
I'll liang my licad, and perish. 

IV ol. If your grace 

('•mid hut lx' brought to know, our em Is an* Iioik st, 
luu'd li^-lnkiref , «Hnfort:whv*.lii»ul(lwo,!;oo:l ladv, 
I : |»on ului i aiiH*, wrong \ou ? alas ! <uir plavo, 
'I'lif w a\ of our profession, is again«t it ; 
We an u> cure such «*irruws, not to sow them. 
Kru ^.Kulm.'**' »ake, consider what tim do; 
Mow you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 
tinnw fmm uV king's acquaintance, by this «. aniugc. j 
The hi-iirtn f»f princes ki*> olx.dience, 
So iijui h they love it ; but to stubborn spirit 1 ?, 
Tiny .-well, and grow as terrible, a* florins. 
I kiinw, you tiavc a gentle, noble teni[>cr, 
A Mrtil h*« even an a calm: I'ray, think us 
IVt- wc prufe«, peace-makers, friends, and ser- 
vants. 

(1) Served him with iuper«titiou* attention 

\UL. II. 



Cttm iMad.mi, you'll find it so. You wrong your 
lirtiio- 
With ihe^c weak women'* fears. A noble spirit, 
A» your* wai put into \ou, ever casts 
Sui h doubt*, a» false coin, trout it. The king love* 

you; 
Beware, you low it not : For us, if you pleate 
To trust u* in \our business, we are rcaay 
To use our utniost studies in your service. 

Q. Kath. l)o what ye will, my lords : And, pray, 
forgive nre. 
If I have us\P my«*-lf unmannerly : 
You know, 1 urn a woman, lacking wit 
To make u seemly answer to such jiersons. 
I 'my, do my Service to hi> majesty : 
llf has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers. 
While 1 !-hall hare iny life. Come, reverend fatlien, 
liOtow \our counsel's on me : thv now beifs. 
Thai Littli; thought, when she set f(JOting iiere, 
She should have bought Iter dignities mo dear. 

[Kxnmt. 

SCEjXE II.— Ante-chamber to the King's apart- 
ment. Kntir the Ihike of Norfolk, the Duke 
of Stifl'ulk, the Earl of Surrey, ami the Lord 
(.'haml.wrluin. 

J\or. If you will now unite in your complaint*, 
Ami force* them with a constancy", die cardinid 
( aunot >(and under them : If you omit 
The ollir -'f this time, 1 cannot pmmisc, 
r>u( lhat you shall sustain more in w disgrace*, 
With tliew- you bear already. 

Si/r. I am joyful 

To meet the len-t occasion, that may give me 
Kerncmbr.mce of my father-in-law, the duke, 
To be rtvcng'd on hiin. 

Sujf. Which of the peers 

Have inn onlrmnM gr>ne by bim, or at least 
St nil lively ingleited? wImii did he. r* gurtl 
The •'tamp i»f nobleness u\ any person, 
Out of him-* If ? 

( 'hum. My lords, you speak vour pleasured : 
What he devrves of )ou nnrlnh', 1 know; 
What we ran du («» him ((hough now the time 
(Jives way to u>.) I much fear. If you cannot 
Ir.ir hi« aece^ (o (he king, never attempt 
Aiiv thing; on him ; f<u- he hath a witchcraft 
Ovc r the king in his tongue. 

.Vur. (), fi ar him not ; 

I lis s[k>l| in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter a-ainxf him, that tor ever mars 
Tin- hiiin v of his laiigu:ure. Mo, Im.-'s settled, 
Not to (nine oil", in hi* displeasure. 

Sitr. Sir, 

I should be i^l.id to hear such news as tin- 
Oik i: every hour. 

• Vur. l>4-1it-v«-* il, this is true. 

In die divnrrp, hi-« Cuiilrarv pnieeefliugs 
An- aM uutuldtd : u herein he appears, 
\« 1 roiild wish mini; enemy. 

.S«/. How came 

Hi* praelii.cs t«> li;'ht.' 

.v»///! ,Mu»i -Irauiiflv. 

Sin-. O, how, how? 

SiijF. Tin ear- li. i .l\Ullerl«»thc fsipe miscarried, 
Aiid'f-HUi t-iflii'i-v o'the king : wherein was read, 
Ihiw that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
T«' 'tay thi j>:«!.;rniiit o'the divorce : J'orif 
It diil take rilnee, / ilo, f|uoth \», puccive 
J\Iy king is tangled in «//i rtioa to 
A rrcuhire of the t/uon's, lady Anne Bullen. 

Sur Mas the king tluV 
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Saff. Believe it. 

Sur. Will thii work ? 

Cham. The king in this percovei him, how he 
coasts, 
And hedges, his own way. Bat in this point 
Ad his tricks sounder, ana he brings his physic 
After ha patient's death ; the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

5a*. Would he had! 

Suff. May you be happy in your witch, my lord ! 
For, 1 profess, you haw it. 

Star. Now all my joy 

Trace* the conjunction ! 

Suff. My amen to*t ! 

A/or. All men's. 

Stuff". There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young,* and may be left 
To some ears unreconnted. — But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will /all some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memorixM. 1 

Sur. But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal 1 * ? 
The Lord forbid ! 

Abr. Marry, amen ! 

Suff. No, no; 

There be more wasps that buzz about his nose, 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Camprius 
Is stolen away to Ronw ; hath taVn no leave ; 
Has left the cause o'the king unhnndlcd ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 
To second all his plot I do assure you 
The long cried, ha ! at this. 

Cham. Now, God incense him, 

And let htm cry ha, louder ! 

Abr. But, my lord. 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Suff. He is return'd, in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce, 
Together with all famous) colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe, 
His second marriage shall be published, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be catl'd, queen ; but princess dowager, 
And widow to prince Arthur. 

Abr. This same Cranmer's 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the king's business. 

ShaC He has ; and we shall see him 

Font, an archbishop. 

Abr. So I heir. 

Suff. *Tissa 

The cardinal — 

EnUr Wobey and Cromwell 

Abr. , Observe, observe, he's moody. 

WoL lie packet, Cromwell, gave it you the 

Croat. To hit own hand, in his bed-chamber. 

WoL Look'd he 0*010 inside of the paper ? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them ; and the first he view'd, 
He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Waa ui his countenance : You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

WoL It he ready 

To come abroad? 

Crouu I think, by this he is. 

WoL Leave ma a while.— [Exit Cromwell. 
It shell be to the duchess of Alencon, 
The French king's sister: be shall marry her.— 

0) FolW. (2) New. (3) Made rneroorable. 



AnneBuIlen! No; m no Anne BeJIem for him . 
There is more in it than fair vieaw .— Bullen ! 
No, well no Boiler*— Speedily I wish 
To bear from Rome.— The mairhsmmss of Barn- 
broke! 

Abr. He's discontented. 

Suffi May be, he hears the aiag 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp **i!iMeJt| 

Lord, for thy justice .' 

WoL The late queen's gentlewoman ; a knighf a 
daughter, 
To be her mistress* mistress .' the queen's queen!— 
This candle burns not clear: 'tit I must snuff it ; 
Then, out it goes.— What though I know her vir- 
tuous, 
And wcll-dcserving? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie Pthe bosom of 
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is sprung up 
A heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Ham crawlM into the favour of the king. 
And is his oracle. 

Abr. He is vex'd at wmethina> 

Stiff'. I would, 'twere something that would fret 
the string, 
The master-cord of his heart ! 

Enter the King, reading a Schedule ,«* and LovelL 
Suff. The king, the king. 



Hen. What piles of wealth hath be accui 
lated 

To his own portion ! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i'che name of thrift. 
Docs he rake this together ? — Now, my lords ; 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Abr. My lord, we have 

Stood here olrarvinghim : Some strange commotion 
I* in hi* brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight, 
Springs out into fast gait ;* then, stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange pu e tnr es 
We have seen him set himsel£ 

K. Hen. It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning, 
Papers of slate he sent me to perwe, 
As I required; And, wot 8 you, what I found 
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventor)', thus importing, — 
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure. 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject 

J^or. It's Heaven's will ; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 
To bless your eye withal. 

K. Hen. If he did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 
And fix'd on spirifunl object, he nbould still 
Dwell in his musings : but, I am afraid, 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[He takes his seat, and whispers Lovell, who 
goes to W T oIsey. 

WoL Heaven forgive me ! 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

K. Hen. Good my lord. 

You am full of heavenly stuff, and beer the in van » 

tory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 

I (4) An inventory. (5) Steps. (6) 
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Yoa wem now running o'er; you have scarce time 
To steel from spiritual leison • brief span, 
To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill hatband ; end am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol. Sir, 

For holy office* I have a time ; a time 
To think upon me part of bus iness, which 
I bear i'the state; and nature does reouire 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must rive my tendance to. 

K. Men. You have said well. 

W6L And ever may your highness yoke together, 
As I will lend yon cause, my doing well 
With ray well saying ! 

K. Hen. 'Tis well said again ; 

And 'tis a kind of good deed, to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you : 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart ; hare not alone 
Employ *d you where high profit* might come home, 
But par'd my present havings, to bestow 
My- bounties upon you. 

IVoL What should this mean ? 

Sur. The Lord increase this business ! [Aside. 

K. Hen. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 

IVoL My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces, 
ShowerM on me daily, have been more, than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours : — my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 
Yet, fil'd with my abilities: Mine own ends 
Have been nunc so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap d upon me, poor unaeserver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it 

K. Hen. Fairly answer'd; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated : The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it ; as, i'the contrary, 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume, 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour, 

more 
On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart, 
Your brain, and every function of your power, 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 
A i 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol I do profess, 

That for your highness' good I ever labour'd 
More man mine own ; that am, have, and will be. 
Though all the world should crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their soul : though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
As doth the rock against the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unshaken yours. 

K. Hen. 'Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast. 
For you have seen hin. open'L— Read o'er this ; 

{Giving am paptrs. 
And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 



What appetite you have. 

[Exit Kinz, frowning upon Cardinal Woi- 

sey: the JfohUt throng a/Ur Hon, smiling, 

and whispering. 
IVoL What should this mean ? 

What sudden antjer's this? how have 1 reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ; 
Tnen makes him nothing. 1 must read this paper; 
I fear, the story of his anger.-— 'Ti* so; 
This paptT has undone me : — Tis the T^ownt 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn **y^*« 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And let- my friends in Rome. O negUgcaot, 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet, 
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cone this? 
No new device to beat thfi from his brain* ? 
I know, 'twill stir him strongly ; Yet I know 
A way, it' it take right, in spite of fortune. 
Will bring me off again. What's this—To waFnjmf 
The letter, as 1 live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch 1 d the highest point of all my greatnev; 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : who 
commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 
To Aaher-hoose, 1 my lord of Winchester's, 



Till yi 



ou hear further from his highness. 



Wol. Stay, 

Where's your commission, lords? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

Suff. Who dare cross them ? 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly? 

WoL Till I find more than will, or words, to doit 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and must deny it Now I fe*l 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 
How eagerly ye. follow my disgraces, 
As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious cour&s, men of malice ; 
You have Christum warrant for them, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king 
(Mine, and your maeter,) with his own hand gave 

iiui : 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours. 
During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness, 
Tied it by letters patents : Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

Wol. It must be himself then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest 

WoL Proud lord, thou liatt ; 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckiugliam, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 

(1) Esber, inSvrty. 
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Far from his succour, from the king, from ull 
That might have mercy ou the fault thou gav'st 

him; 
Whilst your great goodness, out of lioly pity, 
Absolv'd him with an axo. 

Wol. Tin's, and all eta 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer, is most fid&e. The duke by law 
Found his deserts ; how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his < nd, 
His noble jury and foul cause can wiltiev. 
If I lorM many words, lord, 1 should tell you, 
You have as little honesty a* honour ; 
That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward die king, my ever royal matter, 
Dare mate 1 a rounder man than .Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Star. By my soul, 

Your long coat, priest, protects you ; thou should'st 

feel 
My sword i'the life-blood of thee else. — My lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus jaded- by ti piftce of scarlet, 
Farewell nubility ; let Ins g nice go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 9 

H'oi All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

our. Yes, that go<Klnc<«s 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hand*, cardinal, bv exturtion; 
The goodness of your intcro-pti*} packets, 
You writ to the pope, against the king : your good- 
lies*, 

Since you provoke mo, shall be most notorious. — 
My lonl of Norfolk, — as you are truly noble, 
As you reelect the common good, the state 
Of our despis'd nobility, our issues, 
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen, — 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collecti'd from his life : — I'll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your sinus, lord cardinal. 

iVol. How much, mcthinks, 1 could despise this 
man, 
But that I am bound in charity ngainst it ! 

J*Tor. Those articles, my lord, arc in the king's 
hand: 
But, thus much, they arc foul ones. 

WoL So much fairer, 

An** «"otless, shall mine innocence arise, 
Whm the king knows my truth. 

Sur. This cannot save you : 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some Of these articles; and out thev shall. 
Now, if you can, blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
You'll show a little honesty. 

WoL Speak on, sir : 

I dare your wont objections : it I blush, 
It is, to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I'd rather want those, than my head. Have 
at you. 
First, that, without the king's assent, or knowledge, 
Yon wro u g h t to be a legate; by which power 
Ton maim' d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

JVbr. Then, that, mall you writ to Rome, or else 
To (brafen princes, Ego ti Rex mats 
Was still inscrib'd ; in which you brought the king 
To heyour servant. 

Suff. Then, that, without the knowledge 

(1J EquaL (2) Ridden. 

(3) A cardinal's hat is scarlet, and the method 
of daring larks is by small mirrors on scarlet cloth. 



Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to tlie esapetvr, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders (In 1 great seaL 

Sur. Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, 
Without the king's will, or the state'* allowance, 
A league between his highr»-»> and Ferrara. 

Xvjf. That, out of men* ambition, you have caus'd 
Your holv hat to be stamp'd ou the king's cum. 

Sur. Then, that )ou havi: suit innumerable sub- 
stance 
(By what means got, 1 leave to your own con- 
science,) 
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the wnvs 
You have for dignities; to the mere 1 undoing 
Of all tlie kingdom. Many more thin- nrel 
Which, since ihvy arc of una. and odiou«, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my lord. 

Press not a falling man too far; 'tis virtue r 
His limits lie ojx-n to the laws ; let tlieui, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weep* to sec him 
So little of his great self. " 

•Niir. 1 funrivc him. 

Sujf] Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure i>, 
Because all (how: things, you have done of late 
Hy vour power legating within this kingdom, 
Knll into tin* compass of a pnemunirefi — 
That therefore such a writ be sued auninst you ; 
To forfeit all jour goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of tlie king's protection : — Tins is my charso. 

Nor. And so Wf'll leave you to vour meditations 
How to live I letter. For your stublvirn answer, 
About tlie ghiug back the gp.-at seal to us, 
The. king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank 

you. 
So fare you well, my little icood lord cardinal. 

[E* cunt nil but Wolscy. 

WoL So farewell to the little good you boar me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man ; To-day lie puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrmv blos*>ms, 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost; 
And, when hie thinks, good ca«v man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root, 
And then be. falls, as I do. 1 have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton bovs that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far bevond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under mc ; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with service, to the merry 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
1 feel my heart new open'd : O, how wrctrhed 
Is that ixw man, that hangs ou princes' favours ! 
Then; is betwixt that sinita we would aspire to, 
That sweet asjV-ct of prince*, and tlieir ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or womeu have ; 
And when he falls, he. fulls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. — 

Enter Cromwell, amusedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom. I have no power to speak, sir. 

U r ol. What, amai'd 

At my misfortunes? can thy siiirit wonder, 
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

(4) Absolute. (5) As the Pope's legate. 

I (6) A writ incurring a penalty. 
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WoL Why, well; 

Newer so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience, fte king has cur'dmc, 
I humbly thank his grace; and from these shoulders, 
Them ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour : 
O, 'us a burden, CromweU, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom, I am glad, your grace has made that right 
use of it 

WoL 1 hope I have : I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 
To endure more miseries, and greater fnr, 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom. The heaviest, and the worst, 

Is your displeasure witli the king. 

WoL Gorl bless him ! 

Crom. Tlie next is that sir Thomas More is chosen 
lord chancellor in your place. 

WoL That's somewhat sudden : 

But lie's a If amed man. May he continue 
I-oug in his highness' favour, and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his course, and sleejw in blessing*, 
M;iy have a tomb of orphans' tear* 1 wept on 'em ! 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is returnM with welcome, 
lustall'd lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wot. That's news, indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, 
This day w;is liew'd in ojicii, as his queen, 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

WoL There was the weight that pull'd me down. 
O Cromwell, 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman 1 have lost for ever : 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
«l r pon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master : seek the king; 
That sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : lie will advance thee; 
Some little memory of me will stir him 
( I know his noble nature,) not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too : Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not ; make use? now, and provide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom. O my lord, 

Must I then leave yon ? Must 1 needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 
Dear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

Wol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all mv miseries ; but thou hast fore'd me 
Out of thy honest truth to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: and thus farhear me, Cromwell; 
And, — when I am forgotten, as I shall be ; 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of,— «ay, 1 taught thee. 
Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory, 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise- in; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master rniss'd it. 
Mark bat my fall, and that that ruinM me. 

(1) The chancellor is the guardian of orphans. 



Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
By mat sin fell the angels, how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 
Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate 

thee; 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
Let all the cuds, thou iiim'st at, be thy country's, 
Thy God's and truth's ; then if tliou fidl'st, O 

Cromwell, 
Thou falPst a ble*sed martyr. Serve the Ling ; 
And, — pr'ythce, lead me in : 
There take an inventory of all I have, 
To the last jxinny : 'tis the king's : my robe, 
And my integrity to heaven, is all 
I dare now call mine. own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but scrv'd my God with half tlie zeal 
I scrv'd my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 
Crom. Good Mr, have patience. 
Wot. So I have. Farewell 

The liopcsof court ! my liopes in heaven do dwell. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.—A street in Westminster. Enter 
Uoo Gentlemen, meeting. 

•1 Gent. You arc well met once again. 

2 Gent. And so arc you. 

1 Gent. You come to take your stand litre, and 

behold 
The lady Anne pass from lier coronation ? 

2 Gent. Tis all my business. At our last en- 

counter, 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent. Tis very true : but that tune oflcred 

sorrow ; 
This, general joy. 

2 Gent. 'Tis well : The citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds; 
As, let them have their rights, they an: ever forward 
In celebration of this day with shows, 
Pageants, and sights of honour. 

1 Gent. Never greater, „ 
Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. ' , 

2 Gent. May I be. bold to ask what that contains. 
That paper in your hand ? 

1 Gent. Yes ; 'tis the list 
Of those, that claim their offices this day, 
By custom of the coronation. 

The duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high steward ; next, the duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl-marshal ; you may read the rest. 

2 Gent. I thank you, sir ; had I not known those 

customs, 
I should have been beholden to your paper. 
But, 1 beseech you, what's become of Katharine, 
The princess dowager? how goes her business? 

1 Gent. That 1 can tell you too. The archbishop 
Of C«nterbury, acromivtiiicd with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, 
Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Anipthill, where the princess lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but npjie.ar'd not : 
And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king's late «-cmple, by the main assent 
Of all Uich learned men "he \va;> divore'd. 
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And the late marriage) made of none effect : 
Since which, ah© was removed to Kiraboltoo, 
Where she remains now, sick. 
tGcnL Alai, good Udy !— 

[Trumpets'. 
The trumpets sound: stand close, toe queen is 
coming. 

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 
A tivthf flourish of trumped; then enter 

1. Two judges. 

2. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace be- 

fore him. 

3. Choristers singing. [Music. 

4. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Then 

Garter, in his coat qf arms, and on his 
head, a gilt copper crown. 

5. Marquis Dorset, hearing a sceptre of gold, on 

his head a demi-coronal of gold. With 
him, the earl of Surrey, bearing the rod 
of silver mth the dove, crowned with an 
earVs coronet. Collars of SS. 
%. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his coro- 
net on his head, bearing a long white 
wand, as high-steward. With him, the 
duke of Norfolk, with the rod of mar- 
shalship, a coronet on his head. Collars 
ofSS. 

7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinoue-ports ; 

under it, the Queen in her robe ; m her 
hair richly adorned teith pearl, crowned. 
On each side of her, the bishops of London 
and Winchester. 

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal of 

gold, wrought with flowers, bearing the 
Queen* s train. 
9L Certain ladies or countesses, with plain circlets 
of gold, without flowers. 

2 Gent. A royal train, believe me. — These 1 
know; — 
Who's that, that bears the sceptre ? 

1 GenL Marquis Dorset : 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent. A bold brave gentleman : And that 

should be 
The duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gent *Tis the same; high-steward. 

2 Gent And that my lord of Norfolk ? 

1 Gent. Yes. 

2 GenL Heaven bless thee ! 

[Looking on the Queen. 
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. — 
6ir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more, and richer, when he strains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gent. They, that bear 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

2 GenL Those men are happy; and so are all, are 

near her. 
! take it, she that carries up the train. 
Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gent. It is; and all the rest are countesses. 

2 Gent. Their coronals bay so. These are stars, 

indeed ; 
And, sometimes, falling ones. 

1 GenL No more of that 

[Esii procession, with a great flourish of 
trumpets. 

(1) The marriage lately considered as valid. 
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God save you sir! Where have yoo been broiling? 
3 Gent. Among the croud i'the abbey ; where a 
finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more ; and I am stifled 
With the mere rankneas of their joy. 

2 Gent You saw 
The ceremony ? 

3 Gent. That I did. 

\Gcnt. How wash? 

3 Gent. Well worth the seeing. 

2 GenL Good sir, speak ft to us. 

3 GenL As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, tell off 

A distance from her ; while her grace sat down 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
Tlie beauty of her person to the people. 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man : wnich when the people 
Had die full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 
As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up; and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 
Tliat had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would bhake the press, 
And make them reel before them. No man living; 
Could say, This is my w\fc, there ; all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gait. But, pray, what follow'd ? 

3 GenL At length her grace rose, and with modest 

paces 
Came to the altar; where she kneel'd, and, saint- 
like, 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly, 
Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen; 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems. 
Laid nobly on her : which perfonn'd, the choir. 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom, 
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted, 
And with the same full state pne'd oack again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

1 Gent. Sir, yon 
Must no more call it York-place, that is past : 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost ; 

'Tis now the king's, and call'd — Whitehall. 

3 Gent. ' I know it; 

But 'tia «o lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent What two reverend bishops 
Were those that went on each side of the queen ? 

3 Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one, of Win- 

chester, 
(Newly preferred from the king's secretary,) 
The other, London. 

2 Gent He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's. 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent. All the land knows that - 
However, yet there's no great breach; when it 

comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

2 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Gent. Thomas Cromwell ; 
A man in miirh esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend. — The king 

Hat made him master o'the jewel -house, 
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And one, already, of the privy-coonciL 

3 Gent. He will deserve more. 

3 QtnL Yes, without all doubt 

Come, gentlemen, re riall go my wmy, which 
!• to Che court, end there ye ehall be nW guests; 
Something 1 can command. As I walk thither, 
lit tell ye more. 

Both. Yon may command us, sir. [Ext, 

SCENE //.*— Kimbolton. EntcrKtHh&nne,dow- 
super, tick; led between Griffith and Patience. 

Grif How does your grace ? 

Kath. O. Griffith, sick to death : 

My legs, like loaden blanches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden: Reach a chair ; — 
So,— now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me, Grimm, as thou led'st me, 
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey, 
Wudead? 

Grif. Yes, madam ; bat, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you sufferM, rave no ear to'L 

Kath. Fr'ythce, good Griffith, tell me how he 
died: 
If well, be steppM before roe, happily, 9 
For my example. 

Gr\f. WeN? the voice roes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arretted him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his aiwwer. 
He. fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas! poor man! 

Grif. At last, with easy roads, 1 he came to 
Leicester, 
LooVd in the abbey; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably rccc-iv'd him ; 
To whom he gave these words, — father abbot, 
An old man, broken with the ttorms of elate, 
h come to lay hit weary bonee among ye; 
Give him a Httle earth fir charily! 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu'd him still ; and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his last,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His blessed port to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on him ! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity, — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach,* ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion 
Ty'd all the kingdom : simony was fair play; 
Flu own opinion was his law : I 'the presence* 
fie would say untruths ; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But nil performance, as he is now, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif Noble madam, 

Men's evil manners live in bran ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear roe speak bis good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith; 

(I) This scene is above any other part of Shak- 
speare's tragedies, and perhaps above any scene j 
oil any other poet ; tender and pathetic, without 
rods, or furies, or poison*, or precipice* ; without 
me help of romantic circumstances, without im- 
probable sallies of poetical lamentation, and with- 
out any throes of tumultuous misery. JOHNSON. 



I were mahcious else. 

Grif. This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was msnon'd to* much honour. From hia cradle, 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one; 
Exceeding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not ; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

{Which wan a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam, 
ie was most princely : Ever witness for him 
Those twin? of learning, that he raia'd in you, 
Ipswich, and Oxford ! one 7 of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to outlive tlie good that did it; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous. 
So excellent in art, and still so rising, 
That Christendom stall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till tlien, he full himself, 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, hi; died, fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 
No other (speaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine lionour from corruption. 
But such an honest i hronick-r as Griffith. 
Whom 1 mont liafi d living, thou ha«< made me, 
With thy religious truth, and modr«ty, 
Now in W h*1k - lummir : Peace be with lu'm ! — 
Patience, l>c near me Mill ; and set me lower : 
1 liave not long to tumble thee. — Good Griffith, 
Cause the niii-ician^ play me that sad note 
1 iiamM niv knell, whilst 1 sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Had and solemn music. 

Gr\f. She is alecp : Good wench, let's sit down 
quirt, 

For fear we wake her ; — Softly, gentle Patience. 

The vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after 
another, six personages, clad in white robes, 
wearing on their heads garlands of bays, and 
golden vizards on their faces ; branches of bays, 
orpabn, in thiir hands. They fiat congee unto 
her, then dance ; and, at certain changes, the 
first two hold a spare garland over her head; at 
which, the other four make reverent rourfsies; 
then the turn that held the garland, deliver the 
same to the other next two, who observe the same 
order in their changes, and holding the garland 
over her head; which done, t/tcy deliver the 
same garland to the last Uoo, 10/10 likewise ob- 
serve the same ortUr: at which (as it were by 
inspiration,) site makes in her sleep signs of re- 
joicing, and holdcth vp Iter hands to heaven : 
and so in thiir dancing they vanish, carrying 
the garland with them. The music continues. 

Kath. Spirit'* of peace, where arc ye ? Are ye 
all gone ? 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 

Grif. Mudam, wc are here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for : 

Saw ve none enter, since I slept ? 

Grif • Nont-, madam. 

Kath. No ? Sow you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whn«e bright faces 
Cost thousand Ixains ujion me, like the sun ? 
They proini»'d me eternal happiness. ; 

(2) Ha pi v. (3) By short stages. 
(4) Pride. (v Of the king. 
'6) Formed lor. (7) Ipswich. 
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And brought mo garlands, Griffith, wliich I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall, 
AsHircdlv. 

Grif. i nm most joyful, madum, such good dreams 
IVmh-s your fancy. 

Kuth. Bid the music leave, 

They arc harsh aud heavy io me. \Music ceases. 

Pat. Do you note-, 

How much her grace is altcr'd on the sudden? 
How long her face is drawn ? how jnde Abe looks, 
And of an earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 

f t ri£ Slie is going, wench ; pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An't like your grace, — 

Kath. Vou arc a saucy fellow : 

Deserve we no more reverence ? 

Grif. You are to blame, 

Knowing she will not lose her wouhrd greatness, 
To iim> n> rude belmiuur : go to, kneel. 

Mess. J humbly do cut n at y on r highness' pardon; 
My liable made me unmannerly : There is staying 
A gentleman, stiit from the king, to see you. 

Kath. Admit liiui entrance, (iriihlh: But tlii* 
fellow 
*-jet ine ne'er see again. [Exeunt Grif. and Mess. 

Re-enter Grulith, with Cnpucius. 

If my >ight fail not, 
foil should be lord ambassador fiom the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Cnpucius. 

Cap. Mauain, the same, your servant. 

Kuth. O my lord, 

The times, nnd title«, now are altcrM strangely 
With me, since, first you knew me.. But, 1 pray you, 
What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap. Noble lady, 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next, 
Tlic king's reque-t that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendation*, 
And heartily entreats y<m take good comfort 

Kuth. () my good lord, that comfort comes too 
late ; 
'Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gentle phy.-ie, given in time, had cur'd me; 
But now 1 am past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How dues his highness ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish, 
Whe-it 1 shall dwell with worms, and my l>oor name 
Banish'd the kingdom ! — Patience, is that letter, 
I caus'd you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat. No, madam. 

[Giving it to Katliarine. 

Kath. Sir, 1 most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Mo*t willing, madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his good- 
ness 
The model 1 of our chaste loves, his young daugh- 
ter :'i — 
The dew* of heaven fall thick in blessings on her ! — 
Elexecfhing him, to give hi r virtuous bireding; 
(She i* young, and of a noble modi-M nature ; 
I hope, she will de-serve well ;) and a little 
To lu\e her for her mother's *ake, that lo\'d him, 
Heavi n knows how dearly. My next |>uor petition 
I.*, tliat his uuble grace would have some pity 
I ? pon my wreti hi d women, thut *o long, 

(1) linaee. (>) Afterward* (Jueen Man 
v '.li Kven if lie thniild U\ 



Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully . 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

(And now I slmuld not lie,) hut will deserve, 

For virtue, nnd true lieauty of the soul. 

For Itonesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be 3 u noble ; 

And, sore, those men are happy that shall have 

limn. 
The last is, for my men : — they arc tlie poorest, 
But poverty could never draw them from me;— 
That they may ha\c their wage.* duly paid them, 
And something o\rr to n memU'r me by ; 
If Heaven had plcas'd to have given me longer UJe, 
And able means, we had not jmrteil thus 
These are the w hole content*: — And, good my lord, 
By that yon love trie dearest in this world, 
As you wi>h ChriMian peace to souls departed, 
Stand the** jxmr people's friend, and urge die king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. 1>\ heaven, I will ; 

Or let me low the fashion of a man I 

Kath. I thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unlo his his;hiie«s : 
Say, his long trouble now is pacing 
Out of thai world : tell him, in death Iblcss'd him, 
For so I will. — Mine eye* grow dim. — Farewell, 
My lord — (iritfilh, farewell. — Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet. T mu*t to bed ; 
Call in more women. — When I am dead, good 

wench, 
Ix t me be us'd with honour ; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, thut all the wurld may know 
1 was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 
Then lay me forth : although unquec-n'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 
I can no more. [ Exeunt, hading Katharine. 



ACT V. 

SCENE l.—A gallery in the palace. Enter 
Gardiner bishop of Winchester ; a Page with a 
torch Oefinre him, met by Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Gar. It's one o'clock, 1k»v, is't not ? 

Jioy. It hath struck. 

Gar. Tile**' !>hnu!d be hours for neccwilies, 
Not for delights; limes to reiwir our nature 
With comforting repose, ami not for us 
To waste tluve tinu.s.— Good hour of night, sir 

Thomas ! 
Whither so late ? 

IiOv. Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Gar. I did, sir Tin »mns; and left hint at priiiici-u 4 
With the duke of Sulllilk. 

Luc. I mii*t to him, too, 

B*-ft»re he go to 1k«1. I'll take my It-atc. 

Gar. Not y ft, sir I'homas Lovell. What'A the 
matter? 
It scf-ms, you aie in haste: ;m if ih* it lie. 
No gn at oil! nee bi'lmiiis ti»'t, ui\i \i>ur frund 
Souutouclr'i'f yourlalt busiiH««: Ail.tii>, tlml nnlk 
( A-, th»y *ay, .-pirit.* do,) at miduiiJiL, have 
In tlu in a uildi i uatun 1 , than ttic 1 -ii-iii«*a- 
That xck* di -patch 1 y day. 

r.nr. My K»nl. I loveyv-u; 

And ilm.-t ■ omiiK iid n >f\ i»t to y i hi i e:ir 
MiK'h w« i^hlitr than thi- work. T1m» queen's in 

l.ilfiir, 
Tiny »a\, in ^ii..t e\tji liuly , nnd fmi'd. 
She'll with t!ie labour end. 

v ly A :aii» at enrd.s. (.*i> Unit. 
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Gar. Tin* fruit. «he lye* 1 * with, 

1 jii.iv tor heartily ; that il may f.n 1 
Inxxf time, and live : but far the »t.n k, *ir Thomas 
I n;-b :' ^:m : . ■'.'■.■ »r« now. 

/..oe. ' M« ! ! ->!ii. T could 

'Ny the .mv'ii. a:^i y.-f r-iy r»..:-.:i >■.•-.' «hv«, 
•Shi 'i :■ s:-.>i'l '.Te:i"::n, an !, -wv--' !»»iv. »l )«■* 
JV-itvi- our l>. lirr ui-hi -. 

Gar. ]»:•', -iv. -ir, — 

Hear mr, hir Thutr.-.- : \ oil ate a iieiiilt man 
Of mint- own wiv : 1 kmiw vu wi-e, religion* ; 

• ■ - 

And, let mc tr«!i yrut, il will il -Yr lv w« II, — 
'Twill not. -ir Tinuii":- f .nvt-i'., lal.r'i of Hie,— 
Till (.'ranuier, (.Yumwel 1 , her two hand*, and .she, 
Sin [> in their grave.*. 

I mo. Now, s-ir, \<ai i»i:«-nk of two 

The moot romnrk'd i'the kingdom. A* for Cruui- 

wrll,— 
Ile-ide th:tt of the j« wil-h-'ti'i , he*- made ma-ler 
O'lhe nil is, and (In: kind's -'• n tary : further, sir, 
Sunds in the «4^p and ir:rlis ul inon* pn-frrmenl.-*, 
With whieh the. liiiu'tvil! load him: TlH;ar«.hui»h'»p 
I« the kin::*- ham!, :uid tongue; And who dan- 

speak 
Oii« tylhihlt- ugain-it lun? 

(war. \\ ■«, \ c.-*, sir Thorns*. 

Then- are that d.iro : and 1 in\>elf hair vnitur'd 
To -peik my mind tit' him : ;uid, iudirod, tin- dii, 
Sir (I in.iv till it lou,/ I think, I h:i". r 
Im.vil-'il : lilt loid- o'lh> • liii-.n il, tlr.i! ho IS 
(For mi I know !n i>, ih« v know h- ;«,) 
A iiio-I arch h«-n-tie, a p« .-lilrm •'■ 
Th.it d.H- in:".-, i iln- hud. with uln< h they moved, 
I l.ivi- bimki n- with f hi- kinn : who hath -o far 
(iiMii i-.ir in iMii i i»ni|ii;iint .of l,i- i:rrai jiraee. 
Arid puiii'di i-.m : fun -x-i'-itm lho-e fell mi-» hief- 
Out n-:i-"u- Irii i hi-:i#:v him hi' )i..th < miiiuaudrd, 
Ti '-morrow Miurnin^ to th< cuuiii il-ho;iifi 
He *.#• c vinh:.l. :: He'"* :i rank wi-i-d, >ir Thonm««, 
And wv i»»t r.vit him mil. I-'niin \oiir alliiir- 
1 hind-T "I hKi kmj: : ^ood ni^ht, pir Thoiiiii.'*. 
I.iw. -.nv «rtMid niuiit-, m\ l«»rd ; 1 rr>t vour 

\-r\ ai;l. ■ flxamt ( rardincr and I'lin 1 . 

* *■■ ■ 

i 

JIj Lovill ;jt gxiwf out, ftitsr the Kin^, and the 
Puke of SmT.ilk. 

K. fftn. C'harli -, 1 will jilay no nui'i- to>mVh( ; 
!\1\ iiMid'« iu'1 on'i, ymi :im to«j hard fur iiii-. 
SnJ\ Sir, I did Hi vi-i win of \ou lulort'. 
K. //. ti. liut lit tli , C[i;i:Ij«: 
Mi-.- «;|iall not, whi n my fuiii j'- '-n my play. — 
INnw, I w. i\ i - 1 1 . fu mi thi- «|i;« i n what ii th«: in w> ! 

Ijtv. I i ould in >t \y i^nually di livi-r tn hrr 
What ymi ( ommnndi (I tm', hm h\ h» r wum:in 
I *'iH mjiii nn-H-nu'o : wh.i m tnvn'd ln-.r th-nik* 
In 1l«' ^n at* -«t hnmbh.iii ■>•«, and ih-irVI Vuur high- 
lit !«S 
j\Iii>1 hf-yitilv to pr.iv fa* Iut. 

K. Hen. ' ' Wlml -ayVt th.»n ? ha '. 

To pi.ijk f,r la r? wlr.it, i-« -In- < i\in^ «»:it f 

Ja>i\ So .-aid Iht woin.in : '.iv. ' th.it lior ?uth r- 
an> i: ma^if 
Ahu:.*l • :v. h paii'i a d« I'll. 

K. Ma. Ala N L--i l.i'ly ! 

Si-t\ (,..'1 «.ti; '.y quit If I '■:" lur 1hi:-'!<-ii, :lld 
\\ ir''i L-n'i'- irn-. ail, to tlj. -•.» 1* l»» .;- uf 
*i «.•:! '. ^: nv - With, an ]■■ ii ! ■ 

A*. // ' "'{'.- niidni^l.i, *""lififh *,j,' 

T J, \itj ■ . " I'"' 1 : and in tl \ p ai.-r* n iii-inli. r | 
Th'- i 'i-il- "'■ J.tv '.»*•: i| a i ii /..mm in, ,||,. : , : r 
Koi" I nil •'■'■. v "t dial. win. !i .■■.i:ii..uiv i 

Wid ii. if '•■ :';.'■ i • ■ ■ I V" !o 



1 1 Si t on. 

VOl II 



■ 1 Tu.MiS.;-i,,i..!< 



S«f- I wish yoiir hig:hncM 

A qiiii-l niplil, and my podmhtii m will 
I'lf-int-iubcr in my prHVcr.". 

K. JH*n. rhaili.4, jii^od ni^ht. — 

rE'ir Suffolk. 

I'.:i!-r Str Amh-r.V Dr.nnv. 

Wi II, ^ir. wh:t :i.n-iw •? 

lh n. Sir, I ha \ i- i.i'.irjit my lord (hi? trchbishop, 

A> _\Ol| (Olllill llldt d III* . 

K. Urn. Ha ! CamYrhury ? 

Jjin. Ay, my «ro"d loid. 

K. Il'.n. 'Ti* tnir : AVherc i« lir, Denny ? 

Ihn. \\o alti nd- \vnr lii^hin-V pli-ii-iirr. 
K. Ihn. Bring him to in. 

\Krit [>-miy. 

Ijor. Thi- is sdmut that whi« h tin; hi.-liop ^pnk^; 

1 am happiU romc hither. {.hide. 

lit -r titer Deinn , with Craumcr. 

K. Htn. Avoid the gnl lory. 

[Lovill seems to stay. 
Ha ! — I have. -aid. — l>e «ione. 
What ! — [ Rirunt IjwlW and Wmny. 

Crnn. I am iVurfnl : — When fore frown-* hilhn«? 
'Tin hi> as|n it of tt-rmr. All's not well. 

K. Hm ll.iw now, my lord ? You do desire to 
know 
Win -re fore 1 M-nt ff»r you. 

Cran. It U my duty, 

To attend your hi£hnr.«A' pleasure. 

K. J fen. Tray you, ari^ f 

My pt>i<l :uid »i"»« ioii- lonl of C'anlerbuiy. 
Coriu 1 , \ini and I mii^t walk a turn to^i:tlk*r; 
I have new.- to tell you: Come, ionic, give nie 

your h;md. 
Ah, my good lord, T grieve at what \ speak, 
■\nd run risihl -oriy tortjK^ut what follow* : 
I have, and inc^t unwillingly, of late 
Heard nv.nw urievnus. I do *av, mv lonl, 
(i')iev(iii- eonipliiints of )Oii; which, being con- 

>id. rM, 
Have nui\ M ih and our eotmeil, that you shall 
T!ii- ini'iiiin^ (omi- 1h ton- us: where, 1 know, 
Yon » -annot wiih sui h freedom piirtre yourself, 
Mill that, till tiuther tiial, in tho-«r charge* 
Whi* h will iii|witi vuur answer, you muit takft 
Vi.'iir paiieuer to y«.ii, and l>e Welt lout* nti.d 
'J'o make \our hoii-»- <'iir Tower : You u brotltfr 

of iw,l 

It fit- w< ihu- i»vo!.i ed, or il^» no witne-3 
Would i imie. a^ain-f you. 

Cran. I huinhiv thank vour his:hnr^ ; 

And am riuht srlud lo cateh this* Q**\ <** a-ion 
Mo-t ihiuii^hh to In) wiimowM. where mv chall 
\nd inrn -hall tly asunder: for, 1 know, 
Tin n % limn -I'liid-uiideruiorcoaluiuiuouiitojiguo^ 
Thau I m\-tlt. |kioi man. 

A'. Ihn. Stand up, tood Canterbury; 

I'll* tri'th, an. I »hy intei;nly, i" njf»tt«l 
In i.-. iln fin ml: (iive mi- thy hand, -taml Up; 
IV\t!seei lei'- w »'!k. \-w, by m\ h«»lv-daine, 
vYl: ,■ iiiiiiiu : . f i.iiiii :i:e vou ? >lv lorrl, I look'd 
\i-ij W'ltild lia'n irixeri i:u jour ]» iiIkii, that 
I -l.oiill I: ■■■ i '; 'i ii mid,.- paitii » • l...i:i«; tu^tther 
*. ..ii -i-if .i.id \.' .ii a- ■•I'.i-r-; ;i;i I !■• h'.U e heanl }OII 
\\ it!i"il .ti !.|„ ii. i , :>:i!her. 

t '/,//#. M-i-! d:>-.id lit'^e. 

Tin ■ .-.I I : . ; .:»i i- in tii:th, an. I hum*!* : 

li •'.■ ■. «■" '! f . : I. Wl'h liMlle i .r ii.'i -, 

^N ■'. .ivin ,•!.« i". i iu\ pi :-"ii ; whivh 1 wi ixW is-.it, 
■ *■ : .!':;» .ul. .1 Our c f |be lu! 1 .".!. 
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Being of those virtues vacant t fanr nothing 
What r:an lie. «aid against inc. 
K. lit*. Know you not how 

Your stab' stands i'tlir world, with the whole world ? 
Your enemies 

Are ninny, and not »mn|l ; tlic.ir practices 
Must bear the same proportion: and not ever' 
The justice and the truth o'lhc quc«tion rarries 
The dm* o'the. verdict willi it : At what ease 
Might corn i pi mimU niiMiin! knnvi * as corrunt 
To swear against y un : such thing?- have hwn done. 
Yon ore potently omx»'d ; and with a malice 
Of an great tins. Ween* you of In -iter link, 
I mean, in perjur'd witness tlmn your master, 
WIium* minister you are, wliilc:* la -re lie liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, ^o to ; 
Yon take a prccijticc for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own dVflruction. 

Cran. CJcmI, nnd your majesty, 

Protect mine innorinen, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for Hie ! 

K. lien. Be of Rood cheer ; 

They shall no more prevail, lh:ui we give way to. 
Keep eumfort to you; and this morning see 
You do appear Ijefnre them ; if they ?hall chance, 
In cliargiug you with matter*, to commit you, 
The best |»ersuustoiis to flic contrary 
Fail not t<» use, and with what veto -money 
The occusi<*i shall instruct yon : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy j this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before, them. — Look, the good man 

weeps! 
He's honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother! 
I swear, he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None, letter in my kingdom. — Get vou pone, 
And do as I have bid you.— [Exit Cranmcr. 

He has strangled 
His language in his tears. 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gent. [Within.] Come back ; What mean you ? 

Lady. I'll not come back : the tiiliugs that 1 
bring 
Will make my boldness manners. — Now, good 

angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings ! 

K. Hen. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen delive.r'd ? 
Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy. The. God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — 'tis a girl, 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, vour queen 
Desires your visitation, and to oe 
Acquainted with this stranger; '(is a* like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K. Hen. LoveU,— 

Enter LoveU. 

Jjom. Sir. 

K. Hen. Give her a hundred marks. HI to 
the queen. ( Exit King. 

Lady. A hundred mark* ! By this light, I'll 
hate more. 
An ordinary groom is for snrh pay it "'nt. 
I will have more, or scold it out of I lim. 
Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 
I will haie more, or else un«ay't; :<i id now 
While it i« hot, I'll jmt it to the k<iw ■. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE 11.— Lobby befort the cxntncU-ehamber. 
Enter Cranmor; Servants, Door-keeper*, Qr. 
attending. 

Cran. I hope, I am not too late ; and yet the 
gentleman, 

That was sent to mc from the council, pray'd me 
To make great haste. All fast? wnat means 

this ?— Hoa ! 
Who waits there? — Sure, you know me ? 

D. Keep. Yes, my lord; 

Hut yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why ? 

D. Keep. Your grace must wait, till you be call'd 
for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran. So. 

Ihttts. This is a niece of malice. I am glad, 
I came this way so happily : The king 
Shall understand it presently. [Exit Butts. 

Cran. [Aside] ' 'Tis Butts, 

Tlie king's physician ; Aft he past along, 
How earnestly he cast his eyes iqion me ! 
Fray lieavcn, lie sound not my disgrace! Vox 

certain, 

This is of purpose laid, by some that hate me, 
(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice,) 
Toquench mine honour : they would shame to make 

mc 

Wait else at door; a fellow-counsellor, 
Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pica- 
Mi res 
Must be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter at a window above, the King and Butts. 

Butts. I'll slww your grace the strangest sight, — 

K. Hen. What's that, Mutts ? 

Butts. 1 think, your highness saw this many a day. 

K. Hen. Body o'inc, where is it ? 

Butts. There, my lord : 

Tlie high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 
Who holds his state at door, 'mongst pursuivants. 
Pages, and footboys. 

K. Hen. Ha ! 'Tis he, indeed : 

Is this the honour they do one another? 
'Tis well, there's one aliove them yet. I had thought, 
They had parted so much honesty among them, 
(At least, good manner*,) as not thus to sutler 
A man of his place, and so near our favour, 
To <lance attendance on their lords-hip!-' pleasures, 
And at the. door too, like a uoM with packets. 
By holy Mary, Butts, there s knavery : 
Lei them alone, and draw the curtain close ; 
We shall hear more anmi. — [Exeunt. 

THE COUiNOlL-CHAMBER. 

Enter tht Lord Chancellor, the Duke, of Suffolk, 
Earl of Surrey, Lnrtl Chamberlain, Gardiner, 
and Cromwell.' The Chancellor jdarrs himsttf 
at tlu vpptr end of the UtIJe. on the Uft tumd; a 
sent being ltfl void above him, aifur tlu Arrh- 
bishtf/t of Canterbury.- The rest stat thrmsrlnx 
in ordtr on earh side. Cromwell at the low* r 
truly as secretary. 

Chun. Spfik to tin- business, master secretary : 
Why arc we iih-1 in council f 

Crom. Please yonr honours. 

The i hief cause t cunrni- hi:* grace of Canterbury. 

iiar. lias In: L.irl knuwhdge of il ? 

Cram. Yi*«. 

J\*io\ Wlio waits iliere i 

/>. Keep. Witlitiiit, mv uolile lords ' 
I iiar. Yi- 
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D. Keep. My lord arc-hla'shop; 

And has done half an hour, to know \ onr plcavui-es. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[( -ninnier approaches the council-table. 

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To «it here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : But we all arc men, 
In our own natures frail; and callable 
Of our Jlesli, few arc angels : out of which frailty, 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us 
Haw misdemcan'd}<»ur*clf, and not a litde, 
Toward the king first, then his law*, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chap- 
lains, 
(For so we arc informed,) with now opinions, 
Divers, and dangerous; which an* hen ska, 
And, not refonu'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords: for those, that tame wild t>oix.'«, 
Face tliem not in their haucki to make them gentle; 
But stop their mouth* with stubborn bite, and spur 

them, 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our easiness ami childish pity 
To one man's honour) this contagious -sicklier, 
Farewell all phy*ic : And what follows then? 
CVxiimotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : an, of late days, our neighbour^ 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My goixl lord*, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office, I have lahour'd, 
And*with no little study, that my teaching, 
And the strong course of my autlHiritv, 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living 
(I speak it with a single heart, 1 my lords,) 
A man that more detests, more stirs against, 
Both in his private conscience, and his place, 
Defacers of a public peace, tlian I da 
Pray I leaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it ! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourishment, 
Dare bite the best. 1 do beseech your lordships, 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
Be wtiat they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Huf. Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Gar. My lord, because we have business of more 
moment, 
Wc will be short with you. 'Tis his highness' plea- 
sure, 
And our consent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower ; 
Where, being but a private man again, 
You shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank 
you, 
You are always my good friend ; if your will pass, 
1 shall both find jour lorpjihip judge and juror, 
You are so merciful : I sec your end, 
Ti« my undoing : Love, and meekness, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition ; 
Win straying soul* with modesty again, 
f -ast nun* away. That I sliall clear myself, 
I#ay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make a* little doubt, a.- you do con-dciicc 
In doing daily wrongs, f could soy more, 

(I) l ln singleness of heart/ Ae> ii. M. 



But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Gar. M> lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 
That's the plain truth; your [minted gins* discovers, 
To men that iiuuV rstaiul you, word* and weakness. 

Cram. My lonl of Winche>u-r, you are a little, 
By jour good favour, too sharp; men so noble, 
However faulty, yet sltnuld find respect 
For what they liave Ik en : 'tis a cruelty, 
To load a lulling man. 

Gar. Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy ; you may, wont 
Of all this table, say &o. 

Crom. Why, my lord ? 

Gar. Do not 1 know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect? ye an; not sound. 

Cram. Not bound? 

Gar. Not MHind, J s r iv. 

Cram. 'Would vou were half so honest ; 

Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fear*. 

Gar. 1 shall remember this bold language. 

Crom. Do. 

Rcmemljcr your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much; 

Fwbi^ir, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Crom. And 1. 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord, — It stands 
agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
Y'ou I>e convcy'd to the Tower a prisoner; 
Tlierc to remain, till die king's furtlter pleasure 
Be known unto us : Arc you all agreed, lords? 

JIU. We arc 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I must needs 1o the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar. Wliat olhet 

Would you expect? You are strangely trouble- 
some. — 
Let some o'lhe guard be ready tlierc. 

Enter Guard. 

Cran. For roe ? 

Must 1 go like a traitor thither ? 

Gar. Receive him, 

And sec hiin safe i'thc Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good inv lords, 

I have a little yet to say. ljuok there, my iords ; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king's ring. 

Siir. 'Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye all, 
When we. first put thi* dangerous stone u rolling, 
'Twnnld fall upon ourselves. 

Aor. Do you think, my lords, 

The king will sutler but the little finger 
Of this man to Ixj vex'd ? 

Cham. 'Tis now too certain, 

How much more is his life in value with him. 
'Would I were fairly out on't. 

Crom. My mind gave me, 

hi seeking tales, and informations. 
Against this man (who*e honesty the dfvil 
And his disciples only envy at,) 
Ye blew the fire that' bum's yv : Now liave atyc. 

Enter King, frowning on thtm ; takes his seat. 

Gar. Dn ;ul sovereign, how much are we twuud 
to he. i ven 
In daily thanks, that save us such a prince ; 
IN'nf only i;ood and wim:, IhjI most religious: 
< Hie th:il, in all oufiliiiK « , makes the * hnrch 
The « lucl *im : A In- h"Uour; and, to strengthen 
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*tnal holy duty, out of dear m«prcC t 
His royal self in judgment comes tnlicAr 
The cause betwixt her and this ureal ollendcr ! 
JC Hen You were ever good at Midden com- 
mendations. 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ; 
They are too thin and base to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach, you play the ^wnicl, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But, whatsoe'er thou tak'st me fur, I am -jure, 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 
Good man, [To Cranmcr.] sit down. Now let me 

see tlie proudest 
He, that dares most, but w»£ hia finger at thee : 
By all that's holv, he hud I Natter starve, 
loan but once think his place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it please ynur gnu e, — 
K. Hen. No, ur, it does not please inc. 

I had thought, I had men ot wane understanding 
And wisdom, of my council ; hut I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man. 
This pood man (few of von deserve, that title,) 
This honest man, wait like a lonsy foot boy 
At chamber-door? and one as treat a* you are? 
Why, what a shame was ihi* ! Did iuy commission 
Bid ye *o far forjret yourselves? 1 £a\e ye 
Power, a* he wii»n counsrllor, to try him, 
Not as a £room : There's some of ye, 1 sec, 
More out of inalio than integrity," 
Would try him to iIm- utmost, hud ye. mean ; 
Which ye shall ne\e,r have, while. J live. 

Chan. Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like, your gr.w e 
To let my toiupie excuse all. " What was purpos'd 
Concerning hi* irnprisonun-nt, was rsithe.r 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial, 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice; 
1 am sure, in me. 

K. Hen. Well, well, my lord*, re*pect him ; 
Take him, and use him well, lie's worthy of it. 
I will nay thus much for him, If a prince 
May be beliolden to a subject, T 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all emhnu e. him : 
Be friends, for shame, my lonU. — My lord of Can- 
terbury, 
I have a suit which you mn-t not deny me; 
That is, a fair young maid that yoi wants baptism, 
You must be godfather, and answer tor her. 

Oran. The. greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour ; How may 1 deserve it," 
That am a |>oor and humble subject to you ? 
K. Hen, G>mc, come, mv lonf, you'd spare vour 
spoons ;l you shall have 
Two noble partners with you ; the old duchos ot* 

Norfolk, 
And lady marquis I>or*et; Will these ple,i«e you ? 
Once mora, my lord of Winchester, I charge yo'i. 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar. With a true heart, 

And brother-love, I do it. 

Cm/4. .And let Heaven 

Witness how dear 1 hold t!ii> < nufirmaiif.ii. 
K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tejus >how thy 
true heart. 
The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, Do my lord of Canter- 
bury 
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Jl shrewd turn, and he it your friend for ever.— 

Come, lards, we tritle time nwav : 1 knr 



(1) It was an ancient cnMom for sponsor* to pre- 
sent spoons to their god-children. 

(2) The bear-garden on the Bunk-tide. 
(:i) Roaring. 



tang 
To have this* young one madt: a" Christian. 
As 1 have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 
So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. [Exe. 

SCENE III.— The Pnlnce Yard. JKoUe and tu- 
mult within. Enter Porto" <md his Man. 

Port. You'll U-xivo your no:** anon, ye rascals : 
Hoyoti take the court' for Paris garden ?2 j e rude 
slaves, leave your gapins.' 

[Irithm.] "Good muster porter, I hxlong to the 
larder. 

Port, lielong to the gnllowi>, and lie hanged, vou 
rogue: Is tin- a place, to mar in?— Fetch me a 
dozen crab-tree staves, ami Mmiig ones; iIicm- are 
but switches to thi m.— I'll st ralch your heads \ 
You nii]>t be- seeing chri«U'm'ng*? Iii/iou look lor 
ale anil cakes In if, you rude r.iM-al? ? 

Jttan. Pray, j-ir, l>e patient; 'tis as uiin.h impos- 
sible 
(I.'nlem we sweep them from the door withe a i moils,) 
To scatter them, as *li» to make them sleep 
On May day nioniins ; which will never b»- : 
We may as wt 11 pu-.li n^iiust Paul's, as stir them. 

Part. How pot they in, and be hang'd? 

Man. Ala*, 1 know not; How ffe.ts the tide in? 
A* much as one sound cudgel of four liiot 
;\ou see tin- |>our remainder) could distribute, 
I m:ide no *paie, Mr. 

Port. You dill nothing, sir. 

J\Lm. I am not Samson, nor nr (iuy, nor f-ol- 
hrandj to mow tin in down ln-fore tin- : but, if I 
Spared un\, that had a head to hit, either toiing or 
old, he or >he, i uckold or cin kold-makcr, let nw 
never hoj>e to m e a chine aicain ; and tiiat i would 
not tor a cow, (iod >ave her. 



[Jl'it/rin.] JXi you hear, master ptirU'r? 

Port. I shall lie with you presently, gootl master 
puppy. — Keep the do^ir cln«H', sirrah. 

Jinn. What wiHild you have, me do? 

Port. What should y ou do, but knock tlw-m down 
by the dozen* ? N thin MoortieUU to mu<ttiT in ? or 
have we some stmnufH Indian with the jjreat tool 
come to couil, the women «<t liesie^e us ? JJN-s me, 
what a fry of fornicau'ou is at door! On my Chris- 
tian con^cirnce, this one christening will U-jrl st 
thousand ; here will be fatlier, godfather, and all 
together. 

Man. The spoons will 1h- the. bijrgvr, sir. There 
is a fellow x>mr\vhat mar the door, he. shfHild U-a 
bray it r by his face, for, o'niy conscience, twenty of 
the dnK-d:i)» now rtiifii in's in»*e; all that sUmii 
about him an- under the line, thev need no otlier 
|H-ii:iiKe: That fire-drake did 1 hit t line times oil 
tin. head, and three. tim«> was his no>e dinharjeed 
ouain-t me: he stand* there, like a mortar pii-ce, to 
blow us. Then wa*a hal^nltt-lnr's wife erf' »niidl 
wit near him, that railed upon me till her pink'd 
|K»riiii«r«r ; '' fell fifllier head, for kimllin^ -uch a ctim- 
bustiou in the state. I mi^sM tin- men -oi ,; once, and 
hit that woniuii, who tried out, CIhI'a ! win n 1 
mii:hl >ee from far H'lin- lorli tnincln.on»f i-* draw 
to her suet niir, whi« h weiv lh«- ho|M' ol the Slisuid, 
«hen.- siH' «as qi!itrt<r« d. 'Hie\ fell on ; I m^d<-. 
X(hh\ my place : at l< iiL'fh they faun i«i t-n brooni- 
stafl' with me, 1 <l«'M«d ihnn >till ; wlnn «.ii«ldenly 
a file of l*o\s iN-himl dnin, I< n •><- shot, dtlhcrcd 
such a slu>wer of p hhlcs, that 1 wa* fuin to draw 

(4) Ciuy of Warwick, nor Col brand the Danish 
giant. 

{!>) l'ink'd tap. (t>) Tlie brazier. 
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deiil w> air mis>I them, 1 Ihink, mi 

fur(. TIhw urn llm i..wln unit lIi: = :. . 

ty-houae, and nghl nruitleu applies that no aa- 
ace, but the TribulatMi of Towir-l.Hl, or the 
Ibotn of Liinehouse, their dear bmihin, an a Me n 
endure. I have none of thein in .Vrn'm putrnm 1 
and Ila re IhtJ are lit* lo daru.ii (In ■-<■ three day* 
br.tiilr'- the running banquet of two beadles' tim 



They (t™w Mill ton, from nil parlMh. 
AairwobMafurhiire! Whervnn 
Tliwtlaiy fan eat— Ye hair mack 



f.llou 

There'* n (rim . 
Vour fiiiihl'iil friend. n'thcailMrln f We .h.ill hivr 
limit More of room, no doubt, left for the ludim 
When Ihey pass lark from llie thrisleriii,:.-. 

Port An'l plea*t ymir I....V11 

Wr are tail mm i unci what «o many may do, 

Oum. At I live, 

. If die kin E Uamc ine for'l, I'll In* }.■ all 

Rj iIk' hwh, and -udueuk ; m.iloo vi.urbend- 
("Up round lino., for ii.-kUtl : Von are Butt- tnm'i ■ j 
Ami Ik re >e lie burine; of Immhard., 3 kImi 
1 .• -hoalil do iTiii'. Hark, ll«- trumpet- -.aniil ; 
The* arc eniK; already loan tin- cUri-faiing : 
Uo, r.n-ak ainon-; ibi im-<, anil ittu.1 a Kay out 
Tii I.'! the Iruoj) jin>.- lairly; ur I'll find 
AM*r«hii!*Kii,'h!i[! buhly.-'i plui ihe'i- i, 
fori. Make way (Jii-r.- lor Ihi i,-:ii-i, 
M,m Y'.iu great iVlluw, stand i.l,-r 
loak, vunHaadl.eh.-. 

fori. Yon i'the tumble!, get up o'lhe rait; I'll 

pick 1 you o'er Llit pale* else. [H.icunt. 

SCE.VR tV— The Palace.' Enter Ir-imyl:, 

jownrfing-; Bun two Aldtrmen, Ijn-d Mayar, 

Cirler, Craniner, Du*r of .Norfolk, «■«■'. 

mnrirwrijfnjf; />ufe o/ Sudulk.liro fOU I 

hwiKjr ETfnl ilandinghmrli,f i ,r the diriiiea- 

inggifl*; thenjbttr A'aliltnUA htnr. i:: .• . -i-i 

opy, voder wAiA II" 75nrScMof Karri-Ik, _ : .. .'- 

morter, baring Ihe Child, richly hahi!,J ,„ .-. 

HHiHlIt, +r. Train hnrnt. by a Lady ; llumfol- 

l-nei the Martkwxta »/' nor*!, tfuj «(*(*■ «mi- 

wolAer, una 1 Isidiei. Tie troopptut ana oiooi 

(A* ifagV, obJ 6'arl(r ipcatl. 

Cnrf. Heaven, froin thy enitle» i»wJtu>w, wild 

pir-pemiii lit>. Ions, and ever Iwopv, lo ih " 

and mighty prino.-M of England, Elirul> tli 

tJonriih. Enter Km^, ami Train, 

('ran. [Kneeling.] Ami [a vour royal ^i„. 

Ihe ktioiI ijiiren, 

Mv noble partner", a nil riw'tjlf, iSini |>r:i 

All ■imforl, joy, in this ino-t K rai;i u u, la- ■. . 

Il.-av.r) rv.-t laid „,, |u make [HirouU hit, 

""-■- irly fall ntKBi je '. 

Tmutk yott, s;t 



nrhleHinr: f ;«l protert tliee ! 



pmdi-ibl: 
I Uwok >.■ Lrxnllt 
Wlien 4ie hat *. r 



cfa KnglUL ' 

i- l.id- on-; anil Ihe ttordi I uller 
1 .*:'■ iv. j'.j tl-y'll liod Ihi-ni Irulh. 
i ,lli awn -lill mule about her!) 
radio, >•:! now pr 



TlKHiai 
L'inu'lii: 
»'l,loh I 

Hfl.-u-llhwli-.ilr.'nilUlH.lilnis 

■iidl'lLl ■■!,:.l'l -K, ,.■■!: M» !m 

ufni.-l. 



,[ 1.1,, 



'llian Ihif pun- !Olll -iiill la:: all iirint'elr C«cef| 
■nial i.miuI nil -uih a iniuhlv pi.-ia as itai iu, 
Willi all lln iirlLH-T, Ibat alt.nd iheiiuit. 



II I,- lo, M', and (";,,'<!: hk r i. 



■vvi 



lV Urn. 

■|l.,i uhi 

Allien. 



30.1 lord ar, I, 

Oitabeth. 

Slatirl lip, 
{Tan King tiiwj U 



i.-i-l::,!!"!,,- 1 




iiiw-n : mill lliri-o liIkaiI Ivht 


■'„„„ ii,.,- ,ii;, 


Z 






\,ldlll ,1,:,-.- 






hi lit lilon.1. 


N.n''-':::ill i':i 






Hul ;n wlan 


I'll,. I,,-,!,,:' n 


!„,',' 


die', ihe nuidi-u jiliuuti, 


I. r a-l.,-- in -i 




eiuKitlurlieir, 








.n as herwlf: 




■., -i,,!! ,l» :, 






Wl:,n h.cir 


shall cull hur Iron 


this oIikh! of 


d.,iin, -., 






Win, from it* 




d lubes of hor hnmair, 


-I,all-I,„-Hk,- 








And si tliiinl 


■,;! 


Kan-, plenty, lotv, Irulh, Wr- 


Thai arere Ihe 




it* to thi. chi-e 


iullinl. 


Stu.11 llion la' 




VVhemv.tr tile hi^l 


M,nol'h,.r,-,,n 


'nil -hi,...-. 


Ilia honour an 








<*»!] L,., hii.1 i 


■Le 


filial,,,,.: 11 


-hull lion i ■:■!., 


Anil, l>L, : n uh 


inlaill ii ihil', n.;H'h 1 




1'u ail Die | 


auu 


about hinn— Our ihildrcn's 



Slmll fee 1 1 ii-, and i.ik'-i Hraven. 

IV. I ha. Thoui,|ienlii>i«oiia>rt. 

CVnn. Sbe.tij>Llhe,lolhehapiujH-4or Kngland, 
All ni-eil prinrrH; many mrra ^hall we her. 
And nl no liny B-tlhoula deed to i-mwn iL 
'Wiul'il I hadkn.mniHliimn ! tail tlie lmi«l die, 

A iiii-I liii-|«iltid lilv -hall die pa*. 
'"., thi- cnanxl, aii'l all 111. ivr.rlil ill, ill hi,., mi her. 
K. Ihn. lr.nl arrhhi-hnii, 

Tl.-il ha-l liimle on- mm u man; neier, lletbn: 
rhi. happi illilrl, dill I lei any tliill); : 

'■■■ r:,;l,.,,r,-,.iiif„rlh:i--opl,l,-',l.l-., 



■ Mhi-.-hihl 



ere; 



I (!r,«in- 
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ActV. 



I have receiv'd ranch honour by your presence ; 
And ye shall find roe thankful. Lead the way, 

lords; — 
Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye, 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has business at his house ; tor all shall stay. 
This little one shall make it holiday. [ExexmL 



EPILOGUE. 

TIS ten to one, this play can never please 
AU mat are here : Some come to take their ease, 
And sleep an act or two ; but those, we fear, 
"We have frighted with our trumpets; so, 'tis clear, 
They'll say, tis naught : others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry, — tkaVt witty! 
Which we have not done neither : that, I fear, 
All the expected good we are like to hear * 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women; 



For such a one we thow'd them : If they smile, 
And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 
Ail the best men are ours; tor 'tis ill hap, 
If they hold, when their ladies bid them dap. 



The play of Henry the Eighth it one of mote 
which still keeps possession of the stays by the 
splendor of its pageantry. The coronation, about 
forty years ago, drew the people together in multi- 
tudes for a great part of the winter. Yet pomp is 
not the only merit of this play. The meek sorrows, 
and virtuous distress, of Katharine, have famished 
some scenes, which may be justly numbered among 
the greatest efforts of tragedy. But the genius of 
Shakspeare comes in and goes out with Katharine. 
Every other part may be easily conceived and easily 
written. 

JOHNSON. 



V 



TROILUS AND CRESS ID A, 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Priam, King of Troy. 

Hector, 1 

Troilus, 

Paris, } his sons. 

Driphobus,] 

Helenus, J 

JJjSJoV | Trojan commanders. 

Calchas, a Trojan priest, taking part with the 

Greeks. 
Pandarus, uncle to Cressida. 
Margarelon, a bastard son of Priam. 

Agamemnon, the Grecian general 

Menelaus, hxs brother. 

Achilles, 

Ajax, 

Ulysses, 

Nestor, 

Dkxncdes, 

Fatroclus, 



1 



Grecian commanders. 



Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian. 
Alexander, servant to Cressida. 
Servant to Troilus; Servant to Parts; Servant to 
Diotnedes. 



Helen, w(/e to Menelaus. 
Andromache, wife to Hector. 
Cassandra, duvghter to Priam ; a prophetess. 
Cressida, daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Scene, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it 



PROLOGUE. 

In Troy, there lies the scene. From islet of 

Greece 
The princes orgulous, 1 their high blood chaPd, 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 
Put forth toward ttirygia : and their tow is made, 
To ransack Troy ; within whose strong immures 
The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus' queen, 
With wanton Paris sleeps ; And that's the quarrel 
To Tenedos they come ; 
And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraughtagc : 3 Now on Dardan plains 
The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions : Priam's six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, I lias, Chetas, Trojan, 
And Autenorides, with massy staples, 
And corresponsivc and fulfilling bolts, 
Sye.n* up the sons of Troy. 
Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 
On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 
Sets all on hazard : — And hither am I come 
A prologue arm'd, — but not in confidence 
Of author's pen, or actor's voice ; but suited 
In like condition* aa our argument, — 
To toll you, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o'er the vaunt 4 and firstlings of those broils, 
'Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a pay. 
Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 
Now, good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war. 

(1) Proud, disdainful. (2) Freight. (.1) Shut. 
(4) Avaunt, what went before. 



ACT I. 

SCENE J.— Troy. Before Priam'* palace, 
ter Troilus armed, and Pandarus. 

Troilus. 



En- 



CALL here my variety I'll unarm again : 
Why should 1 war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 

Pan. Will this geer 5 ne'er be mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks arc strong, and skilful to their 
strength. 

Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker man a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder 7 than ignorance ; 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And skill-lew as unprachs'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for 
my part, Pll not meddle nor make no further. He, 
that will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry 
thegrinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry the 
bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting ; but you must tarry the 
leavening. 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the 
word — hew-after, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the beating oi the oven, and the baking ; nay, 

(5) A servant to a knight. (6) Habit. 

(7) Weaker. 
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you mu*t stay tlie cooling ton, or you mny < Inner 
to burn jumr lips. 

Tro. Patiem e»hrr«elf, what godded i-Vr*»hc I*-, 
Dtllh |e»MT blench 1 lit -ullerjIUe ilun I do. 

At I'ri;i»n*- royal table do 1 sit; 
An! wj-.i-m t'.ur < it— '••' t. '!iiii- in'o my thought*, — 
So, traitor! — when sh«. in;,-. -* - When is she 
thence ? 

Pan. Well, she liH>ki d ye^rncht fairer than 
ever 1 saw her look, or am wom;tn • !-e. 

Tro. I wa» siU»iii to till tin e, — When my heart, 
As wed^id with a >ijih, would rivr-2 in twuin; 
Lest Ilnior or my father should perceive me, 
J lmve (us wlicu the sun doth light ;i storm,) 
Bury'd tins *i:;h in wrinkle of a smile : 
But «»rnw, that U couchM in -ceming gladness, 
la likr that mirth fate turns to Midden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair w» rv not somewhat darker than 
Helen's, (wi 11, go to,; there were no more compari- 
son U'.tweeii tlie. women, — Hut, for my part, she i* 
my kinswoman ; I would not, sis they term it, praise. 
her, — Hut I would somebody had hoard her talk 
yesterday, a* I did. I will not dispraise your 
sister Cassandra'* wit ; but — 

Tro. O huiriaru? ! I tell thee, Panda ru«— 
When I do tell thee, There, my hope* lie drown'd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
TTh-v lie indremh'd. 1 tell then, J :un mad 
In ('ressid's love : Thou an.-wcrM, Sin: is fair; 
Pour'sl in the open ulcer of my heart 
Herc\cs, her hair, her « heck, her gait, her voice; 
Handle*! in ihy di«cour«e, O, that her hand, 
In wlu.w companion all whites an- ink, 
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seizure 
Tho r\^net's down i* har*h, and spirit of sense 
Hard a* the palm of ploughmen! Tlus thou tell'st 

me, 
As true thou tclFst me, when I say — I love her; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 
'Hiou lay'st in everv push that lot e hath gi 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak *o much. 

Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be. 
a* she is : if she lv fair, 'tis letter for he r ; an slie 
be not, she has the mends in her own hand*. 

Tro. Good Paudarus! How now, Pandarns? 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travail ; ill- 
thought on of her, and ill-thought on of jou: gone 
between and between, but *mall thanks lor my la- 
bour. 

7Vo. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what, with 
me ? 

Pan. localise she is kin to me, therefore, she's 
not so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, 
she would be as fair on Friday, a* Helen i* on Sun- 
day. But what care I ? I can' not, an she were a 
black-a-moor ; 'tis all one to me. „ 

Tro. Say I, she is not fnir? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's 
a fool to stay behind her father; let lier to the 
Greeks; and to I'll tell her the next time 1 see 
her: for my part, I'll meddle nor make no more in 
the matter. 

Tro. Pandanis, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Panriaru",— 

Pan. Prnv you, speak n>> mop* to me ; I will 
leave all as I found it. and then :-n < nd. 

[K.tit P.iiid-iiu-. ,7m .-Varum. 

Tro. Pence, you migration- fj-unnur-! p«ace, 
rude -uiiu.U ! 



given mc 



(\) Shrink. 



' ; 2\ Sn! 



p'.it. 



t.Yi Suits. 



Fool* on both sides ! Helen must need? be fair, 
When with your blood \uu dailj paint her IIiih. 

I < -annul fi^lit upon llii* argument; 

I I is (mi -tanM :i suly-et ii«r m\ swonl. 

J?ut r.indnnis- P ^o'i^ kuw do v r nj p'aciie me! 
I i-aiiriot coiii' ■ to* i»-si'i t in-t li\" Pander; 
And h».'s as t"U;.y to ik v, oo'd to wo»j, 
As she i* *tuU> -.n-tlia •!•• against all suit. 
Tell me, Ajk>! : o, toi tl;v J):iphn»-'.<« lovr, 
What C're»id i«,wh;it l'und.ir, and what we ? 
Her bed is lnCUx : then' >lie lies a pearl : 
l>«'tween our Ilium, airl white she reside"*, 
Let it 1m- call'd the wild and wandering Hood; 
Oursoll", the meivhaut; and tin's .siiiinj; Paiidar, 
Our doubtful hope, our cenvoy, anil our Utrk. 

Ahtrvm. Enter &ue:i«. 

JEnt. How now, prince Tit»ilus? nhcreforc not 

afield ? 
Tro. fJtjcause not tin re ; This woman's answer 

SO!l>, 3 

For womanish it is to be from thence. 
What news, iF.ncas, from the field to-day? 

JEm. That Paris U rettuned home, and hurt. 

Tro. l!y wiiom, ./Eneas? 

^Kn«. Troilus, by M' nelans. 

Tro. l*'t P.uis bleed: 'Ti> but n scar to M-mu ; 
Paris is »or'd with Meiielaus' horn. \sllartnn. 

JEnc. Hark ! what i;ood sport is out of town to- 
day ! 

Tro. Better at home, if iroiilJ I w/'g"/;/, were 
may. — 
But, to the sport abroad; — Are you lx>mid thithei ■? 

.*Ene. In all swift ha«le. 

Tro. (.'ome, go we then tuj^'tlier. [Exe. 

SCENE II. — The. same. A street. Enter Orrs- 
sida ami A lexander. 

Crts. \V1k> were those went by? 

Ales. Queen 1 leculra, and Helen. 

Ores. And whither go they ? 

Alex. l.*p to the eastern tower. 

Whose height commands as subject nil the vale, 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, nVd, to-do v was niov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and struck hi* amu mrcr; 
And, like as there were husbandly in war. 
Before the sun rose, he was hamess'd Usrht, 
And to the field goes he : when* e\ery flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector s wrath. 

Crts. What was his cause of anjfcr ? 

Alex. The noise j:oes, this : There is anions tlw 
Creeks 
\ lord of Trojan blood, ncpliew to Hector; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Ores. * Good; And what of him? 

Alt. r. Tin y ^ay he is a very manner sc* 
Au i stand.- :il w r'e. 

Cr<x. So do :tll men : unless tliey are drunk, siek, 
or have n-.» li i;< 

.llrv. Tlii- man, lady, liaih roblv-d many Iva*!* 
(■t" tin ir pa.-li- ul.tr additions;* lw i> a«« valiant :i«* 
flic- In >rt, t huHi-h n- :h-' Wnr % slow as t|ji rh phant : 
a linn into w!n-m naiure hath -^t rowtliHl lituiK.-tir*-, 
thai hi- -.a lour i- cii*-1m d ,; into foll\,histo!l\ snueid 
W':"f diicrifiirin : il ;n i> no man hath a virtue that 
In iii.'i i>o: :■ «:! i'ij ■ -f i>; : n->r an\ man an an. ..tit, 
l-iil !•» < jiriii -<-,i,~.e >i:i'ii ul it' he i<* m*lnn( !)»»)_>' 
u ■■:'!■■> i:t i jiii-i . 'n>"i metn 'gainst the hair. : lb- 
hudi i l n- i'.'iiu- of iwr\ tiling: but even - tbini; * » 



■ t: I'\ him- if. 
• '■■ Mni-rli d. 



i *■> ( haracUri. 
[7) Gram. 
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out of joint, that he is a goutr Briareus, many 
hands and no me ; or purblind Argus, all eye* and 
no light 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me 
smite, make I lector angry? 

Alex. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in 
the battle, and struck nan down : the disdain and 
shame whereof bath ever since kept Hector fasting 
and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 
Ores. Who comes here ? 
Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. . 
Crts. Hector's a gallant man. 
Alex. As may be in the world, lady. 
Pan. What's that? what's that ? 
Ores. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 
Pan. Good morrow, cou&in Cre.«*sid : Wliat do 
you talk of ?— Good morrow, Alexander.— How do 
you, cousin? When were you at Ilium? 
Cre$. This morning, uncle. 
Pan. What were you talking of, when I rame ? 
Was Hector armed, and jrone, ere ) e came to Ilium ? 
Helen wa« not up, was she ? 
Cres. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 
Pan. E'en so ; Hector was stirring early. 
Ores. That wen; we talking of, ana of his anger. 
Pan. Was he angry ? 
Cres. So he says here. 

Pan. True, he wa9 so; I know the cause too; 
he'll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that : 
and there is Troilus will not come far behind him; 
let them take heed of Troilus ; I can tell them that 
too. 

Crts. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man 
of the two. 

Ores. O, Jupiter .' then*'* no comparison. 

Pan. What, nut between Troilus and Hector? 
Doyou know a man if you see him ? 

Ores. Ay; if ever I saw him before, and knew 
him. 

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for, I am sure, he 
is not Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some 
degrees. 

Cres. Tis just to each of them; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself? Alas, poor Troilus! I would, he 
were, 



him 



Cres. No, but brown. 

Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 
Cres. To say the truth, true and not tree. 
Pan. She prais'd bis complexion above Paris, 
Cres. Why , Paris, hath colour enough. 
Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much : if 
■he praised him above, his complexion is higher 
than his ; he having colour enough, and the other 
higher, is too flaming: a prai*e for a good complex- 
ion. I had ha lief, Helen's golden tongue had 
mended TmhIus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen lov< 
better than Paris. 

Cres. Then she's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. N?iy , I am sup she c W-.v She came to him 

the other day into a coinpahstrd 1 window,— and, nm 

know, he has not pa»t three or four hairs on hi* chia. 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon 

bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Jjin. Why, he is very young : and yet will be, 

within three pound, lilt as much as his brother 

Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter? 

Pan. But, to nrove to you that Helm loves him j 

—-she came, and puts me her white hand to hit 

cloven chin, 

Cres. Juno have mercy !—How came it cUrrmt 
Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think, Im 
smiling becomes him better than any man In all 
Phnrgia. 
Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 
Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 
Pan. Why, go to then : — But to prove to yon 
that Helen loves Troilus,- 



Cres. So he is. 

Pan. 'Condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself? no, he's not himself.— 'Would 
'a were himself! Well, the gods are above ; Time 
must friend, or end : Well, Troilus, well,— I would, 
my heart were in her body !— No, Hector is not a 
better man than Troilus. 

Crts. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other's not come to't ; yon shall tell 
me another tale, when the other's come to't. Hec- 
tor shall not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cres. Twould not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen her- 
self swore the other day, mat Troilus, fin- a brown 
savour, (for so 'tis, I mn?t confer,)— Not brown 
neither. 

(l)JBow. (3) This* (3) A proverbial saying. 



Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll 
prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus? why, he esteems her no more 
than I esteem an addle egg. 

Cres. If vou love an nddle egg as well as you 
love an idle head, you vould eat chickens i'the shell. 
Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how 
she tickjed his chin ;— Indeed, hbc has a marvel- 
lous white hand, I must needs confess. 
Cres. Without the rack. 
Pan. And she takes upon tier to spy a white hair 
on his chin. 
Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 
Pan. But, there was such laughing ;— Queen 
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o'er. 
Cres. With mill-stone*.' 
Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 
Cres. But there was a more temperate fire under 
the pot of her eyes ;— Did her eyes run o'er too ? 
Pan. And Hector laughed. 
Cres. At what was alT this laughing ? 
Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus* chin. 

I Cres. An't had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as 
at his pretty answer. 

Cres. What wn« his answer? 
Pan. Quoth she, He re's but one andjtfly hairs 
on your chin, and one of them is white. 
Cres. This is her question. 
Pan. That's true; make no question of that 
One and ffly hairs, quoth he, and one white . 
That white hair is my father, and all the real are 
his sons. Jupiter ! quoth she, which of these hmrt 
is Paris my husband? The forked one, quoth 
he ; pluck it out, and give it him. But, there was 
sui b laughing ! and Helen so blushed, and Paris 



148 



TROILUS ANT) C.RESSTDA. 



Act 3. 



so chafed, and mil the rest so laughed, that it passed. ' 

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on't. 

Cres. So I da 

Pan. I'll be sworn, 'tis tme ; he will weep you, 
an 'twere 3 a man born in April. 

Ores. And I'll spring up in his tears, an 'twt-re 

• nettle against May. ' [A Retrtat sounded. 
Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : 

Shall we stand up here, and see them, a* they pass 
toward Ilium? good niece, do; sweet tueceCressida. 

Cret. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place; here 
w* may see most bravely : 1*11 tell you thejii all by 
their names, as they pass by ; but mark Troilus 
•bore the rest 

JEneas passes over the stage. 

Ones. Speak not so loud. - 

Pan. Tnat's iEneas ; I* not that a brave man ? 

he's one of the flowers of Troy, 1 can tell you ; But 

mark Troilus; you shall see anon. 
Cres. Who's that? 

Ante nor passes over. 

Pan. That's Antenor; he has -a shrewd wit, I 
csm tell you ; and he's a man good enough : he's 
one d*the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, 
and a proper man of person : — When comes Troi- 
hai ? — I'll show you Troilus anon ; if he see me, 
you shall see him nod at me. 

Ores. Will he give you the nod ?* 

Pan. You shall se^ 

Ores. If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector posset over. 

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that ; 
There's a fellow ! — Go thy wav, Hector; — Tliere's 

• brave man, niece. — O brave fleeter ! — Look, how 

he4ooks ! there's a countenance : Is't not a brave 

> 



Ones. O, a brave man !. 

Pan. Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good — 
Look you what hacks are on his helmet : look you 
yonder, do yon see ? look you there ! There's no 
jesting : there's laying on ; take't off who will, as 
they say : there be hacks ! 

Ores. Be those with swords? 

Paris passes over. 

Pan. Swords ? any thing, he cares not : an the 
devil come to him, it's all one : By god's lid it does 
one's heart good :— Yonder comes Paris, yonder 
comes Paris : look ye yonder, niece ; Is't not a gal- 
lant man too, is't not .'—Why, this is brave now. — 
Who said, he came hurt home to-day ? he's not 
hurt : why this will do Helen's heart good now. 
Ha ! 'would I could see Troilus now !— you shall 
see Troilus anon. 

Ores. Who's that? 

Helenus passes over. 

Pan. That's Helenus ; — I marvel, whore Troilus 
is: — That'? Helenus ; — I think be went not forth to- 
day :— That's Helenus. 

On. Can Helenus fight, uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus ? no ;— Y^ he'll fight indifferent 
well :— I marvel, where Troilus is ! — Hark ; do you 

m Went beyond bounds. (2) As if 'twere. 
, (3) A term in the game at cards called Noddv. 
(4) Helmet. 



not lirar the people cry, Troilus .'—Helenas is a 
priest. 

Ores. What sneaking fellow comes yonder? 
Troilus passes over. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus : Tis 
Troilus ! there's a man, niece ! — Hem ! brave Troi- 
lus ! the prince of chivalry ! 

Crts. Peace, for gimme, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him ; note him ; — O brave Troilus! — 
look well upon him, niece ; look you, bow his sword 
is bloodied, and his helm 4 more hock'd than Hec- 
tor's; And how lie looks, and how he goes !— O 
admirable youth ! he ue'er saw three and twenty. 
Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way ; had I a sister 
were a Grace, or a daughter a goddess, he should 
take his choice. O admirable man ! Paris ? — Paris 
is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to change, 
would give an eye to boot. 

forces pass over the stage. 

Crts. Here come more. 

Pan. Awes, fools, dolts ? chaff and bran, chaff 
and bran ! porridge after meat ! I could live and 
die i'the eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; 
the eagles are gone ; crows and daws, crows and 
daws ! I had rather be sue h a man as Troilus, than 
Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cret. There is among the Greeks, Achilles; a 
better man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well ? — WTjy, have you any discre- 
tion ? have you any eyes ? Do you know what a 
man is ? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, 
manhood, learning, gentlcnos, virtue, youth, libe- 
rality, and such like, the spice and salt that season 
a man? 

Crts. Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked 
with no date 5 in tlie pie, — for then the man's date 
is out. 

Pan. You are such a woman ! one knows not at 
what ward 6 you lie. 

Cres. Upon mv back, to defend my belly ; upon 
ray wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to 
defend mine honesty; my mask, to defend my 
beauty; and you, to defend all these: and at all 
these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cret. Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that's 
one of the chiefe9t of them too : if I cannot ward 
what I would not have hit, I can watch you for 
telling how I took the blow ; unless it swell past 
hiding, and then it is past watching. 

Pan. You are such another ! 

Enter Troilus' Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you 

Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own house; there he unarms him. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come : [Exit Buy.] I 
doubt, be be hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I'll be with vimi, niece, by and by. 

Cres. To brine:, uncle, 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilu*. 

Cres. By the sune token — you are a bawd. — 

[Exit Paiidant*. 
Words, vows, prii.-f*, tears, and love's full sacrifice. 
He offers in another's enterprise. : 

(5) Dates were an iugrediiiit in ancient paltry 
of almost every kind. 

(6) Guard. 
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But more in Trotlu* thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar's prai«e may be ; 
Yet hold 1 off. Women are angels, wooing : 
Things won are done, joy's soul lieu in the doing : 
That she belov'd known nought, that knowi not 

this,— 
Men prize the thing ungairt'd more than it is : 
That she was never yet, that ever knew 
Lore got so sweet, as when desire did sue : 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech : 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Ex. 

8CEJYE III.— The Grecian camp. Before 
Agamemnon's tent. Trumpets. Enter Aga- 
memnon, Nestor, Ulysses, Menclaus, and others. 

Jigam. Princes, 
What grief hath set the jaundice on vour checks? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of action* highest rear'd ; 
As knot*, by the conflux of meeting sap, 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant 1 from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come short of our suppose ho far, 
That after seven years' »iege, yet Troy walls stand ; 
Sith 3 every action that hath gone betore, 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't surmised shape. Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks a bash M behold our works ; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought 

else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persist ive constancy in men ? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love: for then, the hold and coward, 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 
The hard and soft, seem all afnn'cP and kin : 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mas*, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Aest. With due observance of thy godlike seat, 4 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boat* dare rail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ! 
Bat let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis,* and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribbed bark through liquid mountainscut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
Like Perseus' horse : Where's then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rivol'd greatness ? either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even »o 
Doth valour's show, end valour's worth, divide, 
In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness, 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize, 6 
Than by the tiger: but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

(1) Twisted and rambling. 

(2) Since. (3) Joined by affinity. 

(4) The throne. (5) The daughter of frptune. 

(6) The gad-fly that stings cattle. 

(7) Expectation. 



And, flies (led under shade, Why, then, the thing 

of courage, 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathise, 
And with an accent tun'd in se)f-*ame key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamemnon,— 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, wxil and only spirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what M ys s es speaks. 
Residua the. applause and approbation 
The which,— most mighty for thy place and sway, — 

[To Agamemnon. 
And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life, — 

[To Nestor. 
I give to both your speeches, — which were such. 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again, 
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver, 
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axletree 
On whirh heaven ride*,) knit all the Greek ish ears 
To his experienced tongue, — yet let it please bothy— 
Thou great, — and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 

Again. Speak, prince of Ithaca; and beHof less 
expect 7 
That matter needle**, of importless burden. 
Divide thy I ins; than we are confident, 
When rank rhersites opes his mastiff' jaws, 
We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyss. Troy, vet upon hi* haws had been down, 
And the great rWtor's sword had lack'd r master, 
Rut for these instances. 
The «i)ecialty of rule 9 hath been neglected : 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow (actions. 
When that the general is not like the hive, 
To whom the foragers shall all repair, 
What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded, 9 
The unworthiest shows ns fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this 

centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
In*isture, 10 counw., proportion, season, form, 
Office, and custom, in all line of order : 
And therefore, is the glorious planet, Sol, 
In noble eminence enthrott'd and spher'd 
Amidst the, other ; wliose med'cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 
And posts, like the commandment of a king, 
Sans" check, to good and bad: But when the 

planets, 
Tn evil mixture to disorder wander, 




Divert and crack, rend and deracinate' 2 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture ; O, when degree is shak'd, 

Which is the ladder of all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick ! How could communities, 

Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods 1 ' in cities. 

Peaceful commerce from dividable 14 shores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place ? 

Take but degree away, untune that string, 

And, hark, what discord follows! each thug meet! 

In mere 1 * oppugnancy : The bounded waters 



(9) Masked. 
(11) Without. 



(8) Rights of authority. 

(10) Constancy. 

02) Force up by the roots. 

( 13 > Corporations, companies. (14) Divided. 

(15) Absolute. 
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Should lift (heir bosoms Uglier than the shores, 
And make a top of all this solid globe : 
Strength should be lord of imbecility, 
And the rude son should strike his mther dead : 
Force should be right : or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 
^Should lose their names, and so should justice toa 
Tlten every thing includes itself in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite ; 
And appetite, an universal wolf, 
So doubly seconded with will and power, 
Most make perforce an universal prey, 
And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 
Uris chaos, when degree is suffocate, 
Follows the choking. 
And this neglection of degree it is, 
That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general's disdain'd 
By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 
Tnat next, by him beneath: so every step, 
Exempted by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 
Ana 'tis this fever tliat keeps Troy on foot, 
Ilbt her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in onr weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever whereof all our power 1 is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

Ulyss, The great Achilles, — whom opinion 
crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
lies mocking our designs : With him, Patroclu*, 
Upon a laxy bed the liveloug day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 
And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 
He pageants 3 us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless 3 deputation he puts on ; 
And, like a strutting player, — whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear tlie wooden dialogue and sound 
Twixt his stretch'd footing, and the scaffoldage,* — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested 5 seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 
Tia like a chime a mending; with terms unsquar'd, 6 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Trphon dropp'd, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this flisly stuff, 
The large Achillea, on his press'd bed lolling, 
From his deep chest lauglis out a loud applause ; 
Cries — Excellent ! — 'tis Agamemnon rust. — 
JVbw play me Nestor f—hem, and stroke thy beard, 
As he, being 'drcst to some oration. 
That's done; — as near as the extrcmest ends 
Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife : 
Yet good Achilles still cries, Excellent! 
% Tis Nestor right ! Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm. 
And tl»en. for»«x>th, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to rough, and >pit, 
And with a palsy-fumbliug on his gorget, 
Slake in and out the rivet : — and ut this >port, 
Sir Valour dies ; cries, O / — enough, Patruclus ; — 
Or give me ribs of steel ! I shall split alt 
hi pleasure of my spleen. And in tin's fashion, 
All our abilities, gift*, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Achievement*, plots, orde is, preventions, 

CI) Army, force. 

(?) In modern language, takes us off. 
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Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 
Success, or loss, what is, or ts not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect 
Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and bears his bead 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious leasts ; rails on our state of war, 
Bold as an oracle : and sets Thersites 
A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,) 
"o match us in comparisons with dirt ; 
To weaken and discredit our exposure, 
How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Utyss. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts, — 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight, — 
Why, this hath not a anger's dignity : 
They call this— bed-work, mappery, closet-war : 
So that the ram, that butters down the wall, 
For the great swing and rudeness of his pone, 
Thev place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' bone 
Makes many Thetis' sons. \Trumpet sounds. 

A gam. What trumpet? look, Menelau*. 

Enter JEneas. 

Men. From Troy. 

Ago*n- What would you 'fore our tent ? 

JEne. Is this 

Great Agamemnon's tent, I pray ? 

Again. Even thin. 

JEne. May one, that is a herald, and a prince, 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears? 

A gam. With surety stronger than Achilles* arm 
'Fore all the Greckish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

JEne, Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know tliem from eye* of other mortals ? 

A gam. How ? 

JEne. Av; 
I ask, that t might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest a« morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phtebus: 
Which is that god in office, guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Again. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men of Troy 
An; ceremonious courtiers. 

JEne. (Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd, 
A- bending angels ; that's Uieir fume in peace : 
lii«t when they would seem soldiers, they have galls, 
Good arms, siron^ joints, true swords ; and, Jove's 

accord, 
i\othin«r w) full of heart. But peace, A&nrns, 
Peace, Trojan ; lny thy finger on thy lips ! 
The wort hint «« of praise diftnins his worth, 
If that the praii'd himself brine: the praise forth: 
But what (he repining enemy commends. 
That breath fame follows ; thai praise, sole pure, 
trans* end-. 

As:am. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself £neas? 

JEne. Av, (.Jreek, that is inv name. 

(3) Supreme. (4) The galleries of the theatre. 
i) Bt yond the truth. (6) Unedaptod. 
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Aram. What's your affair, I pre? you ? 

2m; Sir, pardon ; 'tic for Agamemnon's tars. 

Agon. He hoars nought privately, that comes 
from Troy. 

JEnt. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him: 
I bring a trumpet to awake bit ear ; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent, 
And then to speak. 

Agam. Speak frankly* as the wind ; 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour : 
TfBmt thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
Kb teUs thee so himself. 

JSEne. Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents; — 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

[Trvmpd pounds. 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector (Priam is his father,) 
Wno m this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown ; he bade me take a trumpet. 
And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords ! 
If mere be one, among the fair'it of Greece, 
That holds his honour nigher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ; 
Hurt knows his valour, and knows not his fear ; 
That loves bis mistress more than in confession 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth, 
In other arras than hers* — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come, Hector shall honour him ; 
If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires, 
The Grecian dames are stm-bom'd, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam. This shall be told our lovers, lord JEneas; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind, 
We left them all at home: But we are soldiers; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he. 

JVVff. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire snek'd : he is old now ; 
Rut, if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love, Tell him from me, — 
111 hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 
And in my vantbracc 3 put this wither*d brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world : His youth in flood, 
III prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

JEm. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

Ulyss. Amen. 

Agam. Fair lord JEneas, let me touch your hand ; 
To our pavilion shall 1 lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor. 

Ulyss. Nestor, 

Act/. What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain, 

(1) Freely. (3) An amour for the arm. 

(3) DiftcuHy. (4) Sue, measure. 



Be you mv time to bring it to some shape. 

MsL IVhatisV 

Ulyss. This 'tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd, 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 
To overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector 
sends, 
However it is spread in general name, 
Relates innurpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even at tub- 
stance, 
Whose grossness little characters sum up : 
And, in the publication, make no strain,* 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 
'Tis dry enough, — will with great speed of judg- 
ment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you ? 

JVest. Yes, 

It is most meet ; Whom may vou else oppose, 
That can from Hector bring those honours off, 
If not Achilles ? Though't be a sportful combat, 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their fin'st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses, 
Our imputation shall l>e oddly pois'd 
In this wild action : for the success j 
Although particular, shall give a scantling 4 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 
And in such indexes, although small pricks 5 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd, 
He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice : 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 
Makes merit her election ; and doth boil, 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill'd 
Out of our virtues ; Who miscarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering 

part, 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves? 
Which entertain'd, limbs are his instruments, 
In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech ; — 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares, 
And think, perchance, they'll sell ; if not, 
The lustre of the better shall exceed, 
By showing; the worse first Do not consent, 
iW ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For both our honour and our shame, in this, 
Arc dogg'd with two strange followers. 

Ntst. I see them not with my old eyes ; what 
are they ? 

Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from 
Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him: 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Afric sun, 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 
Should he 'scape Hector fair : if he were foil'd. 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 

(5) Small points compared with the volume*. 

(6) estimation or character. 
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The sort 1 to fight with Hector : Among ourselves, 
Give him allowance for the better man, 
For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off, 
We'll dress him up in voices : If he fail, 
Yet go we under our opinion 3 still 
That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 
Our project's life this shape of sense assumes, — 
Ajax, eroploy'd, plucks down Achilles 1 plumes. 

Nest. Ulysses, 
Now I begin to relish thy advice ; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight 
Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 
Must tarre 8 the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Another part of the Grecian camp. 
Enter Ajax and Thermites. 

Ajax. Thersites, 

Ther. Agamemnon— how if he had boils? full, 
all over, generally ? 

Ajax. Thersites, 

Ther. And those boils did run ? — Say so, — did 
not the general run then ? were not that a botchy 
sore? 

Ajax. Dog, 

Trier. Then would come some matter from him ; 
I see none now. 

Ajax. Thou bitch-wolPs son, canst thou not hear? 
Feel then. [Strikes him. 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou 
mongrel beef-witted lord ! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak : 
I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holi- 
ness : but, 1 think, thy horse will sooner con an 
oration, than thou learn a prayer without book. 
Thou canst strike, canst thou ? a red murrain o'thy 
jade's tricks ! 

Aiax. ToadVstool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think, 1 have no sense, thou 
strikest me thus ? 

Aiax. The proclamation, — 

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would, thou didst itch from head to foot, 
and I had the scratching of thee ; I would make 
thee the loathsornest scab in Greece. When thou 
art form in the mansions, thou strikest as slow as 
another. 

Ajax. I say, the proclamation, 

Ther. Thou grumolcsl and railest every hour on 
Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his great- 
ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that 
thou barkest at him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther. Thou shouldest strike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf ! 

Ther. He would pun 4 thee into shivers with his 
fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit 

Ajax. You whoreson cur! [Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do. 

(1) Lot. (2) Character. (3) Provoke. 

(4) Pound. 

(5) Ass, a cant term for a foolish follow. 



Ajax. Thou stool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden- witted lord! thou 
hast no more brain than I have in mine elbows; an 
assinego 1 may tutor thee: Thou scurvy valiant ass, 
thou art here put to thrash Trojans; and thou art 
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a 
Barbarian slave. If thou use 6 to beat me, I will 
begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by inches, 
thou thing of no bowels, thou ! 

Ajax. You dog ! 

Ther. You scurvy lord ! 

Ajax- You cur! [Beating him. 

Ther. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness ; do, camel ; 
do, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

AchiL Why, how now, Ajax f wherefore do yon 
thus? 
How now, Thersites? what's the matter, man? 

Ther. You see him there, do you ? 

AchiL Ay ; what's the matter ? 

Ther. Nav, look upon him. 

AchiL So' I do ; What's the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

AchiL Well, why I do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for, 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

AchiL 1 know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Aj<HC' Therefore 1 beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, wliat modicums of wit he 
utters ! his evasions have ears thus long. I have 
bobbed his brain, more than he has beat inv bones: 
I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia 
mater 7 is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. 
This lord, Achilles, Ajax, — who wears his wit io 
his belly, and his guts in his head, — I'll tell yob 
what I say of him. 

AchiL What? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax 

J Ajax offers to strike Aim, Achilles interposes. 

AchiL Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not so much wit 

AchiL Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, 
for whom he comes to fight 

AchiL Peace, fool ! 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but 
the fool will not : he there; that he; look you there. 

Ajax. O thou damned cur ! 1 shall 

AchiL Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther. No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will shame it 

Patr. Good words, Thersites. 

AchiL What's the quarrel ? 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl, go leam me the tenor 
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I serve thee not 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 8 

AchiL Your last service was sufferance, 'twas 
not voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary ; Aiax 
was here the voluntary, and you as under an im- 
press. 

Ther. Even so? — a great deal of your wit too 
lies in youv sinews, or else them be liars. Hector 
shall have a k'reat catch, if he knock out either of 
your brains ; a' were as good crack a fusty nut with 
no kernel. 

AchiL What, with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther. There's Ulysses, and old Nestor, — i 

(6) Continue. 

(7) The membrane that protects the brain. 

(8) Voluntarily. 
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wit wu mouldy ere your grandsires had nails en 
their toes,— yoke you like draught oxen, and make 
you plough up the wars. 

Ackit What, what ? 

Ther. Yea, good sooth; To, Achilles! to, Ajax! to! 

Ajax. I shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no matter; I shall speak as much as 
thou afterwards. 

Pair. No more words, Tberaites ; peace. 

Tner. I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach 1 
bids me, shall I ? 

Achat There's for you, Patroclus. 

Tker. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere 
I come any more to your tents ; I will keep where 
there is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. 

[Exit. 

Pair. A good riddance. 

Ackit Marry, this, sir, is proclaimed through all 
our host: 
That Hector, by the first hour of the sun, 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, 
That bath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain— I know not what ; *tis trash: Farewell. 

Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

Achit I know not, it is put to lottery; otherwise, 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning yon i — 1*11 go learn more of it 

[Exeunt 

8CEJYE //.—Troy. A room in Priam's palace. 
Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and He- 
lenus. 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else— 
At honour, lost of time, travel, expense, 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear thai is con- 
sumed 
In hot digestion of this cormor an t war, — 
Shall be struck o^V— Hector, what say you to't? 

Hect Though no man lesser fears the Greeks 
than I, 
As for as toucheth my particular, yet, 
Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels, 
More spungy to suck in the sense of fear. 
More ready to cry out — Who knows whai follows? 
Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety, 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call' d 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst Let Helen go : 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question, 
Every tithe soul, 'rnongst many thousand disraes, 3 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours : 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours, 
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten ; 
What merit's in that reason, which denies 
The yielding of ber up? 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother ! 

Weigh yon the worth and honour of a king, 
So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum 
The past-proportion of his infinite ? 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless, 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? fie, for godly shame ! 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 
reasons, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 

(1) Bitch, hound. (2) Tenths. 

(3) Caution. (4) Shrink, or fly oo\ 



Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons, 
Because your speech hath none, mat tells him so ? 
Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 

priest, 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your 

reasons: 
You know, an enemy intends you harm ; 
You know, a sword employ'd is perilous. 
And reason flies the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when Helenas beholds 
A Grecian and hiss sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels ; 
And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a star dis-orb'd ? — Nay, if we talk of reason. 
Let's shut our gates, and sleep: Manhood and 

honour 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 

thoughts 
With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect 9 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject 

Hect Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught, but as 'tis valued ? 

Hect. But value dwells not in particular will ; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
As in the prixer : 'tis mad idolatry, 
To make the service greater than the god ; 
And the will dotes, mat is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects, 
Without some image of the affected merit 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment : How may I avoid, 
Although my wul distaste what it elected, 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench 4 from this, and to stand firm by honour : 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 
When we have soil'd mem; nor the remainder 

viands 
We do not throw in unrespeenve sieve/ 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him service: he touch'd the ports desir'd; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held cap- 
tive, 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and 

freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl, 
Whose price hatn launched above a thousand ships, 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went 
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd— Go, go,) 
If you'll confess, he brought borne noble prite 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
And cry'd — Inestimable !) why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 
Richer than sea and land ? O thcU most base ; 
That we have stolen what wo do fear to keep ! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thine so stolen, 
That in their country did them mat disgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 
Cas. [ Within. ] Cry, Trojans cry ! 
Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ? 

(5) Basket. (6) Priam's sister, Hesione. 
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Tro. Tb oar med titter, I do know ber voice. 
Cat. [Within.] Cry, Trojans! 
Hect. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassandra, raving. 

Cat. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thoutand 
eye«, 
And I will fill tbem with prophetic tears. 

Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Cat. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
elders, 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears; 
Troy must not be, nor goodly I lion stand ; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us alL 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a wo : 
Cry, cry ! Troy bum*, or el*e let Helen go. [Exit. 

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high 
strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly liot, that no discourse of reason, 
Nor fear of had success in a bad cause, 
Can qualify the same ? 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 
Because Cassandra*s mad : her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste 1 the goodness of a quarrel, 
Which bath our several honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. 3 For my private part, 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons : 
And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince 3 of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counsels : 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these my single arms ? 
What propugnation* is in one man's valour, 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Vet, I protest, 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties, 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the pursuit 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall ; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 
But I would have the soil or her fair ripe 
WipM off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up, 
On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be, 
That so degenerate a strain as this 
Should once set fooling in your generous bosoms ? 
There's not the meanest spirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 
Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfam'd, 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 

(1) Corrupt, change to a worse state. 

(2) To set it oft (3) Convict. 
(4) Defence. (fr Cunuur nted. 



Well mar we fight for her, whom, we know well. 
The world's large >P&ce* cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, yon have both said well : 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloi'd,* — but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 
The reasons, you allege, do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distempered blood, 
Than to make up a free determination 
'Twixt right audi wrong; For pleasure and U T is i gt 
Have ears more deaf man adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves, 
All dues be render'd to their owners ; Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 
Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 
And that great minds, of 8 partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation, 
To curb those raging appetites that ant 
Most disobedient and refractory. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, — 
As it is known she is, — these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back return'd : Thus to pcrsUt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 
But makes it much more heavy. Hector'* opinion 
Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'erthcless. 
My sprightly brethren. 1 prop^nd" to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still ; 
For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch'd the life of our 
design: 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize ns : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the wiae world's revenue. 

Hect I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 
1 have a routing 6 challenge sent amongst 
Hie dull and factious nobles of the Greek*," 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits 
I was advertU'd, their great general slept, 
Whilst emulation 9 in the army crept ; 
This, I presume, will wake him. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL~The Grecian emmp. Before Achil- 
les' tent. Enter Thersites. 

Ther. How now, Thersites ? what, lo*t in the 
labyrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax car- 
ry it thus? he beats me, and I rail at him: O wor- 
thy satisfaction ! 'would, it were otherwise ; mat I 
could beat him, whilst he railed at me : 'Sfoot, I'll 
leam to conjure and raise devils, but I'll see some 
issue of my spiteful execrations. Tlien thorr's 
Achilles,— a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken 
till theft* two undermine it, the walls will stand 
till they fall of themselves. O thou great fhunoVi- 
darter of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the 
king of gods ; and, Mercury, lose all the serpen- 

(6) Through. 

(7) Incline to, as a qu**ii<«i of honour. 

(8) Blustering. (9> Envy. 
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tine craft of thy caduceus ,-' if re take not that little 
little less than little wit from them that they have ! 
which short-armed ignorance itself knows is so 
abundant scarce, it will not in circumvention de- 
liver a fly from a spider, without drawing their 
massy irons, and cutting the web. After this, the 
vengeance on the whole camp ! or, rather, the bone- 
ache ! for that, roethinka, is the curse dependent on 
those that war for a placket I have said my prayers ; 
and devil, envy, say Amen. — What, ho ! my lord 
Achilles.' 

Enter Patroclus. 

Pair. Who's there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Thar. If I could have remembered a gilt coun- 
terfeit, thou wouldest not have slipped out of my 
contemplation : but it is no matter ; Thyself upon 
myself! The common curse of mankind, folly and 
ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! heaven bless 
thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near 
thee ! Let thy bloods be thy direction till thy death ! 
then if she, that lays thee out, says — thou art a (air 
corse, I'll be sworn and sworn upon't, she never 
shrouded any but lazars.* Amen. — Where's Achil- 
les? 

. Pair. What, art thou devout? wast thou in 
prayer ? 

Ther. Ay ; The heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Who's there? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

AchiL W T here, where? — Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served 
thyself in to my table so many meals ? Come ; what's 
Agamemnon f 

Thtr. Thy commander, Achilles; — Then tell 
me, Patroclus, what's Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites; Then tell me, I pray 
thee, what's thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou ma) est tell, that knowest 

AchiL O, tell, tell. 

Ther. Pll decline the whole auestion. Agamem- 
non commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am 
Patroclus' knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Pair. You rascal ! 

Thtr. Peace, fool ; 1 have not done. 

Achil. He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Ther- 
sites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool; 
Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is 
afoot 

Achil Derive this ; come. 

Thtr. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of 
Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a 
fool ; and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Patr. Why am I a fool? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. — It suf- 
me, thou art Look you, who comes here ? 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, and 

Ajax. 

AchiL Patrocliw, Til speak with nobody;— 
Come in with me, Thersites. [Exit 

(1) The wand of Mercury, which is wreathed 
with serpents. 

(2) Passions, natural propensities. 
fl) LeprouH persons. 

v 4) Envious. (5) Tetter, scab. 
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Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and 
such knavery ! all the argument is, a cuckold, and 
a whore ; A good quarrel, to draw emulous* fac- 
tions, and bleed to death upon, flow the dry ser- 
pigo* on the subject ! and war, and lechery, con- 
found all! [Exit. 

Agam. Where is Achilles? 

Patr. Within his tent ; but fll-dispos'd, my lord. 

Agam. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shenr 5 our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, 7 visiting of him : 
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he mink 
We dare not move the question of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr. I shall say so to him. 

[£xt7. 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent ; 
He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; 
but, by my head, 'tis pride : But why, why ? let 
him show us a cause. — A word, my lord. 

[ Takes Agamemnon aside. 

Nest What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 

Ulyss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

JVest Who? Thersites? 

Ulyss. He. 

JVest Then will Ajax lack matter, if he hare 
lost his argument 8 

Ulyss. No, you see, be is his argument, that has 
his argument; Achilles. 

Nest All the better ; their fraction is mora our 
wish, than their faction : But it was a strong com- 
posure, a fool could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly 
may easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 

Ntst. No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for 
courtesy : his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me say — he is much sorry, 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 
To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other, 
Bat, for your health and your digestion's sake. 
An aAer-dinner's breath. $ 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus ;— 

We are too well acquainted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath ; and moch the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : jtt all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own put beheld,— 
Do, in our eyes, bejgin to lose their gloas; 
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him. 
We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin, 
If you do say — we think him over-proud, 
And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater. 
Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than 

himself 
Here trnd'° the savage strangeness 11 he puts on i 
Disguise the holy strength of their command, 
And underwrite 12 in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His* pettish luncs, 13 hi* ebbs, his flows, as if 

(6) Rebuked, rated. 

(7) Appendage of rank or dignity. 

(8) Subject. (9) Exercise. 
10) Attend. (11) Shyness 

f 12; Subscribe, obey. CI 3) Fits of lunacy 
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passage and whole carriage of this action 
e on his tide. Go, tell him this; and add, 
it, if he overbold his price so much, 
3*U none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
4 portable, lie under thii report- 
fin*; action hither, this cannot go to war : 
. •tarring dwarf we do allowance' give 
teJbre a sleeping giant:— Tell him so. 
Pair. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. 

[Exit 
Agam. In second voice we'll not be satisfied, 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter. 

[ Exit Ulysses. 
Ajax. What is he more thmi another ? 
Aram. No more than what he thinks he is. 
Ajax. Is he so much ? Do you not think, he 
thinks himself a better man than 1 am ? 
Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscrilic hits thought, and say — 
he is? 

Agam. No, noble. Ajax : you are as strong, as 
valiant, as wise, no less noble, mw.li more gentle, 
and altogether more tractable 

Ajax^vfhy should a man lie proud ? How doth 
pride grow ? I know not what pride i«. 

Agam. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtues the fairer. He that is proud, cats up him- 
self: pride is his own glass, hi-* own trumpet, his 
own enroniele ; and whatever praises itself but in 
(he deed, devours the deed in the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the en- 
genaering of toads. 
Nest And yet he loves himself: Is it not strange? 

[Aside. 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. What's his excuse ? 

Ulyss. He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, 
Without observance, or respect of any, 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Untent bis person, and share the air with us r 

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request's 
sake only, 
He makes important : Possess'd he is with greatness ; 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pnde 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse, 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters down himself: What should I say ? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry — No recovery. 

Agam* Let Ajax go to him. — 

Dear lord, go yon and greet him in his tent : 
'Tis amid, he holds you well ; and will be led, 
At tout request, a little from himself. 

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be w> ! 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : Shall the proud lord, 
That bastes nis arrogance with bis own i<eani ;? 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such us do revolve 
And ruminate himself,— shall he be worshipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly arxuiir'd ; 
Nor, by my will, assuhjugatc his merit, 
As amply titled ax Achilles is, 
By going to Achilles : 



f\) Approbation. 
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That were to enlard hb fat-already _ 

And add more coals to Cancer,' when he burnt 

With entertaining great Hyperion. 1 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 

And say in thunder — Achilla, go to him. 

Nest 0, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. 

[Aside. 

Dio. And bow his silence drinks up this applause f 

[Aside. 

Ajax. If I go to him, with my arm'd fist I'll 
pashMiim 
Over the lace. 

Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with mc, I'll pheeze* his 
pride: 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow, 

Jiest. How he. describes 

Himself! [Aside. 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 

Ulyss. The raven 

Chide* blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax. I will let his humours blood. 

Agam. He'll be physician, that should be the 
patient [Aside. 

Ajax. An all men 
Were o' my mind, — 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. 

[Aside. 

Ajar. He should not bear it so. 
He should eat swords first : Shall pride carry it ? 

J\ "est. An 'twould, you'd carry naif. [Aside. 

Ulyss. He'd have ten shares. 

[Aside. 

Ajax. I'll knead him, I will make him supple :— 

Nest. He's not yet thorough warm: force 8 him 
with praise* : 
Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [Aside, 

Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on rail dis- 
like. [ To Agamemnon. 

Nest. O noble ge.ncr.il, do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare to J'^ht without Achilles. 

Ulyss. Why, 'tis this namiug of him does him 
harm. 
Here is a man — But 'tis l>efore his face ; 
I will be silent. 

Nest. Wherefore should you so? 

He is not emulous, 7 as Achilles is. 

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter 9 thus 
with us ! 
I would, he were a Trojan ! 

Nest. What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now 

Ulyss. If he were proud? 

Dio. Or covetous of praise? 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne ? 

Dio. Or strange, or wlf-affected ? 

Ulyss. Thank tlie heaven*, lord, thou art of 
«*weet composure ; 
Praite him that got tnee, she that gave thee suck : 
FamM tx: thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thricc-fam'd, Ivyond all erudition : 
But lie th>*t di«eiplin'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mar< divide etemitv in twain, 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour, 

(:ft The sign in the zodiac into which the SU' 

cntrr* June 21. * And Cancer reddens with tr 
M>lar Mure.* THOMSON 

( V. Strike. (5) Comb or currv. 

(t»i Stuff. (7* Envious. («) Trifle. 
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Bull-bearing Milo hit addition 1 yield 

To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 

Which, like a bourn, 3 a pale, a shore, confines 

Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here's Nestor, — 

Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise : — 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 

As green as Ajax*, and your brain so temper'd, 

Vou should not have the eminence of him, 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father? 

Jveil . Ay, ray good son. 

Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyu. There is no tarrying here; the hart 
Achilles 
Keeps thicket Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war ; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, 
We must with all our main of power stand nisi: 
And here's a lord, — come knights from east to west, 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the beat 

A gam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 

Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 

deep. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Troy. A room in Priam's palaoe. 
Enter Panda rus and a Servant 

Pan. Friend ! you ! prav you, a word : Do not 
you follow the youn£ lord r^nris ? 

Serv. Ay, sir, wlien he goes before me. 

Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean. 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman ; 
I must needs praise niin. 

Serv. The lord be praised ! 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Serv. 'Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the lord 
Pandarus. 

Serv. I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. 

[Music within. 

Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ; honour and lordship 
are my titles : — What music is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir ; it is music in 
parts. 

Pan. Know you the musicians ? 

Strv. Wholly, "nr. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Srrv. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend? 

Srrv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love masic. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir? 

Pun. Friend, we understand not one another; I 
am too courtly, and thou art too cunning: At whose 
reqn«*t do these men play ? 

Srrv. That's to't, indeed, sir : Marry, sir, at the 
ref|ii»«*t of Paris my lord, who i9 there in person ; 
with him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of 
beauty, low's invisible soul, 

Pan. Wlio, my cousin Cressida ? 

Serf*. No, sir, Helen ; Could you not find out 
that by her attributes? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
the lady Cressida. 1 come to speak with 

(1) Tulev (t) Stream, rivulet (3) Boils, 



Paris from the prince Troiros : I will males a com- 
plimental assault upon him, for my business seetfcs.* 
Serv. Sodden business ! there's a stewed phrase, 
indeed! 

Enter Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all mis fair 
company ! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly 
guide them ! especially to vou, fair queen ! fair 
thoughts be your fair pillow I 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.— 
Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin : and, by my 
life, you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece 
it out with a piece of your performance : — NeU, he 
is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir, 

Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits. 4 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we'll 
hear you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me. — But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, 
and most esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to: — commends 
himself most affectionately to you. 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody ; 
If you do, our melancholy upon yoar head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, swoet queen ; that's a sweet 
queen, i 'faith. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour 
offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that 
shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such 
words ; no, no. — And, my lord, he desires you, thai, 
if the king call for bim at supper, you will make 
his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, — my very very 
sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit's in hand? where sups he 
to night ? 

Helen. Nay, but my lord, 

Pan. What says my sweet queen ? — My cousin 
will fall out with you. You must not know where 
he sups. 

Par. I'll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida. 

Pan. No, no, no such matter, you are wide ;* 
come, your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I'll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say — 
Cressida ? no, your poor disposer's sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ? — Come, give 
me an instrument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing 
you have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not 
my lord Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she'll none of him ; they two aft 
twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may main 
them three. 

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this ; 
I'll sing you a song now. 

(4) Parts of a song. 

(5) Wide of your mark. 
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Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, 
tweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be lore : this love will un- 
do us all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i'faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so : 

Love, love, nothing but love, still more ! 

For, oh, love* s bow 

Shoots buck and doe ; 

The shaft confounds, 

Mot that it wounds 
Bui tickles still the sore. 

These lovers cry— Oh! oh! they die! 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh! oh ! to ha! ha! he! 

So dying love lives still : 
Oh ! oh! a while, but ha! ha! ha! 
Oh! oh! groans out for ha ! ha! ha! 

Hey ho! 

Helen. Tn love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that 
breeds not blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is 
love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds ? — Why, they are vipers : 
Is love a feneration of vipers ? Sweet lord, wlio's 
••field to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed 
to-night, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something; — you 
know all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to hear 
how they sped to-day. — You'll remember your 
brother's excuse. 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. ' 

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit. 

\A retreat sounded. 

Par. They are come from field : let us to Pri- 
am's hall, 
To met the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To nelp unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 
Or force of Greekish sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris: 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty, 
Give us more palm in beauty than we have ; 
Yea, overshines ourself. 

Paw. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exe. 

SCENE II.— The same. Pandarus' orchard. 
Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now? where's thy master? at my 
cousin Cressida's ? 

Serv. No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him 
ttther. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. O, here he comes. — How now, how now? 
Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Erit Servant. 

(tt Shafts of a carriage. 
(2) The allusion is to bowling; what is now 
(Sjtted the jack was formerly termed the mistress. 



Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door, 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields, 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
Prom Cupid's shoulder pluck nis painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan. Walk here i'the orchard, I'll brine her 
straight. [Exit Panaaras. 

Tro. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense ; What will it be, 
When that tl»e watry jwlate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear met 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine, 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 
I fear it much ; and 1 do fear besides, 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge oh heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 
Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come straight: 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and 
fetches her wind so short, as if she were frayed 
with a sprite : I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest 
villain : — she fetches her breath as short as a new- 
ta'en sparrow. [Exit Pandarus. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my 
txjsom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
Like vassalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 



Pan. Come, come, what need you blush? shsflkfi's 
a baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to 
her, that you have sworn to me.— What, are you 
gone again ? you must be watched ere you be made 
tame, must you? Come your ways, come your 
ways ; an you draw backward, we'll put you i'the 
fills,' — Why do vou not speak to her? — Come, draw 
this curtain, and let's sec your picture. Alas the 
day, how loath you are to offend day-light! an 
'twere dark, you'd close sooner. So, so ; rub on, 
and kiss the mistress. 2 How now ? a kiss in fee- 
farm? build there, carpenter; the air is sweet Nay, 
you shall fight your hearts out, ere I part you. The 
falcon as the tercel, 3 for all the ducks ftbe river : 
go to, go to. 

Tro. You liave bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but 
she'll bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your 
activity in question. What, billing again ? Here's 
— In witness whereof the parties interchangeably-^ 
Come in, come in ; I'll go get a fire. [Exit nn. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me 
thus ? 

Cres. Wished, my lord ? — The gods grant ! — O 
my lord ! 

Tro. What should they grant ? what makes mis 
pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg espies ray 
sweet lady in the fountain of our love ? 

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have 
eyes. 

Tro. Fears make devils cherubins ; they never 
see truly. 

(3) The tercel is the male and the falcon thefe* 
male hawk. 
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Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
fear : To fear the worst, oft cures the worst 

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all 
Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, but oar undertakings ; when we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers; 
dunking it harder for our mistress to devise imposi- 
tion enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty 
imposed. This is the monstruosity in love, lady, — 
that the will is infinite, and the execution confined; 
that the desire is boundless, and the act a slave to 
limit 

Ore*. They say, all lovers swear more perform- 
ance than they are able, and yet reserve an ability 
that they never perform ; vowing more than the per- 
fection of ten, and discharging less than the tenth 
part of one. They that have the voice of lions, and 
the act of hares, are they not monsters ? 

Tro. Are there such : such are not we : Praise 
us as we arc tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head 
shall go bare, till merit crown it : no perfection in 
reversion shall have a inaise in present : we will not 
name desert, before his birth ; and, being born, his 
addition 1 shall be humble. Few words to fair faith : 
Troilus shall be such to Cressid, as what envy can 
say worst, shall be a mock for his truth ; and what 
truth can speak truest, not truer than Troilus. 

Ores. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, blushing still ? have you not done 
talking yet ? 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedi- 
cate to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy 
of you, you'll give him me : Be true to my lord : if 
he flinch, chide me for it 

Tro. You know now your hostages ; your uncle's 
word, and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too ; our 
kindred, though tbey be long ere they are wooed, 
they are constant, being won : they are burs, I can 
tell you : they'll stick where they arc thrown. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart: — 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win? 

Grts. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord, 
With the first glance that ever — Pardon me; — 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant 
I love you now ; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it : — in faith, I lie ; 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools ! 
Why have I biabb'd f who shall be true to us, 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 
But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet t good faith, I wish'd myself a man ; 
Or mat we women had men's privilege 
Of speaking first Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
The thirty I shall repent See, see, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i'faith. 

Cm. My ford, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
TVas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 

(1) Titles. (2) Ever. 

(3) Met with and equalled. 
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I am asham'd ; — O heavens ! what have 1 done f — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, 

Cres. Prav you, content vou. 

Tro. ' What offends you, lady ? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Cres. I**t me go and try : 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 
To be another's fool. I would be gone : 
Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak, that 
speak so wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, ray lord, I show more craft than 
love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession, 
To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise ; 
Or else you love uot ; For to be wise, and love, 
Exceeds man's might; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. O, that I tltooght it could be in a woman 
As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 
To feed for aye 2 her lamp and flumes of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted 3 with the match and weight 
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ; 
How were I then uphfled ! but, alas, 
1 am as true as train's simplicity, 
And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I'll war with you. 

Tro. O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most right ! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come, 
Approve their truthg by Troilus: when their rhymes. 
Full of protest,, of oath, and big compare, 4 
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration, — 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 
As truth's authentic author to be cited, 
As true as Troilus shall crown up 5 the verse, 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you be! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot itself, 
When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up, 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory, 
From false to false, among false maids in love. 
Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said — as 
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As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her sod ; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 

As false as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; 1*11 
be the witness. — Heine I hold your hand ; here, my 
cousin's. If ever you prove false one to another, 
since I have taken such pains to bring you to- 

§ ether, let all pitiful goers-between be called to 
ic world's end after my namet call them all — Pan- 
ders ; let all inconstant men be Troilus?*, all false 

(4) Comparison. (5; Conclude it 
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women Creands, and all teakers-bctween Pan- 
dare ! say, Amen. 
Tro. Amen. 
Cres. Allien. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show yon a 
chamber and a bed, which bed, because it shall 
not speak of your pretty encounters, press it to 
death : away. 
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here, 
Bed, chamber, Pandar, to provide this gecr ! 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE III.—Tke Grecian camp. Enter Aga- 
memnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nestor, Ajax, Men- 
elaus, and Calchas. 

Col. Now, princes, for the service I have done 
you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandoned Troy, left my possession, 
IncurrM a traitor's name ; expos'd myself, 
From certain and possessed conveniences, 
To doubtful fortunes ; sequest'ring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 
And here, to do yon service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 
I do l>eseech you, as in way of taste, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of those many register'd in promise, 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

A gam. What would'st thou of us, Trojan? 
make demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore,) 
DesirM my Cres>id in rignt great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor, 
I kuow, is such a wrest 1 in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all must slack, 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes, 
And he shall buy mv daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike orf all service I have done, 
In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him, 

And bring us Cressid hither ; Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange: 
Withal, bring word— if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I undertake ; and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exe. Dio. and Cal. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their tent 

Ulyss. Achilles stands i'the entrance of his 
tent : — 
Please it our general to pass strangelv 3 by him, 
As if be were forzot ; and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 
1 will come last : 'Tis like, he'll question me, 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why tum'd on 

him: 
If so, I have derision med'cinable, 
To use between your strangeness and his pride, 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink ; 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam, We'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ;— 

i J) An instrument for tuning harp*, Ate. 



So do each lord* and either greet him not, 

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him roan 

Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

Achil What, comes the general to speak with me? 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Tro*. 

Agam. What says Achilles? would he aught 
with us ? 

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the 
general? 

AchiL No. 

JVat. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 

AchiL Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you ? bow do you ? [Exit Menu 

AchiL What, does the cuckold scorn ma? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 

AchiL Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

AchiL Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. 

[Exit Ajax. 

AchiL What mean these fellows? Know they 
not Achilles ? 

Pair. They pass by strangely : they were usM 
to bend, 
To send their aniiles before them to Achilles; 
To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

AchiL What, am I poor of late ? 

'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 
Must fall out with men too : What thedeclin'd is, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer ; 
And not a man, for being simply man, 
Hath any .honour; but honour lor those honours 
That are without him, a» place, riches, favoun, 
Priies of accident as oft as merit : 

Which when they fall, as being slippery 

The love that lean'd on them, as slippery too. 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess, 
Save these men's looks; who no, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here i& Ulysses ; 
I'll interrupt his rending. — 
How now, Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis* son ? 

AchiL What are you reading? 

Ulyss. A strange fellow here 

Writes me, That man — how dearly ever parted, 1 
How much in having, or without, or in, — 
Cannot make boast to have that wliich he hath. 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues «hining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To thf first giver. 

AchiL This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here, in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eye* ; nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself. 
Not going from itself; but eye to eve oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other s form. 
For speculation turns not to itself, 
Till it hath travelPd, and is married there 
Where it may see itself: this is not strange at all 

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position, 
It is familiar ; but at the author's drift : 



(2; Shyly. 



(3) Excellently endowed. 
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Who, in his circumstance, 1 expressly proves— 
That no man is the lord of anv thing 
(Though in and of hiin there be much consisting,) 
TBI he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them forra'd in the applause 
"Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, re- 

verberates 
Hie voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his beat I was much rapt in this : 
And apprehended here immediately 
lite unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 
That has he knows not what Nature, what things 

there are, 
Moat abject in regard, and dear in use ! 
What things again most dear in the esteem, 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 
Aiai renown'd. O heavens, what some men do, 
While some men leave to do ! 
How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 
While others ploy the idiots in her eves ! 
How one man eats into another's pride, 
While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 
To see these Grecian lords ! — Why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ; 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast, 
And great Troy shrinking. 

Achil. I do believe it: for they pa&s'd by me, 
As misers do by beggars : neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look: What, are mv deeds forgot? 
Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes: 
Those scraps are good deeds past : which are de- 

vour'd 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
Aa done : Perseverance, dear my lord, 
Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a trusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
Where one but goes abreast : keep men the path ; 
Foremulation hath a thousand sons. 
That one by one pursue : If you give way, 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,. 
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by, 
And leave you hindmost ; — 
Or, Kke a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 
lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
Ota-run and trampled on : Theu what they do in 

present, 
Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours : 
For tune is like a fashionable host, 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 
And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles, 
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue 

seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was ; 
For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious ana calumniating time. 
One touch of nature make* the whole world kin, — 
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds, a 
Though they are made and moulded of things past; 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 
More laud than gilt o'er-dusted. 

(1) Detail of argument 

(2) New-fashioned toys. 



The present eye praises the present object : 
Then marvel not, thou great and c6mplete man 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 
Than what not stirs. The c ry went once on thee, 
And still it might ; and yet it may again, 
If thou would'st not entomb thyself alive, 
And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 
Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 
Made emulous missions 3 'mongst the gods them- 
selves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

Achil, Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But 'gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 4 

Achil. Ua! known? 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that's in a watchful state. 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold ; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ; 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena : 
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump ; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, — 
Great Hector's sister did Achilles win ; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewell, mv lord : I as your lover 5 speak ; 
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. 

[Exit. 

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I raov'd you : 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn'd for this ; 
They think, my little stomach to the war, 
Ana your great love to me, restrains you thus : 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector ? 

Patr. Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honour 
by him. 

Achil. I see, my reputation if at stake ; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 

Patr. O, then beware ; 

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themselves : 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achil. Go call Thelites' hither, sweet Pat rod us: 
I'll send the foul to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lord* after the combat, 
To see w here imarm'd : 1 have a woman's longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

(3) The descent of the deities to combat on ei- 
ther side. 

(4) Polyxena. (5) Friend. 
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Enter Thermite*. 

Thtr. A wonder.' 

Achil. What? 

Thcr. Ajax goes up and down tta> field, a*king 
for himself. 

Achil. How*)? 

Thtr. He mint fight finely to-morrow with Hec- 
tor ; and is »o prophetically proud of an heroical 
cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 

Ther. Why, he .stalks up and down like a {lea- 
cock, a stride and a stand : rununates, like a host- 
ess, that hath no arithmetic but her brain to set 
down her reckoning : bites his lip with a politic re- 
gard, as who should May — there were wit in this 
bead, an 'twould out ; and so there is ; but it lies 

coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not 
without knocking. The man's undone for 
ever ; for if Hectoi break not his neck i'tbe com- 
bat, he'll break it himself in vain-glory. He knows 
not mc: I said, Good-morrow, Ajax ; and he re- 
plies, Thanks, Agamemnon. What think you of 
this man, that takes me for the general? He is 

f>wn a very laud-fish, languageless, a monster, 
plague of opinion ! a man may wear it on both 
sides like a leather jerkin. 

Achil. Thou mu^t be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. 

Ther. Who, I ? why, he'll answer nobody ; he 
professes not answering ; speaking is for beggars ; 
ne wears his tongue in his arras. I will put on his 
presence ; let Patroclus make demands to me, you 
shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus : Tell him, — I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to pro- 
cure safe conduct for his person, of the magnani- 
mous, and most illustrious, six-or-seven-times-hon- 
ourcd captain-general of the Grecian army, Aga- 
memnon. Do this. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax. 

Ther. Humph! 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles, 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. Who most humbly desires you, to invite 
Hector to his tent ! 

Ther. Humph! 

Patr. And to procure safe couduct from Aga- 
memnon. 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 
. Patr. What say you to't ? 

Ther. God be wi* you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven 
o'clock it will go one way or other; howsoever, he 
•hail pay for me ere he has me. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 

Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What mu- 
sic will be in him when Hector has knocked out 
his brains, I know not : But, I am sure, none ; un- 
less the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make cat- 
lings 1 on. 

Achil. Come, thou shah bear a letter to him 
straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that's 
the more capable 2 creature. 

AchiL My mind is troubled, like a fountain 
stirr'd ; 

(P Lute-strings mod* of cutout. (1} Intelligent 



I And I myself *ea not the bottom of it 

[ Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Titer. 'Would die fountain of your mind were 

i lour again, that 1 might water an ass at it ! I had 

rather be a luk in a >heep, than such a valiant 

ignorance. [Exit. 



ACT IV. 

SCEJSTE /.— Troy. A street. Enter , at one side, 
JEneAS and Servant, with a torch ; at the other, 
Paris, Deiphobus, An tenor, Diomedea, and oth- 
ers, vrith torches. 

Par. Sec, ho ! who's that there ? 

DeL 'Tis the lord JEneas. 

ASne. Is the prince tlierc in person ? — 
Had I so good occasion to lie long, 
As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That's ray mind too. — Good morrow, lord 
Apneas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, Jfaeas; take his hand . 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told — how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

JEne. Health to you, valiant sir, 

During all question 1 of the gentle truce : 
But when I meet you ann'd, as black defiance, 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But when contention and occasion meet, 
By Jove, 1*11 play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, pursuit, and iiolicy. 

JEne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward — In humane gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises' life, 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus' hand I swear, 
No man alive can love, in such a sort, 
The thing be means to kill, more exoeUenthr. 

Dio. We sympathize :— Jove, let JEneat live. 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand c6mplete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 
With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow ! 

ASne. We know each other well. 

Dio. We do; and long to know each other 
worse. 

Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting. 
The noblest hateful love, that e'er I heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early ? 

ASne. I was sent for to the king ; but why, I know 
not. 

Par. His purpose meets you; 'Twas to bring 
this Greek 
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him. 
For the enfrced An tenor, the fair Cressid -. 
Let's have your company ; or, if you please, 
Haste there before us : 1 constantly do think 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; 
Rouse him, and give him note of our approach. 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear, 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

JEnc. That I assure you ; 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Orchid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help ; 

Tin- bitter disposition of Uie time 
Will have it *o. On, lord; we'll follow you. 

\i) Conversation. 
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JEnt. Good morrow, all. [Exit. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomcd; 'faith, tell 
me true. 
Even in the soul of sound good* fellowship, — 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, or Menelaus ? 

Dio. Both alike : 

He merits well to hare her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilurc,) 
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defeud her 
(Not Delating the taste of her dishonour,) 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
You, b'ke a lecher, out of' whorish loins 
Are plcas'd to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio. She's bitter to her country: Hear me, 
Paris, — 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian's life haui sunk ; for every scruple 
^X her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath, 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 
But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 
We'll not commend what wc intend to sell. 
Here lies our way. [Exeunt. 

SSCEJVE II.— The same. Court before the house 
of Pandarus. Enter Troihis and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; the morn is cold. 

Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I'll call mine uncle 
down; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not ; 

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes, 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses, 
As in/ants' empty of all thought! 

Cres. Good morrow then. 

Tro. Pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cret. Are you a-weary of me ? 

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald- crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights 
she stays, 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love, 
With wings more momentary-switt than thought 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cres. Fr'ythee, tarry ; — 

You men will never tarry. 

foolish Cressid !— I might have still held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark! there's 

one up. 
P*n. [ Within.) What, are all the doors open here? 
Tro. It is your uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he be 
mocking: 

1 shall have such a life, 

Pan. How now, bow now? how go maiden- 
heads? 

(1) Lewd, noisy. 

(2) To do is here used in a wanton sense. 
vol. II 



— Here, you maid ! whore's my cousin Cressid ? 
Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking 
uncle ! 
You bring me to do,2 and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what?— -let her say 
what : what have I brought you to do? 
Cres. Come, come ; beshrew 1 your heart ! you'll 
ne'er be good, 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha ! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor c*> 
pocchia M — liast not slept to-night ? would be not, a 
naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear take him! 

[Knocking. 
Cres. Did I not tell you?— 'Would he were 
knock'd o'the head ! — 
Who's that at door ? good uncle, go and see. — 
My lord, come you again into my chamber : 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Tro. Ha, ha ! 

Cres. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such 
tiling. — [Knocking. 

How earnestly they knock ! — pray you, come in ; 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 
Pan. [Going to the door.] Who's there? what's 
the matter ? will you beat down the door ? How 
now ? what's the matter? 

Enter iEneas. 

JEne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there? my lord iEneas? By my 
troth, I kuew you not : what news with you so early ? 

JEnt. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here! what should h«j do here ? 

JEne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him ; 
It doth import him much, to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you? 'tis more than! know, 
I'll be sworn : — For my own part, I came in late: 
What should he do here ? 

JEne. Who ! — nay, then : — 
Come, come, j ou'll do him wrong ere you are 'ware : 
You'll be so true to him, to be false to him : 
Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither : 

UO. 

As Pandarus is going out, enter Troilus. 

Tro. How now ? what's the matter ? 

JEne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute 
you, 
My matter is so rash :* There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us ; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, 
We must give up to Dkraedes' hand 
The lady Cressida. 

Tro. Is it so concluded ? 

JEne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it 

Tro. How iny achievements mock me ! 
I will go meet them : and, my lord JBneas, 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

JEnt. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of na- 
ture 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Exeunt Troilus and iEneas. 

Pan. Is't possible r no sooner got, but lost ? The 
devil take Antenor! the young prince will go mad. 
A plague upon Antenor : 1 would, they had brake's 
neck! 

(3) 111 betide. 

(4) An Italian word for poor fool. (5) Hasty. 
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Enter Cresskla. 

Cres. How now? What is the matter? Who 
was here? 

Pan. Ah, ah ! 

Crts. Why nigh you so profoundly? wbere's 
my lord pone ? 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what'* the matter ? 

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth as 
I am above ! 

Crts. O the gods ! — what's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ytbce, get thee in ; 'Would thou hadst 
ne'er been bom! I knew, thou would'st be his 
death: — O poor gentleman ! — A plague upon An 
tenor? 

Crts. Good uncle, I beseech you on my knees, 
I beseechyou, what's the matter? 

Pan. Tdou must be gone, wench, thou must be 
cone; thou art changed for Antenor : thou must to 
toy father, and be gone from TroHus ; 'twill be his 
death ; 'twill be his bane ; he caiuiot bear it. 

Ores. O you immortal gods ! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must 

Ores. I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch 1 of consanguinity : 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me, 
As the sweet TroHus. — O you gods divine ! 
Make Crcssid's name the very crown of falsehood, 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth, 
Drawing all things to it — I'll go in, and weep ; — 

Pan. Do, da 

Crts. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised 
chocks, 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The same. Be/ore Pandarus' 
house. Enter Paris, Troilus, .£neas, Deipho- 
bus, Antenor, and Diomedes. 

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prciix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Com** fast upon : — Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what site is to do, 
And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk in to her house; 

I'll brine her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart [Exit. 

Par. 1 know what 'tis to love ; 
And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help ! — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE IF.— The same. A room in Pandaras* 
house. Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Psol Be moderate, be moderate. 

Crts. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, mil, perfect, that I taste, 
And violcnteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporize with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayracut could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying dross : 
No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah, sweet 
fecks! 

(1) Sense or feeling of relationship, (*2) Seated. 



Crts. O Troilus ! Troilus! [Embracing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let 

me embrace too : O heart! — as the goodly saying 

is, 

o heart y o heavy heart, 



JVhy sigh'st thou without breaking f 
where he answers again, 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart, 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 

There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast away 
nothing, tor we may live to have need of such • 
verse ; we see it, we see it — How now, lambs ? 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain'd a purity, 
That the blest gods — as angry with my fancy. 
More bright in zeal than the devooun which 
Cold lips blow to their deities, — take thee from me. 

Cres. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plain a case. 

Cres. And is it true, that I must go from Troy ? 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Crts. What, and from Troilus too? 

Tro. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Crts. ( Is it possible ? 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rutlely beguiles our lips 
Of all reioindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven, 
With distinct breath and consign'd 2 kisses to diem, 
He. fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss, 
Distasted with the salt of broken' tears. 

jEue. [Within.] My lord ! is the lady ready? 

Tro. Hark! you are call'd: Some say, die 
Genius so 
Cries, Come ! to him that instantly must die.— 
Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blown up by the root ! 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Cres. I must then to the Greeks? 

Tro. No remedy. 

Cres. A woml Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks! 
When shall we see again ? 

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of 
heart, 

Cres. I true ! how now? what wicked deem 4 it 
this? 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 
For 1 will throw my glove to death himself, 
That there's no maciilation 5 in thy heart : 
But be thou true, say I, to fashion in - 
My sequent 6 protestation ; be thou true, 
And I will see thee. 

Om. 0,you shall be expos'd, ray lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imnunent ! but, I'll be true. 

Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. 

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I see you? 

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

(5) Interrupted. (4) Surmise. (5) Spot 

(6) Following. 
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To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Cret. O heavens ! — be true again ? 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, lore ; 
The Grecian youths are full of quality \ x 
They're loving, well compos'd, with gifts of nature 

flowing, 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise ; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which 1 beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
Hfufr^ meafeard. 

Cres. O heavens ! you love roe not 

Tro. Die I a villain then! 
In mis I do not call your fait* in question, 
So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing, 
Nor heel the high lavolt, 3 nor sweeten talk, 
Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all, 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg- 
nant: 
But I can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumbKUscoursive devil. 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cres, Do you think I will? 

Tro. No. 
Bat something may be done, that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

JEne. [Within.] Nay, good my lord, 

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par. [Within.] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro, Good brother, come you hither ; 

And brine jEneas, and the Grecian, with you. 

Cret. Bar lord, will you be true ? 

Tro, Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault : 
While others fish with craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper 

crowns, 
WHh truth and plainafcsi I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
U — plain, and true, — there's all the reach of it. 

Enter JEneas, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus, and 

Diomedes. 

Welcome, sir Dioraed ! here is the lady, 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, 1 lord, I'll give her to thy band ; 
And, by the way, possess 4 thee what she is. 
Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 
Name Cressid, and thy lite shall be as safe 
As Priam is in llion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects: 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Plead* your (air usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use roe courteously, 
To shame the xeal of my petition to thee, 
In pruning her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far hi^h-yjnring o'er thy praises, 
As thou unworthy to he call'd her servant. 
I diarge thee, u«? )>cr well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou do*l not. 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
I'll cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileged by ray place, and message, 
To be a speaker free ; when I am Iwnca, 



(1) Highly arromplished. 
(J) Gate. (4) Inform. 



(2) A danro. 



TO answer to my lust £ And know you, lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall be priz'd; but that you say — be't so, 
I'll speak it in mv spirit and honour, — no. 

Tro. Come, to the port— I'll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exeunt Troilus, Creasida, and Diomed. 

[Trumpet hoard. 

Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. 

JEne. How nave we spent this inoraing ! 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. 'Tis Troilus' fruit : Come, come, to field 
with him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

JEne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity, 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels : 
The porj of our Troy doth this day lie, 
On his fair worth and single chivalry. 

SCEJVE V.— The Grecian camp. Lists set out 
Enter Ajax armed ; Agamemnon, Achilles, Pa- 
troclus, Mcnelaus, Ulysses, Nestor, and others. 

Agam, Here art thou in appointment 3 fresh and 
fair, 
Anticipating time with starting c-ourage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax, Thou, trumpet, there's my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe : 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias clieek 
Out-swell the colic of purT'd Aouilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout 

blood; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet sounds. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

AchiL Tis but early days. 

Agam. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' 
daughter ? 

Ulyss. 'Tis lie, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomed, with Crcssida. 

Agam. Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dio. Even she. 

Agam, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, 
sweet lady. 

Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular; 
'Twere better, *he were kiw'd in general. 

JNest. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin. — 
So mu«:h for Nestor. 

AchiL I'll take that winter from your lips, fair 

lady : 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Mm. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Patr. But that's no urpiment for kiting now: 
For thus jxippM Paris in his hardiment ; 
And |M\rted Urns you and your aixument. 

Ulyss. O dcadl} gull," and theme of all our 
sconi"» ! 
For which we. l«*«e our heads to gild his horns. 

Patr. TV first was Menelaus' kiss ; — this, mine : 
Putroclus ki>«ics you. 

Men. O, this is trim ! 

Patr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him. 

■Mr m. I'll have my kiss, sir : — Lady, by your leave. 

(5) Pleasure, wilL (6) Preparation. 
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Crt*. In kissing do you render or receive ? 

Pair. Both take and give. 

Cns. 1*11 make my match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I'll give you boot, Pll give vou three for one. 

Ores. You're an odd man; give even, or give 
none. 

Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd. 

Ores. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip roe o'the head. 

Cret. No, I'll be sworn. 

Ulyss. It were do match, your nail against his 
horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ? 

Cm. You may. 

ZJhm. I do desire it. 

(£$7 Why, beg then. 

C/Zyif. Why then, for Venus* sake, give me a kiss, 
When Helen is a maid again, anil his. 

Cret. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 

Ulyss. Never's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

JHo. Lady, a word;— I'll brine you to your father. 

[Dion led leads out Cressida. 

JVeif. A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyss. Fie, fie upon her ! 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive 1 of her body. 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue, 
TTiat give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, m 

And daughters of the game. [Trumpet within. 

AIL lb* Trojans' trumpet 

Agam, Yonder comes the troop. 

Enter Hector, armed ; jEneas, Troilus, and other 
Trojans, with Attendants. 

JEne. Hail, all the state of Greece ! what shall 
be done 
To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose, 
A victor shall be known ? will vou, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other; or shall they !>e divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 
Hector bade ask. 

Aram. Which way would Hector have it ? 

JEne. He cares not, he'll obey conditions. 

AchiL Tis done like Hector; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprising 
The knight oppos'd. 

JEne. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name ? 

AchiL If not Achilles, nothing. 

JEne. Therefore Achilles : But, whatever, know 
this; — 
fn the extremity of great and little, 
Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 
The one almost as infinite as all, 
The other blank as nothiitg. Weigh him well, 
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood : 
In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to Peek 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 

AchiL A maiden battle then ?— O, I |>e.rt eiveyou. 

f 1} Motion. (2) Breathing, exercise. (3) Stops. 
(4) No boaster. (5) Unsuitable to liis character. 
f$ Yields, gives way. 



Re-enter Diomed. 



Agam. Here is sir Diomed :— Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by our Aiax : as you and lord JEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight, 
So be it ; either to the uttermost, 
Or else a breath : 3 the combatants being kin, 
Half stints' their strife before their strokes begin. 
[Ajax and Hector enter thelitis. 
Ulyss. The)* are oppos'd already. 
Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks so 

heavy ? 
Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless; firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless 4 in his tongue ; 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd- 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide hia bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair 5 thought with breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribo$6 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
Tbey call him Troilus ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says Aneas ; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and with private soul, 
Did in great Ilion thus translate? him to me. 

[Alarum. Hector and AjziJighL 
Aram. Tbey are in action. 
West. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 
Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st ; 

Awake thee ! 
Agam. His blows are well dispos'd:— there, 

Ajax ! 
Dio. You must no more. [Trumpets cease. 

JEne. Princes, enough, so please you. 

Aiax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 
Dio. As Hector pleases. 
Heel. Why then, will I no more *— 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-gcrman to great Priam's seed; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory 8 emulation 'twixt us twain : 
Were thy eoniinixion Greek and Trojan so, 
That thou couldM nay— This hand is Grecian all. 
And this is Trojan ; the sinacs of this kg 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter* check, and this sinister 1 * 
Bounds-in my father's; by Jove multipotent. 
Thou should'st not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the. just gods gainsay, 
That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother, 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
lk> drain'd ! Ix-t me embrace thee, Ajax : 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 
Ik < tor would have, them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajax. I thank thee, Hector : 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A jrreat addition 11 earned in thy death. 
Meet. Not Neoptolcmus 13 so mi ruble 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st Oyet 
Cries, T/us is he,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 
JEne. There is expectance here from both the 
sides, 
What further you will do. 

(?) Explain his character. (8) Bloody, 
(9) Right. (10) Left. 

(11) Tide. 



(12) Acliilles. 
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Hut. We'll answer it ; 

The issue is embracement :— Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success, 
(As seld 1 1 have we chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. 'Tis Agamemnon's wish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hect. iEneas, call my brother Troilua to me : 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 
Desire them home. — Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Meet The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name; 
But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Again. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 
But that's no welcome : Understand more clear. 
What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with 

husks, 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect. I thank thee, most imperious 3 Agamemnon. 

Agam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less to you. 

r To Troilus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's 
greeting;— 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Hect. Whom must we answer ? 

Men. The noble Menclaus. 

Hect. O you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks! 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded* oath ; 
Your quondam^ wife swears still by Venus' glove: 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Mm. Name her not now, sir ; she's a deadly 
theme. 

Hect. O, pardon ; I offend. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth : ana I have seen 

thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and subduements, 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i'the air, 
Not letting it decline on the declin'd ;* 
That I have said to some my standers-by, 
Ijo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life! 
And 1 have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel, 
I never saw till now. 1 knew thy grandsire, 6 
And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the cantain of us all, 
Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee : 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

ACne. 'TIS the old Nestor. 

Hect Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time : — 1 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

JVest. I would, my arms could match thee in 
contention, 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hect. I would they could. 

(1) Seldom. (2) Imperial. 

(3) Singular, not common. (4) Heretofore. 

{£) r alien. (6) Laomodon. (7) Observed. 



JVest. Ha! 
By this white beard, I'd fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome! 1 have seen the time — 

Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold vou then what would ensue : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 
Yon towers, who«e wanton tops do buss the clouds, 
Must kiss their own feet 

Hect. I must not believe you : 

There they stand yet; and modestly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator, time, 
Will one day end it 

Ulyss. So to him we leave it 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, 1 beseech you next 
To feast with mr, and see me at my tent 

Achil. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysnes, thou ! — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 
I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted 7 joint by joint 

Hect. Is this Achilles ? 

Achil. I am Achilles. 

Hect. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on thee. 

Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief; I will the wxond time, 
As I could buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect. O, like a book of sport thou'lt read me o'er; 
But there's more in me than thou understand'st 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of 
hi* Ixxly 
Shall I destroy him ; whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 

Hect. It would discredit the blcss'd gods, proud 



man. 



To answer such a question : Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 
As to prenominate 8 in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

AchiL I tell thee, yea. 

Heel. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee, well ; 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But by the forge that stithied 9 Mars his helm, 
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er. — 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin ; — 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't : 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach ; 10 the general state, I fear, 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us sec you in the field ; 
We have had pelting 11 wars, since you refus'd 
The Grecians' cause. 

AchiL Dost thou entreat me, Hector? 

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death ; 

(8) Forename. (9) Stithy h a smith's shop, 
(10) Inclination. (11) Petty. 



168 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 



A*V. 



To-night, til friends. 

HecL Thy hand upon that match. 

Agon. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my 
tent; 
There in the full convive 1 we : afterwards. 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 
Beat loud the taborines,* let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt alt but Troilus and Ulysses. 

Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ubps. At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth, 
But rives all gaie ana bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so 
much. 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither? 

Utys*. You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cresstda in Troy? Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as Ixmsting show their scars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, mv lord? 
She was belov'd, she lov'd ; the i*, and doth : 
But still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 

[Exeunt 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — TheGreckmcamp. Before Achilles* 
UnL Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

AchiL 1*11 heat his blood with Greekish wine 
to-night, 
Which with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height 

Pair. Here comes Tbersites. 

Enter Therein*. 

AchiL How now, thou core of envy ? 

Thon crusty batch of nature, what's the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, 
and idol of idiot-worshippers, here's a letter for thee. 

AchiL From whence, fragment? 

Ther-. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pair. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Pair. Well said, Adversity !* ana what need these 
tricks? 

Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy ; I profit not by 
thy talk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male 
varlet 

Pair. Male varlet, you rogue ! what's that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the rot- 
ten diseases of the south, the guts-griping, rup- 
tures, catarrhs, loads o'gravel i'the beck, lethargies, 
cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing 
longs, bladders full of imposthume, sciaticas, lime- 
kilns i'the palm, incurable bone-ache, and the rivel- 
ted fee-simple of the tetter, take and take again 
auch preposterous discoveries ! 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, 
what meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther. Do I curse thee ? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson 
^distinguishable cur, no. 

(1) Feast. (2) Small drums. (3) Contrariety. 
(4) Coane, unwrougbt. (5) Harlots. 



Ther. No? why art thou men exasperate, thou 
idle immaterial skein of skive 4 silk, thou green sar- 
cenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's 
purse, thou? Ah, how the poor world is pestered 
with such water-flies ; diminutives of nature ! 

Pair. Out, gall ! 

Ther. Finch-egg ! 

AchiL My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 
A token from her daughter, my fair lore; 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. 1 will not break it s 
Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay; 

My major vow lies here, this Pll obey. 

Come, come, Tbersites, help to trim my tent : 
This night in banqueting must all be spent 
Away, Patroclus. \Exeunt Achu. and Patr. 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
these two may run mad ; but if with too much 
brain, and too little blood, they do, Pll be a curer 
of madmen. Here's Agamemnon, — an honest fel- 
low enough, and one mat loves quails ;* but he has 
not so much brain as ear-wax : And the goodly 
transformation of Jupiter mere, bis brother, the 
bull, — the primitive statue, and oblique memorial 
of cuckolds; 6 a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother's leg, — to what form, but 
that he is, should wit larded with malice, and ma- 
lice forced 7 with wit, turn him to ? To an ass, were 
nothing ; he is both ass and ox : to an ox, were 
nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a 
mule, a cat, a fitchew, 8 a toad, a lizard, an owl, a 
puttock, or a herring without a roc, 1 would not 
care : but to be Menelaus, — I would conspire against 
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were not 
Tbersites ; for I care not to l>e the louse of a lasar,' 
so I were not Menelaus. — Hey day ! spirits and 
fires! 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses, 
Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomed, with tight*. 

Afgam, We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. No, yonder *bs; 

There, where we see the lights. 
HecL I trouble you. 

Ajax. No, not a whit 
UhjM. Here comes himself to guide you. 

.Enter Achilles. 

AchiL Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, prin- 
ces all. 

A gam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
night 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

HecL Thanks and good night, to the Greeks' 
general. 

Men. Good night, my lord. 

Meet. Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught :»° Sweet, quoth 'a ! sweet 
sink, sweet sewer. 

AchiL Good night, 
And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 

Agnm. GcxkI nijrht. [Exe. Aguni. and Men. 

AchiL Old Mi slor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company tin hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lorn ; I have important business. 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great 
Hector. 

Hect. Give me your band. 

Ulyss. ' Follow bis torch, be goes 

(6) Menelaus. (7) Stuffed. (8) Polecat 
(9) A dwean-d beggar. (10) Pnvy. 
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To Catenas' tent; 111 keep yon company. 

[Aside to Troilua. 
Tro. Sweet sir, you honour roe. 
HecL And so good night 

[Exit Diomed; Ulyis. and Tro. foUmomg. 
Achxl Come, come, enter my tent 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor. 
Ther. That tame Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, 
a moft unjust knave; I will no more trust turn 
when he leers, man I will a serpent when he hisses : 
he will spend his month, and promise, like Brabler 
the hound; but when he performs, astronomers 
BONftell it ; it is prodigious,! there will come some 
the sun borrows of the moon, when Dio- 
med lceeps his word. I will rather leave to see 
Hector, man not to dog him : they say, he keeps a 
Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' tent : 
I*U after. — Nothing but lechery! all incontinent 
varlets! [Exit. 

SCEJSTE U.—The tame. Before Calchas' tent. 
Enter Diamede*. 

Dio. What, are you up here, ho? speak. 
CaL [Within.) Who calls? 
Die. Diomed— Calchas, I think.— Where's your 
daughter? 
Cal. [Within.] She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance ; after 
them Thersites. 

Ulyu. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 
Enter Cressida. 

TVo. Cressid come forth to him ! 

Dio. How now, rar charge ? 

Cres. Now, ray sweet guardian ! — Hark! a word 
w ith you. [ Whisper*. 

Tro. Yea, so familiar. 

(72yM. She will sing any man at first sight 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take 
her cliff; 5 she's noted. 

Dio. Will you remember? 

Cres. Remember? ves. 

Dio. flay, but do then ; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should she remember? 

Ulyu. List ! 

Ores. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 

folly. 
Ther. Roguery! 
Dio. Nay, then,— 

Cres. rU tell you what : 

Dio. Pbo ! pho! come, tell a pin : You are for- 



Cres. In faith, I cannot : What would you have 

me do? 
Ther. A juggling trick, to be — secretly open. 
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on 

me? 
Cres. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 
Dio. Goodnight 
Tro. Hold, patience ! 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ? 

Ores. Diomed, 

Dio. No, no, good night : 111 be your fool no 

more. 
Tro. Thy better must. 

Cres. Hark ! one word in your ear. 

Tro. O plague and madness ! 
Ulyu. You are mov'd, prince; let us depart, I 

pray you, 



(\) Portentous, ominous. 



(2) Key. 



Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 

Ulyss. Now, good my lord, go off: 

You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord. 

Tro. I pr'ythee, stay. 

Ulyu. You have not patience ; come. 

Tro. I pray you, stay ; by bell, and all hell's 
torments, 
I will not speak a word. 

Dio. And so, good night 

Cres. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee? 

wiuWd truth ! 

Ulyu. Why, how now, lord ? 

Tro. By Jove, 

1 will be patient 

Cres. Guardian !— why, Greek ! 

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. 1 

Cres. In faith, I do not; come hither once again. 

Ulyu. You shake, my lord, at something ; will 
vougo? 
You will break out 

Tro. She strokes his cheek ! 

Ulyss. Come, come. 

Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not speak a 
word: 
There is between my will and all offences, 
A guard of patience : — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with bis fat rump 
Hand potatoe finger, tickles these together! Fry, 
lechery, fry ! 

Dio. But will you then ? 

Cres. In faith, I will, la; never trust me else. 

Dio. Give mc some token for the surety of it 

Cres. I'll fetch you one. [Exit. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Tear me not, my lord ; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition 4 
Of what I feel; I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressid*. 

Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now ! 

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. O beauty ! where's thy faith ? 

Utyss. My lord, 

Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly I will. 

Cres. You look upon that sleeve; Behold it 
well. — 
He loved me— O false wench ! — Give't me again. 

Dio. Whowas't? 

Cres, No matter, now I have't again. 

I will not meet with you to-morrow night: 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens;— Wellsaid, whetstone. 

Dio. I shall have it 

Cres. What, this? 

Dio. Ay, that 

Ores. O, all you gods !— O pretty, pretty pledge! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his Ded 
Of thee, and roe ; and sighs, and takes my glove. 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 
As I kiss thee.— Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it. 

Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed ; 'faith yon 
shall not ; 
Pllgive vou something el*e. 

Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it ? 

Cres. 'Tift no matter 

(3) Shuffle (4) Knowledge. 
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Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. 'Twas one's that loved me better than you 
will. 
But, now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whose was it ? 

Cres. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder, 1 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve hi* spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy 
horn, 
It should be challeng'd. 

Cres. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past ;— And yet 
it is not; 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, fereweil ; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go : — One cannot speak a 
word, 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not 
you, pleads me best 

Dio. What, shall I come ? the hour ? 

Cres. Av, come : — O Jove ! — 

Do come : — I shall be plagu d. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Ores. Good night I pr'ythee, come. — 

[Exit Diotncdes. 
Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet look* on thee ; 
But with my huart the other eye doth see. 
Ah .' poor our sex ! this fault in us 1 find, 
The error of our eye directs our nund : 
What error leads, must err ; O then conclude, 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. 

[Exit Cressida. 

Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish 
more, 
Unless she said, My mind is now tura'd whore. 

Ulyss. All's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyss. Why stay we then? 

Tro. To make a recordation 2 to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But if I tell how these two did co-act, 
Shall 1 not lie in publishing: a truth? 
SiuV yet there is a credence 4 in my heart, 
As csperance 5 so obstinately strong, 
That doth invert the attest 6 of eyes and ears ; 
As if those orpins had deceptious functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sure. 

Ulyss. Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation 7 hath no taste of mad- 
ness. 

Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here but 
now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for 9 womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics 9 — apt, without a theme, 
For depravation,— to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyss. What hath site done, prince, that can soil 
our mothers ? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will lie swagger himself out on'sown eves? 

Tro. This she? no, this is Diomed's Cressin'a : 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

(1) The stars. (2) Remembrance. (.1) Since. 
(4) Belief. (5) Hope. (f») Testimony. 
t'7) Denial (8) For the «ake of. (9) Cjnics. 



If souls guide vow*, if vows be sanctimony, 
If sanctimony be. the gods' delight 
If there be pile in unity itself, 
This was not she. O madness of discourse, 
That cause set* up with and against itself! 
Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt; this is, and is not, Cressid! 
Within my soul there doth commence a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 
And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orihee for a point, as subtle 
As is Arachnc's broken woof, to enter. 
Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itaclf ; 
The bonds of heaven arc slipp'd, ilksolv'd, and 

loos'd; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, 
The fractions of her faith, ort» of her love, 
The fragments, scram, the bits, and greasy rcliqties 
Of her o'er-eatcn faith, an; bound to Diomed. 

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attach'd 
With that which here his passion doth express ? 

Tro. Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged well. 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 1C 
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
Hark, Greek ; — As much as I do Cressid love, 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 
That sleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque" compos'd by Vulcan's skill, 
Mv sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout, 
\\ hich shipmen do the hurricano call, 
Constring'd 13 in mass by the almighty sun, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy. 18 

Tro. O Cressid! O false Cressid ! false, false, 
false ! 
Let all untrurlis stand by thy stained name, 
And they'll seem glorious. 

Ulyss. O, contain yourself; 

Your passion draws cars hither. 

Enter iEncas. 

JEne. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord : 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince : — My courteoun lord, 
adieu : 
Farewell, revolted fair .'—and, Diomed, 
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyss. I'll brin£ you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, Alneas, and Ulysses. 

Ther. '\\ ould, I could meet that rogue Diomed f 
I would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would 
bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the 
intelligence, of this whore: the parrot will not do 
more for an almond, than he for a commodious 
drab. Lechery, lechery ; still, wars and lechery ; 
nothing else holds fashion : A burning devil take 
them! [Exit. 

SCENE ///.—Troy. Be/tyre Priam's palace. 
Enter \ lector and Andromache. 

And. When was my lord so much ungently tem- 
po r'd, 

(HO Love. (11) Helmet. 

(12) I'uinprcMwd. (13) Concupiscence. 
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To stop his ears against admonishment? 
(■nam), unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Heel. Von train mc to offend you ; get you in : 
By all the everlasting gods, I'll go. 

And. My dreams will, Mire, prove ominous to 
the day. 

Heel. No nmre, I say. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Cos. Where is my brother Hector ? 

And. Here, sister ; arni'd, and bloody in intent: 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition. 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I haiv drcnm'd 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been hut shapes and form* of 
daughter. 

Cat. O, it is true. 

Heel. I In! hid my trumpet sound ! 

Cat. No notes of sally, fur tlie heavens', stveet 
brother. 

Heel. Begone, I say : the god* have heard nie 
swear. 

Cm. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish* vow*; 
They are polluted offering*, mop; uhhorr'd 
Than spotted liver in the sacrifice. 

And. O ! be per«uad<;d : Do not count it holy 
To hurt by bein«» ju-t : it is a* lawful, 
For we would give much, to u-e violent thefts, 
A nd rob in the l)chalf of charity. 

Cos. It i« the purpose that makes strong the vow *, 
Hut vow*, to every puqwse, mu.-t not hold: 
I : narm, sweet Hector. 

Hat. Hold you still, I my ; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life even- man hold.- dear ; but the dear man 
1 folds honour far more precious dear* than life. — 

Enter Tmilus. 

flow now, young man.' mean'st thou to fight to- 
day? 

And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[Ea.it Cassandra. 

Hect. No, 'faith, young Troilus ; dofl? thy har- 
ness, youth, 
1 am to-day i'the. vein oT chivalry : 
l<rt grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
I. inarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
J Ml stand, to-day, for thee, and mc, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
Which better fits a lion, thon a man. 

Hect. What vice i* that, good Troilus? rhide 
me for it. 
^ Tro. When many times the captive Grecians (all, 
I'.ven in the fan and wind of your fair sword, 
\ ou bid them rise, and live. 

Hert. O, 'tis* fair play. 

7Vo. Fool's play, by heaven, Hector. 

Heel. How now ? how now ? 

Tro. For the love of all the gods, 

Let's leave the hermit Pity with our mother; 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our sword.- : 
Spur them lo nith'futi work, rein them from ruth. 5 

Hect. Fie, savage, fie ! 

Iro. Hector, thrn 'tis wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you n«jht to-dav. 

Tro. Who should withhold me r 
Not fate, ol>edience, nor the hand of Mar- 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
rheir eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tear* ; 

tl) Fooleib. (& Valuable. "^ Put oft 
vol. ir 



Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way, 
But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, itith Priam. 

Cos. Ijay hold upon him, Priam, hold him nut : 
He is thy crutch ; now, i( tliou lose thy stay, 
Thou, on him h-aning, ami all Troy on thee. 
Fall all together. 
^ Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : 

Thy wife hath dreairi'd ; thy mother hath had 

vision*; 
CaM*andi-a doth foresee; and I myself 
Am like n prophet suddenly em-apt, 
To tell thee— tlu-t this day is ominous : 
Therefore, conn.* lr.uk. 

Hect. JEdWSA is afield ; 

And 1 do stand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri. But thou shalt not go, 

J led. I must not break niv faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear wr, 
l«et iiw. not shame respect; l>ut give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do hen? forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cos. O Priam, yield not to him. 

And. Do not, dear fcther. 

^ Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Cpon Um: love you l)car mc, get you in. 

[Exit Andromache. 

Tro. This fooli.-h, dreaming, superstitious girl, 
Make* all these Ixxlcments. 

Cat. O farewell, dear Hector. 

Look, how thou dicst! look, how thy eye tarns 

pale! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents f 
Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecuba cries out ! 
How (Hjor Andromache shrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witless untie-, one another meet, 
And all cry— Hector .' Hector's dead ! O Hector! 
Tro. Away ! — Away .' 

Cos. Farewell.— Yet, soft : — Hector, I take my 
leave : 
Thou do<it thyself and all our Troy deceive. \Ex. 
Hect. You are amaz'd,my liege, at her exclaim: 
Go in, and cheer the town : we II forth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 
Pri. Farewell : the gods with safety stand about 
thee! 
[Exeunt tcverally Priam and Hector. Alarums 
Tro. They are at it; hark ! Proud Diomod, be 
lieve, 
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

At Troilus m going out % enter, from the other 
side, Pandarus. 

Pun. IX) vou hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 
Tro. W r hat now ? 

Pan. Here's a letter from yon' poor girl. 
Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoiet-on ptisic, a whoreson rascally 
ptisic so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this 

f'irl : and what one thing, whiit another, that I shall 
eave \ou one o'lhese day*: And I have a rheum 
in mine eye > loo ; ;md such (in ache in my bone*, 
that, unle-s a man were cursed, I cannot tell what 
to think on't. — What says she tliere? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from 
tlie heart ; ( Tearing the litter. 

The thVt-t doth opt- rate another way.— 



(4> Rueful, woful 



» M 



(5^ M«rcv. 
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Go, wind, to wind, there turn and rhaii[>,e to 

gether. - 
My love with words and errors still slie feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deed.-.. [ Exe. severally. 

SCEJYE /K— Between Troy and the Grecian 
camp. Aimruwts: Excursions. /fri/rrThersites. 

Ther. Now the v are dapper-clawing one another ; 
I'll go look on. That dissembling abominable var- 
let, Dtomed, has got that same scurvy doting fool* 
ish young knave 's sleeve of Trov there, in his helm : 
1 would fain see them meet; that thut same, young 
Trojan ass, that loves the wliore there, might send 
that Greekish whorcmastcr villain, with the sleeve, 
back to the dissembling luxurious drab, i m a sleeve- 
less errand. 0*lhe other »tde, The polivy of those 
crafty tf wearing rascals, — that stale old mou^-eaten 
dry cheese, Nestor ; and that same dog-fox, Ulys- 
sa, — is not proved worth a blackberry : — They *cl 
me up, in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against 
that dog of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is 
the cur Ajax prouder th,m the cur Achilles, and 
will not arm to-day . whereupon the Grecians be- 
gin to proclaim barbarism, and policy grows into 
an ill opinion. Soft .' hen* come sleeve, and t'other. 

Enter Diomedes, Troilus following. 

Tro, Fly not ; for, »l)ould'st thou take the river 
Sltyx, 
I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

1 do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from die odds of multitude : 
Have at thee ! 

Thtr. Hold Uiy whore, Grecian !— -now for thy 

whore, Trojan ! — now tlie sleeve, now the slocve ! 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, Jighting. 

Enter I lector. 

Hed. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hec- 
tor's match ? 
Art thou of blood, and honour ? 

Ther. No, no : — I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

Hect. I do believe thee ; — live. {Exit. 

Ther. God-a-mercy, thut thou wilt lielieve me; 
But a plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! 
What's become ol* the wenching rogues ? I think, 
they have swallowed one another: I would laugh 
at that miracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. 
Ill seek them. [Exit. 

SCEWE V.— The same. Enter Diomedes and a 

Servant. 
Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus' home ; 
Present the fair steed to mv lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 
Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 
Ser9, I go, my lord. 

[Exit Servant. 
Enter Agamemnon. 

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydarnus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelou 
Hath Doreus prisoner ; 
And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam, 1 
Upon the pashed 3 corses of the kings 
Epistropheus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain ; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadlv hurt ; 
Patroclus ta'en, or slain ; and Pafamodes 
Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Sagittary 



(1) Lance. 

(3) Shoal of fen. 



(2) Bruised, crushed. 
(-4) Killer. 



AppaU our number* ; haste we, Diomed, 
Tii reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Aest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
And bid tlie snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.- 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathc his horse, 
And there larks work ; anon, he's tliere afoot. 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 3 
Before the Itelching whale ; then is he yonder. 
And mere the strawy Greeks, rijie for his edge. 
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes; 
IVxterity so oticying appetite, 
That what he will, he docs; and does so much, 
That proof' is call'd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss. O, courage, courage, princes! great 

Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood, 
Together with bis mangled Myrmidons, 
That noseless, handles*, huck'd and chipp'd, come 

to him, 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, 
And loams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution ; 
Engaging and redeeming of himself, 
With such a careUss force, and forceless care, 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 
Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax 

Ajax. Troilus ! thou coward Troilus f [Exit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 

JV«/. So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where is this Hector ? 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, 4 show thy face \ 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector ! where'* Hector ? I will none but Hertor. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJYE FL— Another pari of the Jield. Enter 

Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy 
head ! 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say ! where 's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What would'st thou? 

Dio. I would correct him. 
Ajax. Were I the general, tbou should'st have 
my office, 
Ere that correction : — Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus! 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro. O traitor Diomcd ! — turn thy false, face, thou 
traitor, 
And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse ! 
Dio. Ha ! nrt thou then* ? 
Ajax. I'll fight with him alone : stand, Dionxd. 
Dio. He is n iv iiriae, I will not look upon.* 
Tro. Come both, you cogging* Greeks; have lit 
you U»th. [Exeunt, Jighting. 

Enter Hector. 

Heel. Vea, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother. 



("») Not l»c a looker-on. 



(6) Lying. 



Seme FII, Fill, IX, X, XI. 
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Knter A duller. 

Aehtl. Now do I see thee : Ha ! — Have at thee, 
Her tor. 

Hect. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil. I Ho disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my aims are out of use : 
My re*i and neghgence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon bbalt hear of me again ; 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit. 

Hect. Fare thee well : — 

I would have been much more a fresher man, 
Had I expected thee. — How now, my brother? 

Jfr-enfrr Tioilus. 

Tro. Ajax hath taV n iEncas ; Shall it be * 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious hr-avtn, 
He shall not ciny 1 him ; I'll be taken too, 
Or bring him ofl : — Kate, hear me what I »ay ! 
I reck- not though 1 1 nd my lite to-day. [ Exit. 

Eater one. in sumptuous armour. 

.lint. Stand, <>tand, thou Greek; thou art a 
goodly mark : — 
No? wilt thou not? — I like thy armour well; 
111 fnihh* it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But I'll tie master of it:— Wilt thou not, beast, 

abide ? 
Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIL—Th* same. Enter Achilles, with 

Myrmidon?. 

Avhil. Come here about mc, vou mv Mvimidons; 
Mark what i say. — Atirnd mc, whore I wheel ; 
Strike nut u stroke, but keep yourselves in hieath ; 
And witenl have the. bloody Hector found, 
Iliniiule hiru wiih \oiir weapon* round about ; 
In fell««t inunn<;r execute 4 your niiii«. 
Follow me, Mi-, mid m\ pro* endings- eye : 
It i* dfcrced — Her tor the great mutt die. [Ext. 

SCENE VUl. -The same. Enter Menelaus 
andlfari*, fighting. thtnThemiv*. 

Tht>-. The cwkold and the cuckold- maker are 
at it ,\ow, bull! now, dog! *Loo, Paris, 'loo! 
now mi double- hrnned spa now ! *Lno, Pans, Moo! 
The bull has the game : — 'ware horns ho ! 

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus. 

Enter Margarekm. 

Mnr. Turn, slave, and fight. 

TKcr. What ait thou? 

Mar. A taslard son of Priam's. 

7*Vr. I am a bufctard too; I love bastard*: I 
win a bastard be^ot, bastard instructed, bastard in 
mind, bu-tard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. 
One bear will nut bite another, and wherefore 
should one bastard ? Take herd, the quarrel's most 
ominous to us if the son of a whore fight for a 
whore, be tempts judgment . Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The oVvil lake thee, coward ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX— Another part of the field. Enter 

Hector. 

Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done ; I'll take good breath : 
Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 
[Puts off Jus helmet, and hangs his shitjd 
behind him. 

(I) Prevail over. (2) Cart. ,;?; Bur«t. 
(4) Employ. (.5) Take not thi« advance. 
(€) An aibifiatoi at athletic gam»v 



Enter Achilles and Myrraidom. 

Achil Ixiok, Hector, how the sun begins to set ; 
How ugly night come* breathing at his heels : 
Even with the veil and dark'nine; of the sun, 
To clow the day up, Hector 1 * lite is done. 

Hect. I dm uriarm'd ; forego this vantage,* Greek. 
A''hil. Strike, fellows, strike; this i« the man I 
wek. fllei tor fall*. 

So, Hion, tall thou next ! now, Tioy, jink down; 
He.if- he,? thv h»ait, thy nne.ws, and tin bone. — 
On, Myrmidon* ; and tiy you all uinaui, 
Arhtiir* Uath the mighty Hector slain. 

[A retreat sounded. 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part 
Myr. The Tiojan trumpet* sound the like, my 

lord. 
A<..fal. The dragon wing of night o 1 erspreadi the 
eaith, 
And, stickler'"' like, the unities separates. 
My half-tupp'd *wcid, that frankly 7 would hare fed, 
Pleus-'d with tlu> dainty bit, thus goes (o bed. — 

[Sheaths his sioord. 
(•ome, tii hi-* body to my horse's tail ; 
Along iIh' field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X - The same. Enter Agamemnon, 
Ajax, Menelam. Nestor, Diomedes, and others, 
marching. Shvuts within. 

A gam. Hark ! hark ! what shout ia that ? 

.\e«/. Peace, drums. 

\lV\thin) Achilles! 

Achillea ' lire tor'" slain ! Achilles ! 
Din. Th« htuit 6 is— Hector's slain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax. J I it be bo, yet hraglcss let it bi ; 
Great Hector was as good n man an he. 

A gam. Marc h pati< ntly .-dung . — I.et one be tent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 
If in his death the god*, have u* kwff irrtded, 
Great Troy is our?, and our sharp nun-are, ended. 

[Exeunt, marching. 

SCENE XL— Another partof the field. Enter 
<Euea.« awl Trojan*. 

JEne. Stand, ho ! vet are we masters of the field : 
Never go horn* \ luie. starve we out die night. 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

A U. Hector ?— the gods forbid ! 

Tro. He's dead ; and at the murderer's horse's 
tail, 
In beastly sort, d ragg'd througl i the shameful fiold.— 
Frown on, ) ou heavens, effect your i age. with 'peed ' 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy .' 
I my, at once let your brief plague." l>r inert) , 
And linger not our sure destruction* on ! 

JEne. My lord, )ou do discomfort all the host. 

Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so ; 
I do not speak of Might, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence, that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 
I*ct him, that will a screech-owl aye* be call'd, 
Go in to Troy, and sav there— H«t:tor*s dead : 
There is a won! will Priam turn to stone ; 
Make well* and Niobes of the maids, and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in u word, 
Stare Tioy out of itself. But march, away : 
Hi «.-tor i« dead , there is no more to say. 
Stay yet; -Vou vile abominable tents, 
Thu<'pinudly pight'o upon our Phrygian plaint, 

1 7; F.ittemng. 18) None, rumour 

, ft; Ever. ■ 10 • Pitched . fti* i l 
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Let Titan rise a* enily as 1m dare, 

1*11 through and through you ! — Aud tliou, greut- 

sit'd coward ! 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hate- ; 
I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with comfort go: 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward wo. 

[Exeunt /Eneas ami Trojuns. 

At Troilus it going out, enter from the other sidt, 

Pandarus. 

Pan. But Ijear you, hear you ! 

7Vo. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy 1 and shaiin- 
Pursue thy life, and live aye''' with thy name J 

[Exit Troilus. 

Pan. A goodly med'einc for my aching bones ! — < 
O world! world! world! thus is the poor agent 
despised ! O traitors and bawd*, how earnestly are 
you set a* work, and how ill requited ! Why should 
our endeavour be so loved, mid the performance so 
loathed ? what verw for it .' what instance for it? — 
Let roe see :— 

Full merrily the humblc-liec doth sing, 
Till he hath lost his honey, and liis sling : 
And being once subdued in armed tail, 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together /ail. — 

Good traders m the flesh, set this in your painted 

cloths. 1 

(1) Ignominy. (2) Ever. 

C3) Canvass hangings for rooms, painted with 
emblems and mottoes. 



As many as be here of panders* hail. 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar*s fall : 
Or, if you cannot weep, vet give some groans, 
Tltoogh not for ine, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and sUters, of the hold-door trade, 
Some two months hence my will shall here be made: 
It should be now, but that my fear is this, — 
Some galled goc«e of Winchester would hiss : 
Till then 1*11 sweat, and seek about for cases ; 
And, at that time, bequeath you rny diseases. 

[Exit. 



This play i« mure correctly written titan most of 
Shuksiiti-aiv's composition*, but it is not one of those 
in which either the extent of his views or elevation 
of his fancy is fully display**). As the story abound- 
ed with man-rials, he ha* e&rrted little invention; 
but he has diw:rsified his characters will) great 
variety, and unserved tlwin with great exactness. 
His vicious characters disgust, but cannot corrupt, 
tor both Cressidu and Pandams are detested and 
contemned. Tlie comic characters seem to have 
been the favourite* of the writer : they are of the 
superficial kind, and exhibit more of manners, than 
nature ; but they are copiously tilled, and power- 
fully impressed. Shakopeare has in his story fol- 
lowed, lor the greater part, the old book of Caxton, 
which was then very popular ; but the character of 
Thersites, of which it makes no mention, is a proof 
that this plav was written titer Chapman haa pub- 
lished his version of Homer. JOHNSON. 



TIMON OF ATHENS. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Tamo, a nobis Athenian. 

Lmcsm, ) 

Locnlliu, > lords, and flatterer $ of Timon. 

Senpronius, j • 

Ventidhis, one qf Timon 1 s falte friends. 

Apemantos, a churlish philosopher. 

Anbiades, an Athenian general. 

Flavins, steward to Timon, 

Flaminius, ) 

Locilius, > Timon' s servants. 

Semlius, } 

Caphis, 

Phflotus, 

Tkasj V servants to Timon's creditors. 

Lucius, 

Hortensins, 



Two servants qf Varro % and the Servant of Isi- 
dore ; two of % Timon* 's creditors. 
Cupid, and Maskers. Three Strangers. 
Potty Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant. 
An old Athenian. A Page. A Fool. 

^^^rtssesU^Alcibwdes. 



Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, 
and Attendants. 



Scene, Athens ; and the Woods adjoining. 



ACT I. 

SCENE /.—Athena. A hall in Timon's house. 
Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and 
others, at several doors. 

Poet. 

GOOD day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad you are well. 

Poet. I bare not teen yon long ; How goes the 
world? 

Pain. It wean, sir, as it grows. 

Poet Ay, that's well known : 

But what particular rarity ? what strange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See, 
Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Ham conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant 

Pain. I know them both ; t'other's a jeweller. 

Mar. O, 'tis a worthy lord ! 

Jew. Nay, that's most fix'd. 

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breath'd, 1 as 
it were, 
To an tntirable and continuate? goodness : 
He passes, 1 

Jew. I have a jewel here. 

Mer. 0,pray, let's see't: For the lord Timon, sir? 

Jew. If he will touch the estimate : But, for that— 

Poet When we for recompense have praised the 
vik, 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good. 

Mer. 'Tis a good form. 

[Ijooking at the jewel 

Jew. And rich: here is a water, look you. 

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some dedi- 
cation 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me. 

(1) Inured by constant practice. 

[t) Tot continual. 

'3) t. e. Exceeds, goes beyond common bounds. 



Our poesy is as a gum, which oo7.es 
From whence 'tis nourished : The fire i'the flint 
Shows not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Pain. A picture, sir. — And when conies your 
book forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, 4 sir. 
Let's see your piece. 

Pain. 'Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So 'tis : this comes off well and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Pott. Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power 
Tiiis eye shoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch ; Is't good ? 

Poet. I'll say of it, 

It tutors nature : artificial strife* 
Lives in these touches, livelier man life. 

Enter certain Senators, and pass over. 

Pain. How this lord's follow'd ! 

Poet. The senators of Athens : — Happy men ! 

Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood of 
visitors. 
I have, in this rouzh work, shap'd out a man. 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, 6 but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax : no levell'd malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 

(4) As soon as my book has been presented to 
Timon. 

(5) i. 1. The contest of art with nature. 

(6) My design does not stop at any particular 
character. 
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Leaving no track behind. 

Pain. How thall I understand you ? 

Poet. I'll unbolt 1 to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds 
(As well of glib and slippery creature*, as 
Of grave and austere, quality,) tender down 
Their service* to lord Timon : his large, fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glasa-fac'd flat- 
terer, 2 
To^Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself: even ne drops down 
Tht knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon'* nod. 

Fain. 1 saw them speak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high ana pleasant hill, 
Feign'd Fortune to be throu'd : The base o'the 

mount 
If rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their state* : 3 amongst them all, 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fiVd, 
One do I ]iersonate of lonl Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ; 
.Whose present grace to present sla\c* and servants 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
With one man beckonM from the rest billow, 
Bowing his head against the sleepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would bu well cxprcss'd 
In our condition. 

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me. on : 

All those which wrre his fellows but of late 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides his lobbies fill with tendance, 
Rain sacrificial wnis-pcringbl in his ear, 
Make sacred even his stirnip, and through him 
Drink* the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ? 

Poet When Fortune, in her hhil't and change of 
mood, 
Spurns down her lalc-be.lov'd, all his dependants, 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. 'Tis common : 
A thousand moral paintings I can show 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than word*. Yet you do well 
To show lord 'fimon, that mean eyafi have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Timon, attended ,• the 
Servant of Ventidius talking with htm. 

Tim. Imprison'd is he, say vnu ? 

Vtn. Stro. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his 
debt; 
Hn means most short, his creditors most strait : 
Your honourable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up ; which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well ; 

I am not of that feather, to shake off 
My friend when be must need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deserves a help. 
Which be shall have : 1*11 pay the dent, and free 
him. 

Ven. Serv. Your lordship ever bind* him. 

(1) Open, explain. 

{I) One who shows by reflection the looks of his j 
pmtron. 



Tim. Commend roe to him: I will fend his ran- 
torn; 
And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me : 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to support him after.— Fare you well. 

Ven. Serv. All happiness to your honour ! [Ex. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim. I have so : what of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before 

thee. 
Tim. Attends he here, or no? — Lucilius ! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Ijuc. Here, at your lordship's service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy 
creature, 
Bv night frequents my house. I am a man 
T*hat from my first have been inclin'd to thrift : 
And my estate deserves an heir more nuVd, 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim. Well ; what further ? 

Old Ath. One only daughter Jiare I, no kin else, 
On whom 1 may confer what 1 have got : 
The maid is fair, o'the wrongest for a bride, 
And 1 have bred her at mv dearest cost, 
In qualities of the b* st. 1'hi* man of thine 
Attempts her love : I pr'ythce, noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her report ; 
Myself have spoke in vain. 

Tim. Tlie man is honest 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon: 
His honesty rewards him in it>elf, 
It must not bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does she love him ? 

Old Ath. She i* young, and apt . 
Our own precedent passions do instruct as 
What levity's in youth. 

Tim. [To Lucilius.] Love you the maid? 

J Ate. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it 

Old Atk. If in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine, heir from forth the lieggar* of the world, 
And dispossess her all. 

Tim. How shall she be endow'd. 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath. Three talents, on the present ; in re- 
hire, all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath served me 
long ; 
To build his fortune, I wilt strain a little, 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter . 
What you bestow, in him I'll counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Most noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim. Mv hand to thee ; mine honour on my 
promise. 

Luc. Humbly I thank vour lordship : Never msy 
Thai state or fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is m»t owM to yon ! 

[Exeunt Lucilius and old Athenian. 

Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your 
lordship ! 

Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. — What have you there, my friend ? 

(3) To advance their conditions of life. 

(4) Whimperings of officious servility. 

(5) Inhale. (6) 1. e. Inferior sprctatort. 
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A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The painting ia almost the natural man ; 
For since dishonour traffics with man's nature, 
He is but outside : These peociPd figure* are 
Even such as they give out 1 I like your work ; 
And you shall find, I like it: wait attendance 
TBI you hear further from me. 

Pain. The god* preserve you ! 

Tim. Well fare you, gentlemen : Give me your 
hand; 
We moat seeds dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Ham suffered under praise. 

Jew. . What, my lord ? dispraise ? 

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations. 
If I should pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd. 
It would unclew* me quite. 

Jew. My lord, 'tis rated 

As those, which sell, would give: But you well 

know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 
Are prixed by their masters : believe't, dear lord, 
Yon mend the jewel by wearing it 

Tim. WellmockU 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common 
tongue, 
Which all men speak with him. 

Tim, Look, who comes here. Will you be chid ? 

Enter Apcmantus. 

Jew. We will bear, with your lordship. 

Mer. He'll spare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 

Apem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy ga*l morrow ; 
When thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves 
honest. 

Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves.' thou 
know'st them not 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou knowest, I do; 1 call'd thee by 
thy name. 

Tim. Thou are proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing so much, as that I am not 
UkeTimon. 

Tim. Whither art going? 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains. 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the 
law. 

Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus? 

Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought be not well that painted it? 

Apem, He wrought better, that made the painter; 
and yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. You are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation ; What's 
she, if I be a dog? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus? 

Apem. No ; I eat not lords. 

Tim. An thou should'st, thou'dst anger ladies. 

Apem. O, they eat lord* ; so they come by great 
bellies. 

Tim. That's a lascivious apprehension. 

Apem. So thou apprehend'st it : Take it for thy 
labour. 

(1) Pictures have no hypocrisy ; they are wliat 
they profew* to be. 

(2) To uuclew a man, is to draw out the whole 
■sass of his fortunes. 



Tim. How dost thou like this Jewel, Apemanfos? 

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing,' which will 
not cost a man a doit 

Tim. What dost thou think 'tis worth ? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. — How now, poet' 

Poet. How now, philosopher? 

Apem. Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then tbou liert : look in thy last work, 
where thou hast feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is so. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to par 
thee for thy labour : He, that loves to be nattered, 
is worthy o'the flatterer. Heavens, that 1 were a 
lord! 

Tim. What wouIcTst do then, Apemannw? 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a 
lord with my heart 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a lord.— 
Art not thou a merchant? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not ! 

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound 
thee! 

Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant 

Tim. What trumpet's that? 

Serv. 'TU Albbiades, and 

Some twenty horse, all of companionship. 

Tim. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to 

us.— [Exeunt some Attendants. 

You must needs dine with me :— -Go not you hence, 

Till I have thank'd you ; and, when dinner's done, 

Show me this piece. — 1 am joyful of your sights. — 

Enter Alcibiadcs, with his company. 

Most welcome, sir .' [They salute. 

Apem. So, so ; there ! — 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints ! — 
That there should be small love 'roongst these 

sweet knaves, 
And all this court'sy ! The strain of man's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 4 

Alcib. Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and I feed 
Most hungrily on your sight 

Tim. Right welcome, sir : 

Ere we depart, we'll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

[Exeunt all but Apemantus. 

Enter two Lords. 

1 Jjord. What time a day \%\ Apemantus? 
Apem. Time to be honest 

1 Lord. That time serve* ^till. 

Apem. The more accursed thou, that stffl 
omit'st it. 

2 Ijord. Tliou art going to lord Timon's feast 
Apem. Ay; to we meat fill knaves, and wine 

heat fools. 
2 Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
Apem. TIkwi art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 

(3) Alluding to the proverb: Plain dealing is a 
jewel, but they who use it beggar*. 

(4) Man is degenerated ; his Ktruin or lineage is 
worn down .into a monkey. 
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2 Tjord. Why, Apemantus? 
Apem. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I 
wean to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyself. 

Apem. No, 1 iv ill do nothing At thy bidding; 
•noke thy requesis to thy friend. 

2 Lord. Away, impeachable dog, or 1*11 spurn 
tbee hence. 

Apem. I will flv, like a dog, the heels of the as*. 

[ExiL 

1 Lord. He's ophite to humanity. Conic, shall 

we in, 
And taste lord Tiinon'.i bc>unty ? he outgoes 
Too very heart of kindncs*. 

2 Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of gold, 
It but hiii steward : no meed, 1 but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him, 

But breeds tlie giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. 2 

1 Lord. The noblest mind he carries, 
That ever govem'd man. 

2 Lord. I*t>ng may he live in fortune* .' Shall 

we in? 
1 Lord. I'll keep you company. [Exeunt. 

SCRJVE 11.— The same. A room of state in 
Timon's house. Hautboys playing Ictud music. 
A great banouet served in ; Flavin* and others 
attending; then enter Tinion, Alcibinde.s, Lu- 
cius, Lucullu*, Sempronius, ami other Athenian 
Senators, with. Yentidius, and attendants. Then 
comes, dropping after all, Apcmantus, discon- 
tentedly. 

Fen, Most honour'd Timon, 'I hath pleas'd the 
gods remcmlwr 
My father's age, and call him to lornr peace. 
He is gone happy, and lias left me rich : 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am l)ound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents, 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose, help 
I derived liberty. 

Tim. O, by no means 

Honest Ventidius : you mistake my love ; 
I gave it freely ever ; and there's none. 
Can truly say, he gives, if he received : 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Fen. A noble spirit. 
[They all stand ceremoniously looking on Timon. 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis'd at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recantiujr goodness sorry ere 'tis shown ; 
But where tlu-rc i» true friendship, there needs* 

none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than my fortunes to me. ' [They sit. 

1 Lord. My lord, we always have confrss'd it 

Apem. Ho, ho, confess'd it ? hang' d it, have you 
not? 

Tim. O, Apcmantus ! — you arc welcome. 

Apem. No, 

You shall not make me welcome : 
I come to have thee thrust mc out of doors. 

Tim. Fie, thou art a churl ; you have got a hu- 
mour there 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame : 
They say, my lords, that ira furor bretns est? 
But yond' man's ever angry. 

(1) Meed her means de«ert. 

(2) i. e. AH the * u«tomary returm made in dis- 
charge of obligations. 

(3) Anger i« a «ihort ms*dnes<. 



Go, let him hare, a table by himself; 
For he doe* neitlier affect company, 
Nor i* he lit lor it, indeed. 

Apem. Lii'tme stav at thine own peril, Timon ; 
1 come to observe ; i give thee warning on'l. 

Tim. 1 take tin heed of thee ; thou art an Athe- 
nian ; therefore welcome: I myself would have no 
power: pr'ythee, let my meat make thee silent. 

Apem. 1 scorn thy meat ; 'twould choke me, for 
1 nhould 
•Wtr flatter thre. — O von cods ! ivhat a number 
Of men eat Tuihui, and he see.- them not ! 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ; and all tlie madness is, 
He cheers them up UnA 

I wonder, men dare trmt themselves with men : 
Methinks tiny should invite. tl>em without knives; 
Good for tlieir meat, and safer for tht ir lives. 
There's much example for't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, jjart* bir ad with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in n divided draught, 
Is the readiest num to kill liim : it lias Iv-cn provM. 
If I 

Were a huge man, I should (ear to drink at meal* : 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous 

notes: 
(treat inni sliould drink with )umie*s* on their 
throuR 

Tim. My lord, in heart;* and let the health go 
round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow tin* way, my good lord. 

A]*em. Flow this way ! 

A bravo fellow ! — he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
Those healths will make thee, and thy state look ill. 
Here's that, which is too weak to lie a sinner, 
Honest water, which ne'er left man i'tlie mire : 
This, and my food, are equals ; there's no odds. 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

APEMANTUS'S GRACE. 

Immortal gods, J crave no pelf; 
I pray for no man, but myself: 
Grant I may never prove so fond? 
To trust man on his oath or bond ; 
Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 
Or a dog, that seems a sleeping; 
Or a keeper with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, if I should need Ywi. 
Amen. So fall to 1 1: 
Jiirh men sin, and J eat root 

[ Eats and drinks. 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus f 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field 
now. 

Alcib. My henrt is ever at your service, my lord. 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, mv lord , there's 
no meat like them ; I could wish my best friend at 
such a feast. 

Apem. 'Would all iho*e. flatterers were thine ene- 
mies then ; that men thou might'st kill 'cm, and bid 
me to Ym. 

1 iAtrd. Might we but have that happiness, mr 
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby 

(4) The allusion is to a park of hounds trained 
to pursuit, by being gratified with the blood of an 
animal which they kill; and the wonder is, that the 
animal, on whi< h they are feeding, cheers them to 
the cha-e. 

(. r >) Armour. 'C With sincerity. (7) Foolish. 
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we might express tome part of our teals, we should 
think ourselves for ever perfect* 

Tim. O, no doubt, mv good friends, but the god* 
themselves have provided that I shall have much 
help from you : How had you been my friend*! else ? 
why have you that charitable 3 title from thousands, 
did you not chiefly belong to my heart ? I have told 
more of you to myself, than you can with modesty 
speak in your own behalf; and thus far 1 confirm 
you. O, you {rods, think I, wliat need wc have any 
friends, it we dioukl never have need of them!' tbry 
were the most needless creatures living, should wr 
ne'er have use fur them : and would most reaemhle 
sweet instruineuts hnng up in cases, tliat keep their 
sounds to themselves. Why, I have often wished 
myself poqrer, that I might come nearer to you. — 
We are bom to do benefits : and what better or 
propercr can wc call our own, tluui the riches of 
our friend? ? O, what a precious comfort 'lis, to ha\ e 
so many, like brothers, commanding one another's 
fortunes ! O joy, e'en made away ere it can be born .' 
Mine eves cannot hold out water, incthinks : to for- 
get their faults, 1 drink to you. 

Apem, Thou wecpest to make, them drink, Timon. 

2 Lord. Joy hud the like conception in our eye*, 
And, at that instant, like a babe timing up. 

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think (hut babe a 
bastard. 

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov'd me 

much. 
Apem. Much ! J [Tucket soumled. 

Tim. Wliat menus that trump r— How now ? 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there arc certain la- 
dies most desirous oC admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? what are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my 
lord, which bean that office, to signify their plea- 
sures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enfer Cupid. 

Cupid. Hail to thee, worthy' Timon;— and to all 
That of his bounties taste!— The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To grarulate thy plenteous boson : The ear, 
Taste, touch, smell, all pleased from thy table rise; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tim. They are welcome all ; let them have kind 
admittance : 
Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are 
belov'd. 

Music. Reenter Cupid, witha masque of Ladies 
as Amazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing 
and playing. 

A pern. Hey-day, wliat a sweep of vanity comes 

this way ! 
They dance ! they are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life, 
As this pomp shows to a little oil, and root. 
"Wc make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our fisheries, to drink those men, 
I'pon whose age we void it up again, 
"With poisonous spite, and envy. Who lives, that's 

not 
Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 

(1) i. e. Arrived at the perfection of happiness. 

(2) Endearing. 

(3) Much, was formerly an eiprctsion of cou- 
teoiptoous admiration. 

VOL. II 



Not one spurn to their graves of their friends* gift ? 
I should tear, those that dance before me now 
Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done ; 
Mm shut their doors again*! a netting sun. 

The I,ord* rise from table, with much adoring of 
Timon ; and, to show their loves, each singles 
out an Amazon, and all dance, men with women ; 
a lofty strain or tioo to the hautboys, and < 



Tim. You have done our pleasures much grace, 
fair ladies, 
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 
You have added worth unto't, and lively lustre, 
And enterfain'd mc with mine own device ; 
1 am to thank you for it 

1 Ijady. My lord, vou take us even at the best 

Apem. 'Faith, for the wont is filthy ; and would 
not hold taking, I doubt mc. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : Please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Ijad. Mo*t thankfully, mv lord. 

[Exeunt Cupid, and Ladies. 

Tim. Flntius, 

Flav. My lord. 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

Flav. Yes, my lord.— -More jewels yet ! 
There- is no crossing him in his humour; [Aside, 
Else I should tell him,— Well,— I'Uuth, I should, 
When all's spent, he'd be cross'd* then, an be could. 
'Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.* 
[Exit, and returns with the casket. 

1 IjOtiL Where be our men ? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord. Our horses. 

Tim. O my friends, I have one word 

To say to you :— Look you, my good lord, I must 
Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advance thi* jewel ; 
Accept, and wear it, kind ray lord. 

1 Lord. I am so far already in your gifts,— 
All. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of tht 
■cnate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

TYin. They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. I beseech your honour. 

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 

Tim. Near? why then another time I'll hear thee : 
Ior'ythee, let us be provided 
To show them entertainment 

Flav. I scarce know, bow. 

[Aside. 

Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv. May it please your honour, the lord 

Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
Four milk-white hones, trapp'd in silver. 

Tim. I shall accept them fairly : let the presents 

Enter a third Servant. 

Be worthily entertain'd. — How now, what news ? 

3 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your company 
to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your 
honour two hrucc of greyhounds. 

(4) Shakspearf pl»vs on tht- word crossed : allu- 
ding to the piece of stiver money called a cross. 

(5) For hi) nobleness of soul. 
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Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 
What shall be done- ? He will no( hear, till feel : 
1 must be round with him uow he comes from hunt- 
ing. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie ! 

Enter Caphis, and the Servants of Isidore and 

Varro. 

Caph, Good even, 1 Varro : What, 

You come for money ? 

Far. Sere. Is't not your business too? 

Caph. It is ;— And yours toes Isidore ? 

Jnd. Serv. It is so. 

Caph. 'Would we were all discharg'd ! 

Far. Serv. I fear it 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, Sec 

Tim. So soon as dinner's done, we'll forth again,? 
My Alcibiades.— With me? What's your will? 

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tan. Dues ? Whence arc you ? 

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lord*hip, he hath put roe off 
To tlie succession of new days thi« month : 
My matter is awak'd by great occasion, 
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays yon, 
That with your other noble parts jou'll suit, 
In giving him his right 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 

1 pr'yllice, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good mv lord. 

Tim. Contain thyself good friend. 

} lar. Serv. One Varro's servant, my good lord* — 

hid. Serv. From Isidore ; 
He humblv prays your speedy payment, 

Caph. ff you did know, my lord, my master's 
want*, 

Far. Serv. 'Twufduc on forfeiture, my lord, six 
weeks. 
And past, 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me aft, my lord ; 
And I am tent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. (iive me breath : 

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lords. 
Ill wait upon you instantly. — Come hither, pray 
you [To Flavins. 

How goes the world, that I am thus encounterM 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds, 
And th«.r detention of long-since-due debts, 
Against my honour? 

/•Yap. Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Ymir iiiiportunacy cease, till after dinner ; 
That I may make, his lordship understand 
Whrreibre you are not paid. 

Thru Do so, my friends : 

[Exit Timon. 



See them well entertain'd. 



Flav. 



I pray, draw near. 

[Exit Flavius. 



Enter Apemantus and a Fool. 



Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Apc- 
mantuH ; lot's have some sport with 'cm. 
Far. Sero. Hang him, he'll abuse us. 
hid. Srrv. A plague upon him, dog ! 
Far. Serv. How dost, tool ? 
Apem. Dust dialogue with thy shadow ? 
Far. Serv. I speak not to thee. 

(1) Good even was the usual sanitation from 



A pan. No ; 'tis to thyself,^Come away. 

[ToffeFooL 

Isid. Serv. [ To Var. Serv.] There's the fool hangs 
on your bark already. 

Apem. No, thou stand'st Miiglc, thou art not on 
him yet. 

Caph. Where'.-* tin- Ax>l now ? 

Apem. He last afked tlic tjuotion. — IV mr rogues, 
and usurers' men ! bawds betwee.u gold and want! 

All Serv. What are we, Apcinantu*? 

Apem. Asses. 

All Serv. Why? 

Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do 
not know yourselves. — H|ieak to Yin, fool. 

Fool. How do you, gvntlrine.il ? 

All Serv. Cramer* it;*, good fool : How docs your 
ini.strew ? 

Fool. She's e'en setting on water to scald such 
chickens as you ;ire. 'Would, we could see you at 
Corinth. 

Apem. Good! gramercy 

Enter Page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress* page. 

Page. [To the Fool.] Why, how now, captaui? 
what do you in this wise company? — How dost 
thou, Apemantus? 

Apem. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, tlwt I 
might answer thee profitably. 

rage. Pr'ythce, Apemantus, readme the stiiicr- 
scriptiou of these letters ; L know not which is 
which. 

Apem. Canst not read? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning din then, tiiat 
day thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; thiri 
to Alcibiades. Go ; tliou wast Ixirn a bastard, and 
thou'it die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog ; and thou shall 
famish, a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone 

[Exit Page. 

Apem. Even so thou out-run'st grace. Fool, I 
will go with you to lord Timon's. 

Fool. Wiljfyou leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home.. — You throe serve 
three usurers. 

All Serv. Ay ; 'would they served us ! 

Apem. So would I, — as good a trick as ever hang- 
man served thief. 

Foot Are you three usurers' men ? 

All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think, no usurer but has a fool to hi* ser- 
vant : My mistress is one, and I am her fool. When 
men come to borrow of your master*, they approach 
sadly, and go away merry ; but they enter my mis- 
tress* houee merrily, and go away sadly : The rea- 
son of this ? 

Far. Serv. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account tlier. a 
whorema*ter, and a knave ; which notwithstanding, 
tfiou shalt be no less esteemed. 

Far. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool ? 

Foot A fool in good clothe-, and feomething like 
thee. 'Tis a spirit : sometime, it np|*-ar* like a lord ; 
Hometime, like a lawyer; sometime, like a philoso- 
pher, with two stones more, than Ids artificial one : 
Hv is very often like a knight ; and, generally in all 
shapes, that man goc* up and down in, from four- 
score, to thirteen, this spirit walks in. 

Far. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor tnou altogether a wise man: as much 

(2) i. e. To hunting ; in our author's time it was 
the custom to hunt as well after diiuier as before. 
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foolery as I have, so much wit mou lackcst. 
^em. That answer might have Iwwtk? Ape- 

mffff^iw 
All Sen. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Timon. 

Re-enter Timon ant/ Flavin*. 



Apem. Come with me, Awl, come. 
jBboi. I do not always follow lover, rider brother, 
and woman ; sometime, tl»e philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemaiitus and Fool. 
Flav. 'Pray you, walk near ; I'll speak with you 
anon. fExranJ Serv. 

Tm. You make mc marvel : Wherefore, ere 
this time, 
Had you not fully laid my state before mr ; 
That I might so have rated my expense, 
As I had leave of means ? 
f%go. You would not hear roe, 

At many leisures I propoa'd. 

Tm. *io lo : 

Perchance, some single vantages you took, 
When my indisposition nut you back ; 
And that unaptness made your minister, 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flam. O, my pood lord ! 

At many times I brought in my account*, 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And say, you found them in inii»e honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you liave l>id me 
Return so much,' I have sliook my head, and wept ; 
Yea* 'gainst the authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks; when I bare 
prompted you, in the ebb of your estate, 
And your great flow of debts. My dcar-lof'd lord, 
Though you hear now (too late I) yet now*» a time, 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. Let «M mv lanc1 be sold. 

Flav. *Tis all engat'd, some forfeited and gone; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 
What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning? 
Tim. To Lacecbemon did my land extend. 
Flav. Of my good lord, the world is but a word ;* 
Were it all yours to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone ? 
Tim. Yon tell me true. 

flat. If you suspect my hushendry, or falsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 
When all our offices* have been oppreaVd 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room 
Hath blax'd with lights, and bray'd with min- 
strelsy ; 
I have retir'd me to a wastefiil cock, 4 
And stt mine eyes at flow. 

Tin. Pr'ythee, no more. 

FUv. Heavens, have I said, tbe bounty of this* 
lord! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves and p?n--int*, 
This night cnglutted ! Who is not TimoiiV 



What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord 

Timon's ? 
Grant Tiroon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? 
Ah I when the menus are gone, that buy this praise, 
Tlir breath is i^jne whereof thfc praise is made : 
Kea-twoji. faM-lost; one cloud of winter-showers, 
Tln>« flies lire- cc «ch\l. 

Tim. t loino, >ei mon me no farther : 

No \illanou* bounty yet liath pn*»M my heart; 
Unwisely, not ijrnohfv, have 1 givi n. 
Why d(«t thou weep"? Canst thou the conscience 

lack, 
To think I sliall lark friends? Scrim? thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love, 
And try trie argument* of heart* by tjorrowing, 
Men, and mru\ fortune.-, could I frankly use, 
As 1 can bid thee speak. 

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts I 

Tim. And, in *ome sort, tliese wants of mine 
are cruvnM, c 
That I account them blessings; for by these 
Shall I try friends : You shall perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho !— Flaminius ! Sen ilius ! 



Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servant*. 

Strv. My lonl, mv lonl, 

Tim. 1 will despatch you severally.— You, to 
lord Lucius, — 
To lord Lucullus you ; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day ;— You, to Sempronius ; 
Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say, 
TJiat my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a supply of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flav. Lord Lucius, and lord Lucullus? humph! 

[Aside. 

Tim, Go you, sir, [To another Scrv.] to the sen- 
ators 
(Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 
Deserv'd this hearing,) bid 'em send othe instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I have been bold 

(For that I knew it the most general way,) 
To them to use your signet, and your name ; 
But they do shake their heads, and 1 am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. . Is't true? can it be ? 

Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate 
voice, 

That now they are at fall, 7 want treasure, cannot 
Do what they "would ; are sorry— you are honour- 
able,— 
But yet they could have wish'd— they know not — 

but 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench— would all were well— 'tis 

pity — 
And so, intending other serious matters, 
After distasteful look*, and tla-ae hard fractions, 9 
Willi certain half-rn|»sW and cold-moving nods, 
They froze mi- into mIi-wc 

Tim. You gods, reward Uusn ! — 



(1) He does not mean, so great a sum, but u *■< r- 
tain sum. 

(2) i.e. As the world itself may bo romprw-d in 
a word, vou might give it away in n bnalh. 

(3) Tlhe apartments allotted to culinary ofli- 
ces, &c. 

(4) A pipe with a turning htopple running to 
waste, 



(5) If I would fv.iY* Timon,) by borrowing, try 
of u'lini liti-nV in art- sire composed, what tliry 
haw- in tin in, iV'\ 

MVj l»i:'iiili' il, nr.ulr re* pec table. 
(7) i. c. \t an • lib. 

(V,) lutdi'liiii:-, li.id anciently the noiv. meaning 
as atUinliu^. 
(i*) Bniki'ii hints, abrupt remark*. 
{ 10) A half-cap ir a cop slightly moved, not put utT 
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I pr'ythee, man, look chccrly; Hicoe old fellows 
Have (heir ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom tlow*; 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they arc not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
Is fashion' d for the journey, dull, and heavy. — 
Go to Ventidius,— f To a Ser.] 'rVytto-c [To Flav.] 

. be not sad, 
Thou art true, and honest; ingeniously 1 I speak, 
No blame belongs to thee: — [To Serv.] Ventidius 

lately 
Buried his father ; by whose, death, he's stepp'd 
Into a great estate : when he was poor, 
I nip r isun 'd, and in scarcity of friends, 
1 clear'd him with five talents ; Greet him from me ; 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With those five talents :— that had,— [To Flav.] 

give it these fellows. 
To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think, 
That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it ; That thought 

is bounty's foe ; 
Being (roe 3 itself, it thinks all others so. [Exeunt. 



ACT HI. 

SCEKE l.—The tame, A room in Lucullus's 
house. Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant 
to him. 

Serv. I have told my lord of you, he it coming 
down to you. 
flam. I thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullua. 

Serv. Here's my lord. 

LucuL [Aside.] One of lord Timon's men? a gift, 
I warrant Why, this hits right ; I dreamt of a 
silver bason and ewer to-night Flaminius, honest 
Flaminius; you are very respe cti vely 1 welcome, 
air.— Fill me some win&— [EteU Servant.1 And 
bow does that honourable, complete, tree-hearted 
gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord 
and master? 

Flam. His health is well, air. 

LucuL I am right glad that bis health is well, sir: 
And what hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty 



flam. 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir; 
which, in my lord's behalf, 1 come to entreat your 
honour to supply ; who, having great and instant 
occasion to use fifty talents, bath sent to your lord- 
ship to furnish him ; nothing doubting your present 
assistance therein. 

ImcuL La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says he ? 
alas, good lord ! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would 
not keep so good a house. Many a tame and often 
I have dined with him, and told him on't ; and 
come again to supper to him, of purpose to have 
him spend lew: and yet he would embrace no coun- 
sel, take no warning by mv coming. Even- man 
has hit fault, and lionestyi j* s his ; I have told him 
on't, but 1 < ould never get him from it. 

Re-enter Servant, with wine. 

Serv. Plea** your lonMu'p, l»ere is the wine. 

(1) For ingenuously. 

(2) Liberal, not parsimonious. 
{$) For rr«pecti'iiUy. 

i'4) Honoty here mean.* liberality. 

<i) L e. And we who were alive then, alive now. 
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LucuL Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Hero's to thee. 

Flam. Your lonMiip speaks your pleasure. 

IaicuL I have ol>serv«d tliee always for a to- 
wardly prompt spirit, — give tlieethydue, — and one 
that knows what belongs to rea«on : mid canst use 
the time well, if the lime u*c thee well : good parts 
in thee. — Get you gone, sirrah. — [To the Servant, 
who rocs out] — Draw nearer, hone*t Flaminius. 
Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but tlwu art 
wise; and thou knowest well enough, although thou 
comest to me, that this is no time to lend money ; 
especially upon bare friendship, without security. 
Here's three solidary for thee ; rood boy, wink ml 
me, and say, tliou snw'st me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam. Is't possible, the world should so much 
differ ; 
And we alive, that liv'd ?* Fly, damned baseness. 
To him that worships thee. 

i Throwing the money mom. 
see, thou art a fool, and fit 
for thy master. [Exit Lucullua. 

Flam. May there add to the number tluit may 

scald thee ! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself ! 
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart. 
It turns in less than two nights ? O you gods, 
I feel my master's passion I* This slave 
Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him : 
Why should it thrive, and turn to nutrimcut, 
When he is turn'd to poison ? 
O, may diseases only work upon't ! 
And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of 

nature 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! 7 [£c& 

SCENE II— The same. A public place. En- 
ter Lucius, with three Strangers. 

Luc. Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know* him tor no less, though we 
are but strangers to him. But I can tell you one 
thing, my lord, and which I hear from common ru- 
mours ; now lord Timon's happy hours are done 
and past, and his estate shrinks from him. 

Luc Fie, no, do not believe it ; he cannot want 
for money. 

2 Stran, But believe you this, my lord, that, not 
long ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucul- 
lus, to borrow so many talents; nay, urged ex- 
tremely for't, and showed what necessity belonged 
to't, and yet was denied. 

Luc How? 

2 Stran, I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was tluit ? now* be- 
fore the gods, I am asham'd on't Denied that 
honourable man ? there was very little Itonour 
showed in't. For mv own jmrt, I must needs con- 
fess, I have received some small kindnesses from 
him, as money, plate, jewels, and such like liill»», 
nothing comparing lo his ; yet, hail he mistook him, 
and sent to me, I should ne'er have denied hi« oc- 
< asion so inanv talents. 

m 

Enter Servilius. 
Ser. See, by good hap, yonderV my lord ; 1 have 

;'6) Suffering ; * I5y his bloody cn»-» and pa»sicn. 
Liturgy. 

^7) i. f. His lite. (U) Acknowledge 

\9) Couiuiiifcd. 
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sweat to see his honour.— My lionourcd lord, — 

[ To Lucius. 

Lite. Servilius! you un- kindly mot, sir. Fare 
thee well : — C< mm ii *nd mo to thy honourable-vir- 
tuous lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Ser. May it p!euse y«»ur honour, my lord hath 
sent 

Luc. Ha ! what has he tent ? I am so much en- 
deared to that lord; lie's ever sending : How shall 
I thank him, thinkest thou ? And what has he sent 
now? 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion now, 
my lord ; requesting your lord-hip to supply his in- 
stant use with so many talents. 

Luc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me ; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 1 
I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Lmc Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius ? 

Sir. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Lmc. What a wicked Ijeast was I, to disfurnish 
myself against such a good time, when I might have 
shown myself honourable ! how unluckily it hap- 
pened, that I should purchase, the day before for a 
little, part, and undo a great deal of honour ! — Ser- 
vilius, now before the god*, I am not able to do't; 
the more beast, I say : — I was sending to use lord 
Tiraon myself, these gentlemen can witness; but I 
would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done it 
now. Commend me bountifully to his good lord- 
ship; and I hope, his lionour will conceive, the 
fairest of me, because I have no power to be kind : 
And tell him this from me, I count it one of mv 
greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such 
an honourable gentleman. < Jood Servilius, will you 
befriend me so far, as to use mine own word* to 
him? 

Ser. Yes "*r, I shall. 

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Servilius, — 

[Exit Servilius. 
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 
And he, Uiat's once denied, will hardlv speed. 

[krit Lucius. 

1 Stran. Do you observe this, Hostilius ? 

2 Stran. Ay, too well. 
1 Siran. Why this 

Is .the world's soul ; and just of the same niece 
Is every flatterer's spirit Who can call him 
His friend, that dips in the same dish ? for, in 
My knowing, Timon hath been this lord's father, 
And kept his credit with hispursc; 
Supported hi* estate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man 
When be looks out in an ungrateful shape !) 
He does deny him, in respect of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Siran. Religion groans at it. 

- 1 Siran. For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest, 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his necessity made use of me, 
I would have put my wealth into donation, 2 
And the best half should have return'd to him, 
So much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 

(1) Mf he did not want it for a good use.' 
1 2) This means to put his wealth down in ac- 
count as a donation. 



Men must learn now with pity to dispense : 

For policy sib above conscience. [Exeunt. 

SChLYE ill— The same. A room in Scmpro- 
nius's house. Enter Seinpronius, and a Ser- 
vant of Timon's. 

Sen, Must he needs trouble me in't? Humph ! 
'Bove all others ? 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he rcdeem'd from prison : All these three 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Strv. O my lord, 

They have all been touch'd,' and found base metal ; 

for 
They have all denied him ! 

Sem. How ! have they denied him ? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him? 
And docs he send to me ? Three ? humph ! — 
It shows but little lore or judgment in him. 
Must I be his last refuge ? His friends, like physi- 
cians, 
Thrive, give him over ; Must I take the cure upon 

me? 
He has much disgrae'd me in't ; I am angry at him, 
That might have known my place : 1 see no sense 

for't, 
But his occasions might have woo'd me first ; 
For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e'er recciv'd gift from him : 
And does he think so hackwardly of me now, • 
That I'll requite it last? No : So it may prove 
An argument of laughter to the rest, 
And I amongst the lords l>e thought a fool. 
I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum, 
He had sent to me first, but for my mind's sake ; 
I had such a courage 4 to do him good. But now 

return, 
And with their faint reply this answer join; 
Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin. 

{Exit 
Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship's a goodly vil- 
lain. The devil knew not what he did, when be 
made man politic ; he cross'd himself by't : and I 
cannot think, but, in the end, the villanies of man 
will set him clear. How fairly this lord strives to 
appear foul ? takes virtuous copies to be wicked ; 
like those that, under hot ardent real, would set 
whole realms on fire. 
Of such a nature is his politic love. 
This was my lord's best hope ; now all are fled, 
Save the gods only : Now his friends arc dead, 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ'd 
Now to guard sure, their master. 
And this is all a liberal course allows ; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house.* 

[Exit. 

SCENE IV.— The same. A halt in Timon's 
house. Enter ttno Servants of Varro, and the 
Servant of Lucius, meeting Titus, Hortensm*, 
and other Servants to Timon's creditors, wait- 

ing his coming out. 

Var. Srrv. Well met ; good-morrow, Titus and 
Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius ! 

Wltat, do we meet together ? 

Luc. Scrv. At, and, 1 think, 

One business docs command us all ; for mine 

(:J) Tried. (4) Ardour, cuger desire. 
{o) i. e. Keep witliin doors for fear of duns. 



Stmt IF. 

Is money. 
Tit 
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So is theirs and ours. 
Enter Fhilotus. 

Luc Serv. And sir 

Fhilotns too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hoar? 

PkL Labouring for nine. 

Luc Serv. So much ? 

Phi. It not my lord seen vet ? 

Luc. Serv. Not yet. 

Phi. 1 wonder ont; he was wont to shine at 
seven. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter 
with him: 
You most consider, that m prodigal course 
Is like the sun's; 1 but not, like his, recoverable. 
I fear, 

'Tis deepest winter in lord Timon's purse ; 
That is, one may reach 'deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit. 111 show you how to observe a strange event 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Hot. Most true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Luc. Serv. Mark, how strange it shows, 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes : 
And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels, 
And send for money for 'em. 

Hot. I am weary of this charge, 2 the gods can 
witness: 
I know, mv lord hath spent of Timon's wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Far. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns : 
What's yours? 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine. 

1 Far. Serv. Tis much deep : and it should seem 
by the sum, 
Your master's confidence was above mine ; 
Else, surely, his had equall'd. 

Enter Flaminius. 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Serv. Flaminius! sir, a word: 'Pray, is 
my lord ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. Wc attend his lordship ; 'pray, signify so 
much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows, you 
are too diligent [Exit Flaminius. 

Enter Flavius in a doak^imtffltd. 

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward muffled so? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you hear, sir ? 

1 Far. Serv. By your leave, 9ir, 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend ? 

Tii. We wait for certain money here, air. 

Flav. Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 
'Twer* "sure enough. Why then preferr'd you not 
Your sums and bill*, when your fait* masters eat - 
Of my lord's meat? Then they could smile, and 

fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th' interest 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves 
but wrong, 

(1) i. t. Like him in blaze and splendour. 

(2) Commission, employment 



To stir me up ; let me pass quietly : 
Belief't, my lord and 1 liave made an end ; 
I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 

Flav. If 'twill not, 

'Tis not so base as you ; for you serve knaves. 

[Exit. 

1 Far. Serv. How ! what does his cashier'd wor- 
ship mutter? 

% Far. Serv. No matter what ; he's poor, and 
that's revenge enough. Who < an speak broader 
than he that has no bouse to put his head in ? such 
may rail against great buildings. 

Enter Servilius. 

Tit. O, here's Servilius; now we shall know 
Some answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech vou, gentlemen, 

To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul, 
Mv lord leans wond'rously to discontent 
His comfortable temper has forsook him; 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, are 
not sick : 
And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
Melhinks, he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser. Good gods! 

Til. We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 

Flam. UVithm.] Servilius, help !— my lord! my 

Enter Timon, in a rage; Flaminius following. 

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd against my 
passage? 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be ray retentive enemy, my gaol ? 
The place, which I have feasted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart? 

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus. 

Tit My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Serv. Here's mine. 

Hot. Serv. And mine, my lord. 

Both Far. Serv. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with 'em : 3 cleave me to 
the girdle. 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord, 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that— 
What yours?— and yours? — 

1 Far. Serv. My lord, 

2 Far. Serv. My lord, 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon 

you! [Exit. 

Hot. 'Faith, I perceive our masters may throw 

their cam at their money ; these debts may well be 

called desperate ones, for a mailman owes 'em. 

[Exrunt. 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Tim. They have eVn put my breath from me, 
the slaves : 
Creditors ! — devils. 

Hav. Mv dear lord, ■' 

Tim. What, if it should be so? 



(3) Timon quibbles. They present their written 
bills ; lie catches, at the word, and alludes to bills 
or battle-axes. 
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Flav. My lord, 

Tim. I'll have it no :— My steward ! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullu*, and Semprojiius : all : 
I'll once more least the rascal*. 

Flav. my lord, 

You only speak from your distracted soul ; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be't not in my care ; go, 

I charge thee ; invite litem all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more; my cook and I'll provide. 

[Exeunt. 

8CEJVE V.— The same. The Senate- House. The 
senate sitting. Enter Alcibtadcs, atlaukd. 

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it ; the 

fault's 
Bloody ; 'tis necessary he should die : 
Nothing emboldens* sin so much as merry. 

2 Sen. Most tme; the law shall bruise, him. 
Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to the 

senate ! 

1 Sen. Now, captain ? 

Alcib. I am an numblc suitor to your virtues ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law, 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 
It pleases time, and fortune, to lie hcaw 
Upou a friend of mini', who, in hot blood, 
Hath stepp'd into the law, which i« jiast depth 
To those that, without hoed, do plunge into it 
He U a man, setting his fate aside, 1 
Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he soil the fart with cowardice ; 
(An honour in him which bins nut hi* fault,) 
But, with a noble fury, and /air spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to (loath, 
He did oppose his foe : 
And with such sober and unnoted passion 2 
He did behave 3 his anger, ere 'twas spent, 
As if he had but prov'd an argument 

1 Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox, 4 
Striving to make an ugly deed look ftar : 
Your wordy have took such pains, as if they laboured 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
Upon the head o( valour ; which, indeed, 
Is valour mi*begot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born : 
He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe ; and make his 

wrongs 
Hisoutsides; wear them like his raiment, carelessly; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to bis heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly 'tis, to hazard life for ill ? 

Alcib. My lord, 

1 Scft. You cannot make gross sins look clear ; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alrib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
if I speak like a captain.— 
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle, 
And not endure all threat'nings i ? sleep upou it, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ?* but if there be 

(1) t. e. Putting this action of h'n, which was 
predetermined by fate, out of the question. 

(2) t. e. Pati>ion so subdued, that no spectator 
could note its operation. 

(3) Manage, govern. 

(4) You undertake a paradox too hard. 
(5^ What have we to do in tlie held. 



Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ?* why then, women are more valiant. 
That stay at home, if Ivaring carry it ; 
I Aitil th' a»«, more captain than the lion; the felon, 
jLixiden with iron*, wiser than the judge, 
If wisdom be in xutferin^. O my lords, 
' Ah you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn raahness in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is sin's eitremeat gust; 8 
But, in dftJence, by mercy, 'tis most just. 7 
To lie in anger, is impiety ; 
Hut who is man, that is not angry? 
Weigh but tlie crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 

AUib. In vain ? ha« service done 

At Lacedaemon, and Byzantium, 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 .Sen. What's that? 

Alcib, Why, I say, my lonU, h'a* 

dime fair service, 
And slain in fight manv of your enemies : 
How full of valour di(f he hear himself 
In the last coul)k/t, and made plenteous wounds.? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em, he 
Is a swum rioter : h'as a tun that often 

Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 
If there were no foes, that wore enough alone 
To overcome him : in that be.ustly fury 
He has l)een known to commit outrage.*. 
Ami cherish faction- : 'Tis iufcrrM to n*, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
Mv lords, if not for any }>arts in him 
('Though his right arm might piircliaso his own 

time, 
And be iu debt to none,) yet, more to move you, 
Take my deserts to his, and join (hem both : 
And, for 1 know, your reverend ages love 
Stjcurity, I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore ; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more. 
On height of our displeasure : Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another. 

Alcib. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech vou, know me. 

2 Sen. How? 

Alrib. ('all me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What? 
Alcib. I cannot think, but your age has forgot me ; 

It could not else be, I should prove so base,* 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 
My wounds ache at you. 

1 Sen, Do you dare our anger ? 

'Tis in few words, but spacious in effect ; 
We banish thee for ever. 

Alcib. Banish me ? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 
That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sax. If, after two days' shine, Athens contain 
thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment And, not to swell 

our spirit,* 1 
He shall be executed presently. [Esmnt Sen. 

(6) For aggravation. 

(7) ' Homiride in our own defence, by a merci- 
ful interpretation of the law, is considered justifia- 
ble.' 

(H) For dishonoured. 

(9) i e. Not to put ourselves in any tumor of rage. 
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Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that 
you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
1 am worse than mad : I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest ; I myself, 
Rich only in large hurts ; — All those, for this? 
Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains' wounds ? ha ! banishment ? 
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd ; 
It is a cause worthy ray spleen and fur}', 
That I may strike at Athens. I'll cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for heart*,' 
'lis honour, with most lands* to* be at odds; 
Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VI. — A magnificent room in Timon's 
house. Music. Tables set out: Servants at- 
tending. Enter divers fords, at several doors. 

1 Jjord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wi»h it to you. I think, mis hon- 
ourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord. Upon that were inv thoughts tiring, 2 
when we encountered : I hope, it is not so low with 
him, as he made it seem in the trial of his several 
friends. 

2 Ijord. It should not bo, by the |)ersuasion of 
his new feaMing. 

1 Lord. I should think so : He hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did 
urge me to put off; but he hath conjured me be- 
yond them, and I must needs appear. 

2 iAjrd. In like manner was I in debt to my 
importunate business, but he would not hear my 
excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of 
me, (hiit my provision was out. 

1 iMrd. I am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how nil things go. 

2 Isord. Every man here's so. What would he 
have borrowed of you ? 

1 Ijord. A thousand pieces. 

2 Ijord A thousand pieces ! 
1 Isord. What of you ? 

3 Lord. He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes. 

Enter Timon, and attendants. 

Tim. With all ray heart, gentlemen both : — And 
how fare von ? 

1 Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of your 
lordship. 

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lordship. 

Tim. [Aside.] Nor more willingly leavej winter ; 
such summer-birds are men. — Gentlemen, our din- 
ner will not recompense this Ion" stay : feast your 
ears with the music awhile; if they will fare so 
harshly on the trumpet's sound : we shall to't pre- 
sently. 

1 Lord I hope, it remains not unkindly with 
your lordship, that I returned you an empty mes- 
senger. 

Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord My noble lord, 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ? 

[ The banquet brought in. 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e'en sick 
of shame, that, when your lordship this other day 
sent to me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

(1) We should now say— to lay out for hearts ; 
t. e. the affection* of the people. 

(2) To tire on a thing meant, to be idly employed 
Quit. 

VOL. f|. 



Tim. Think not on't, sir. 
2 fjord. If you had sent but two hours before,— 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remem- 
brance.' — Come, brine in all together. 

2 Lord. All covered dishes ! 

1 Lord Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord Doubt not that, if money, and the Ma- 
son, can yield it 

1 Lord. How do you ? What's the news ? 
3 Lord. Alcibiades is banished : Hear you of it ? 
1 if 2 Lord Alcibiades banished ! 
3 Ijord. 'Tis so, be sure of it 

1 Lord. How ? how ? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

3 Lord 1*11 tell you more anon. Here's a noble 
feast toward. 

2 Lord. This is the old man still. 

3 Lord Will't hold ? will't hold f 

2 Lord. It does: but time will— and so— 

3 Ixtrd. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as he 
would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be 
in all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to 
let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first 
place : Sit, sit The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society 
with thankfulness. For your oum gifts, make 
yourselves praised: but reserve still to give, lest 
your deities be despised l*end to each man enough, 
that one need not lend to another: for, were your 
godheads to Itorrow of men, men would forsake 
the gods. Make the meat be beloved, more than 
the man that gives it. Let no assembly of twenty 
be without a score of villains : If there sit twehe 
women at the table, let a dozen of them be— a* they 
are. — The rest of your fees, O gods, — the sena- 
tors of Athens* together with the common lag* of 
people, — what is amiss in them, you gods, make 
suitable for destruction. For these my present 
friends, — as they are to me nothing, so in nothing 
bless them, and to nothing they are welcome. 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

[ The dishes uncovered are full of warm water. 

Some speak. What does his lordship mean ? 

Some other. I know not 

Tim. May you a better feast never behold, 
You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke, and lukewarm 

water 
Is your perfection. This i* Timon's la*t ; 
Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries, 
Washes it off, ana sprinkles in your faces 

[Growing water in their faces* 
Your reeking villany. Live lomth'd, and long, 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bean, 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, tune's flies, 5 
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks !* 
Of man, and beast, the infinite malady 
Crust vou quite o'er !— What, dost thou go? 
Soft, take thv physic first— thou too,— and thou;— 
[Thrmcs the dishes at them, and drkm 
them out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.— , 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast, 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome guest. 
Burn, house ; sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [Exit 

(3) i. e. Your good memory. 

(4) The loweM. (i>) Flies of a season. 
(6) Jack* of th«» clock ; like those at 3t Dun" 

stan's church, in Fleet-street. 

2 
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Re-enter the Lords, with other Lords and Senators. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords ? 

2 Lord. Know jou the quality of lord Timon's 
fury? 

3 Lord. Pish ! did you sec my c»p ? 

4 Lord, I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other 
day, and now he has beat it out of my hat .-—Did 
you see my jewel ? 

4 Lord. Did you see my cap ? 
2 Lord. Here 'tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let's make no stay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timon'i mad. 

3 Lord. I feel't upon my bones. 
w 4 Lord. One day he gives m diamonds, next 

day stone*. [Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L— Without the walk of Athens. En- 
ter Timon. 

Tim, Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench, 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 1 
Convert o'the instant, green virginity ! 
Dtft in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts, hold fast; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters' throats ! bound servants, 

steal .' 
Large handed robbers your grave masters are, 
And pill by law ! maid, to thy master's bed; 
Thy mistress is o'the brothel ! son of sixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from the old limping sire, 
"With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 2 
And yet confusion live! — Plagues, incident to men, 
Tour potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manner! ! lust and liberty* 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainst (he stream of virtue they may strive, 
And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 
Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath ; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
Bat nakedness, thou detestable town ! 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns M 
Timon will to the woods; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear mc,ye good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! 
Amen. [Exit. 



SCENE //.—Athena. .d womwTunon's haute. 
Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 

1 Serv. Hear vou, master steward, where'* our 
mntterr . . 

Are we undone? cast off? nothing remaining ? 
Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say to 

yon? 

Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Serv. Such a house broke ! 

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him! 

% Serv. As we do turn our back* 

From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their false vows with him, 
Like empty purses pick'd : and his poor self, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, 
With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone.— More of our fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

FTav. All broken implements of a ruin'd house. 

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery. 
That see I by our faces ; we are fellows still, 
Serving alike in sorrow : Leak'd is our bark ; 
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the surges threat : we must allpart 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all, 

The latest of my wealth I'll share amongst yon. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake, 
Let's yet be fellows ; let's shake our heads, and say, 
As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes. 
We have teen better days. Let each take some ; 

[Giving them money. 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

[Exeunt Servants. 
O, the fierce* wretchedness that glory brings at • 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 
Who'd be so mock'd with glory ? or to five 
But in a dream of friendship ? 
To have his pomp, and all what state compounde, 
But only painted, like his varnish'd friends? 
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart ; 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood, 6 
When man's worst sin is, he does too much good ! 
Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 
For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 
My dearest lord,— bless'd, to be roost accurs'd. 
Rich, only to be wretched ;— thy peat fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful seat 
Of monstrous fnends : nor has be with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. 
I'll follow, and inquire him out : 
I'll serve his mind with my best will ; 
Whilst I have gold, I'll be his steward still. [Exit. 

SCENE Ill—The woods. Enter Timon. 

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy sister's orb 7 
Infect the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,— 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant,— touch them with several for- 
tune!! ; 



(1) Common sewers. 

(?) i. c Contrarieties, whose, nature it is to waste 
Or destroy each other. 

(3) For libertinism. (4) Accumulated curses. 



(5) Hasty, precipitate. 

(6) Propensity, aisnesition 
(7)t. r tl; — ; - fk: * < 



The moon's, this sublunary world. 
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The greater tcoms the lesser : Not nature, 

To whom ill tores lay siege! can bear great fortune, 

But by 1 contempt of nature. 

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord ; 

The senator shallbear contempt hereditary, 

The beggar native honour. 

It is the pasture lards the brother's sides. 

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who 

dares, 
In purity of manhood stand upright. 
And say, This man's a flatterer? if one be, 
So are they all ; for every grite of fortune 
Is amooth'd by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ; 
There's nothing level in our cursed natures, 
But direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feasts, societies, and wrongs of men J 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains: 
Destruction fang 2 mankind ! — Earth, yield me roots! 

[Digging. 
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison ! What is here? 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarist 1 Hoots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, fair, 
Wrong, right ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward, 

valiant 
Ha, you rods ! why mis ? What this, you gods ? 

Why this 
Will lug your priests and servants from roar sides ; 
Pluck stout men's pillows from below tneir heads : 
This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador'd; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With senators on the bench : this is it, 
That makes the wappon'd* widow wed again ; 
She, whom the spital-houso, and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
T« the April day again. 6 Come, damned earth, 
Tftwu common whore of mankind, that put'st odds 
Among the rout of nations, 1 will make thee 
Do thy right nature. — [March afar ojf.]— Ha ! a 

drum ? — Thou'rt quick. 
But yet I'll bury thee : Thou'lt go, strong thief, 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand: — 
Nay, stay thou out for earnest 

[Keeping sums gold. 

Enter Alcibiades, with drum and j\fe, in warlike 
manner ; Phrynia and Timandra. 

Alcib. What art thou there? 

Speak. 

Tim. A beast, as thou art The canker gnaw 
thy heart, 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Alcib. What is thy name? Is man so hateful to 
thee, 
That art thyself a man ? 

Tim. I am misanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wort a dog, 
That I might love thee something. 

Alcib. f know thee well ; 

Gut in thv fortunes am unleam'd and strange. 

Tim. 1 know thee too ; and more, than that I 
know thee, 
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 

(1) But by is here used for without. 

(2) Seise, gripe. 

(3) No insincere or inconstant supplicant Gold 
will not serve me instead of roots. 

(4) Sorrowful. 



Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 
Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, 
For all her cherubin look. 

Phr. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim. I will not kiss thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Akib. How came the noble Timon to this change ? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to 
give: 
Rut then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 

Alcib. Noble Timon, 

What friendship may I do thee ? 

Tim. None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

Alcib. What is it, Timon? 

Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none : If 
Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, confound 

thee, 
For thou'rt a man ! 

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 

Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 

Alcib. I see them now; men was a blessed 
time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Timon. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the 
world 
Voic'd so regardfully ? 

Tim, Art thou Timandra ? 

Timon. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore still .' they love thee not, that 
use thee; 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours : season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths; bring down rose-cheeked youth 
To the tub-fast, and the diet. 4 

Timan. Hang thee, monster ! 

Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for his wits 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities. — 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band : I have lieard, and griev'd, 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them,—- 

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee 
gone. 

Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear 
Timon. 

Ten. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost 
trouble ? 
I had rather be alone. 

Alcib. Why, fiure thee well : 

Here's some gold for thee. 

Tim. Kecp't, I cannot eat it. 

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a 
heap, 

Tim. Warr'st thou 'gainst Athens? 

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim. The gods confound them all i'thy conquest; 
and 
Thee after, when thou hast conquered ! 

Alcib. Why me, Timon » 

Tim. That, 
Bv killing villains, thou wast born to conquer 
My country. 
Put up thy gold ; Go on, — here's gold, — go on ; 

(5) i. e. Gold restores her to all the sweetness 
and freshness of youth. 

(6) Alluding to the cure of the hm venerea, then 
ui practice. 
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Btui planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er tome high-vic'd city hang his poison 
In the sick air : Let not thy sword skip ono : 
Pity not honour'd age tor his white beard, 
He's an usurer : Strike ine the counterfeit matron ; 
It is her habit only that i* honest, 
. Herselfs a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant 1 sword ; for those milk- 
paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eye*, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 
Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe, 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 

mercy ; 
Think it a bastard, 3 whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronouncM thy throat shall cut, 
And mince it sans remorse: 1 Swear against ob- 
jects ;* 
Put armour on thine art, and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor sight of prieats in holy vestments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot There's gold to pay thy soldiers : 
Make large confusion ; and, thy ran- spent, 
Confounded be thyself ! Speak not, be gone. 
Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? I'll take the gold 
thou giv'st me, 
Not all thy counsel. 
Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's curse 

upon thee ! 
Phr. 8f Timan. Give us tome gold, good Timon : 

Hast thou more ? 
Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her 
trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, — 
Although, 1 know, you'll swear, terribly swear, 
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues. 
The immortal gods that hear you,— spare your 

oaths, 
I'll trust to your conditions :* Be whores still ; 
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you, 
Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 
Let jour close fire predominate his smoke, 
Ana be no turn-coats : Yet may your pains, six 

months, 
JJe quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ; — some that were hang'd, 
Pro matter : — wear them, betray with them: whore 

still; 
Faint till a horse may mire upon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles ! 

Fhr.Sf Timan. Well, more gold;— What then?— 
Believ't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Consumptions sow 
In hollow bones of man *, strike their sharp shins, 
A nd mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more false title plead, 
Nor found his quillets 6 shrilly : hoar the flamen, 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself: down with the nos>, 
Tkmn with it flat ; >take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee, 
Smells from the general weal : make curl'd-pate 

ruffians bald ; 
And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you : Plague all ; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 

(!) Cutting. 

(2) An allusion to the tale of (Edipus. 

(3) Without pity. 

(4) t. e. Against objects of charity and compas- 
■ipn. 

(5) Vocations. (6) Subliltie*. (7) Entomb. 



The source of all erection.— There's more gold : — 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave 7 you all ! 

Phr. if Timan. More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Timon. 

Tim. More whore, more mischief first ; I have 
given you earnest. 

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare- 
well, Timon : 
If I thrive well, I'll visit thee again. 

Tim. If 1 hope well, I'll never see thee more. 

Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou spok'st well of me. 

Alcib. Call'st thou that harm ? 

Tim. Men daily find it such. Get thee away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him. — 

Strike. 

[Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiades, Phrynia, 
and Timandra. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man's unkind- 
ness, 
Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother, thou, 

[Digging. 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 6 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd worm,* 
With all the abhorred births below crisp w heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor root ! 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptions womb, 
tat it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bean ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented ! — O, a root, — Dear thanks* ! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn lent; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughta, 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pore mind, 
That from it all consideration slips! 

Enter Apemantas. 

More man? Plague! plague! 

Apem. I was directed hither : Men report, 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 

Tim. 'Tis then, because thou dost not keep a dor 
Whom I would imitate: Consumption catch thee! 

Apem. Tliis is in thee a nature but affected ; 
A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade ? this 

place ? 
This s-lave-like habit? and these looks of care? 
Thy flatteren* yet wear wlk, drink wine, lie soft ) 
Hug their di«eas'd perfume*, 11 and have forgot 
That ever Timon wa*. Shame not these woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 13 
Be thou a flatterer now, and «eek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt observe, 
Blow oil thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain. 
And call it excellent: Thou wast told thus; 
Thou »avNt thine ears, like tapsters, that bid wel- 
come. 

To knaves, and all approaches: 'Tis most just, 
That thou turn rascal : liadst thou wealth again, 

( Q) Boundless sm face. 

(i») The serpent called the blind-worm. 

(10) Bent. 

(11) i.e. Their diseased perfumed mistresses. 
(12; i. c. Shame not these woods by *mdingfauty, 



Sea* III 



TIMON OF ATHENS. 



191 



Rascals should have't Do not assume my likeness. 

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myself. 

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like 
thyself; 
A madman so lone:, now a fool : What, think'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moss'd 

trees, 
That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And skip when thou potnt'st out ? Will the cold 

brook, 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, 
To cure thy o'er-oight's surfeit ? call the creatures, — 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks, 
To the conflicting elements expos'd, 
Answer mere nature, — bid them natter thee ; 
O! thou shalt find 

Tim. A fool of thee: Depart 

Af**i. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim. I hate thee worse. 

Apem. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter'st misery. 

Apem. I flatter not; but say, thou art a caitiff 

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out? 

Af**n- To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in't? 

Apem. Ay. 

IHm. What ! a knave too? 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
IXwt it enforcedly; thou'dst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before r 1 
The one is filling still, never complete ; 
The other, at high wish: Best state, contehtless, 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being, 
Worse than the worst, content 
Thou should'ht desire to die, being miserable, 

Tim. Not by his breathy* that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd ; hot bred a dog. 
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, 1 pro- 
ceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would'st nave plunged thy- 
self 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust; and never leam'd 
The icy precepts of respect, 4 but followed 
The sugarM game before thee. But myself, 
Who had the world as my confectionary ; 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of 

men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
]->!! from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows; — I, to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is some burden : 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't Why should'at thou 

hate men ? 
They never flatter'd thee : What hast thou given ? 
If thou wilt curs**,— thy father, that poor rag, 
Munt be thy subject; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone .'— 

(1) i. c Arrives sooner at the completion of if* 

sees* 

fg) By hts voice, sentence. (3) From infancy. 



If thou hadst not been bom the wont of men, 
Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet? 

Jim. Ay, that 1 am not thee. 
^ Apem. I, that 1 was 

Noprodigal. 

'Tim. I, that I am one now ; 

Were all the wealth I have, shut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it Get thee gone. — 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat it [Eating a root. 

Apem. Here ; I will mend thy feast 

[Offering him somethvur. 

Tim. First mend my company, take away thyself. 

Apem. So 1 shall mend jnine own, by the lack 
of thine. 

Tim. 'Tis not well mended so, it is but botch'd ; 
If not, 1 would it were. 

Apem, What would'st thou have to Athens? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt. 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

Tim. The best, and truest : 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where li'st o'nights, Timoo? 

Tim. Under that's above me. 

Where feed'st thou o'days, Apcmantus? 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather, 
where I eat it 

Tim. 'Would poison were obedient, and knew 
my mind ! 

Apem. Where would'st thou send it? 

2 im. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou nrrer knew- 
est, but the extremity of both ends : When thou 
wast in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked 
thee for too much curiosity ;* in thy rags thou know* 
est none, but art despised for the contrary. There's 
a medlar for thee, eat it 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, 
thou should'st have loved thyself better now. What 
roan didst thou ever know unthrift, that was be- 
loved after his means ? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talkestof, 
didst thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem. Myself. 

Tim. I understand thee ; thou hadst some meant 
to keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou near- 
est compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are the 
things themselves. What would'st thou do with 
the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would'st thou have thyself fall in the con- 
fusion of men, and remain a beast with tins beasts ? 

j^fpm. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to ! If Uk>u wcrt the lion, the fox 
w^uld beguile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox 
would eat thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion 
would Mi*prct thee, when, perad venture, thou wcrt 
accused by the ays : if thou wert the ass, thv dul- 
nes* would torment thee : and still thou livedst but 
as a breakfast to the wolf: if thou wert the wol£ 
thy greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou 
bhouldst hazard thy life for thy dinner : wert thou 
the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, 

(4) The cold admonitions of cautious prudanoa. 
(j) For too much finical delicacy. 
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and make thine own self the conouest of thy fuir : 
wert thou a 'bear, thou would'st be killed by the 
hone ; wert thou a hone, thou would'st be seized 
by the leopard ; wert thou a leopard, thou wert 
german to the lion, and the spots of thy kin- 
dred were jurors on thy life : all thy safety were 
ranotion ; l and thy defence, absence. What beast 
could 'st thou be, that were not subject to a beast ? 
and what a beast art thou already, that seest not 
thy loss in transformation ? 

Apem. If thou could'st please me with speaking 
to me, thou might's! have hit upon it here : The 
commonwealth of Athens is become a forest of 
beasts. 

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that thou 
sit out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a pont and a painter: The 
plague of company light upon thee ! 1 will fear to 
catch it, and give way : When I know not what 
else to do, I'll see thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
■halt be welcome. 1 had rather be a beggar's dog, 
than Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou art the chp 2 of all the fools alive. 

Tim. 'Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon. 

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to 
curse. 

Tim. All villains, that do stand by thee, are pure. 

Ap&n~ There is no leprosy but what thou speak'st 

Tim. If I name thee. — 
1*11 beat thee, — but I should infect my hands. 

Ape**- I would, my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 
I swoon to see thee. 

Apem. 'Would thou would'st burst ! 

Tim. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry, I shall lose 
A stone by thee : [ Throws a stone at Asm. 

Apem. Beast ! 

Tim. Slave! 

Apem- Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue* rogue, rogue ! 

[Apemantus retreats backward, as going. 
I am sick of this false world ; and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon it 
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the tight foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the gold. 
•Twixt natural son and sire : thou bright denier 
Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That ties on Dian's lap ! thou visible god, 
That aolder'st close impossibilities, 
Andmek'st them kiss! that speak'st with every 

tongue, 
To every purpose ! O thou touch* of heart ! 
Hunk, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! 

Apem. 'Would 'twere so ; — 

But not till I am dead ! — I'll say, thou hast gold : 
Thou wilt be throng' d to shortly. 

Tim. Throng'dto? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 

(1) Remoteness, the being placed at a distance 
from the lion. 
C?t The top, the principal. 



Aptm. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim. Long live so, and so die!— I am quit — 

[£sii Apemantus. 
More things like men? — Eat, Timon, and abhor 
them. 

Enter Thieves. 

1 Thief. Where should be have this gold ? It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his re- 
mainder : The mere want of gold, and the falKng- 
from of his friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief. It b noised, he hatha mass of treasure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him; if ha 
care not for't, he will supply us easily ; If he covet- 
ously reserve it, bow shell's get it? 

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him, 
'tis hid. 

1 Thief. Is not this be? 
Thieves. Where? 

2 Thief Tis his description. 

3 Thief. He; I know him. 
Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 
Thru Now, thieves. 
Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim. Both too ; and women's sons. 

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men mat much 
do want 

Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much of 
meat 
Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath 

roots; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on eacn bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries, 
water. 
As beasta, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, 
and fishes; 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must yon con, 
That you are thieves proiess'd ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited* professions. Rascal thieves, 
Here's gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape, 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth, 
And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob : take wealth and lives together; 
Do villany, do, since you profess to do't, 
Like workmen, I'll example you with thievery : 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea : the moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire she snatches worn the sun : 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a composture 5 stolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have unclwck'd theft. Love not yourselves : away; 
Rob one another. Tliere'smore gold : Chit throats; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go. 
Break open dions ; nothing can you steal, 
But thieves do lose it : Steal not leys, for this 
I give you, and gold confound you howsoever ! 
Amen. [Timon retires to his ease. 

3 Thief. He has almost charmed me from my 
profession, bv persuading me to it 

1 Thief Tis in the malice of mankind, that he 
thus advises us ; not to have us thrive in our mys- 
tery. 

( 3) For touchstone. (4) For kgal 
(5) Compost, manure 
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2 Thief. Pll believe him m an enemy, and give 
over my trade. 

1 Thief. Let us first see peace in Athens : There 
it no time so miserable, but a man may be true. 

[Exeunt Thieves. 

Enter Flavins. 

FZov.'O you gods! 
Is yon despis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd ! 
What an alteration of honour 1 has 
Desperate want made ! 
What viler duns; upon the earth, man friends, 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends ! 
How rarely 3 does it meet with this time's guise, 
When man was wish'd* to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, than those that do ! 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord, 
Sail serve him with my life. — My dearest master ! 

Timon comes forward from hit cave. 

Tim. Away ! what art thou ? 

Flav. Have you forgot me, sir? 

Tim. Why dost ask that ? I have forgot all men ; 
Then, if thouenrant'st thou'rtman, I have forgot thee. 

Flav. An honest poor servant of your?. 

Tim. Then 

1 know thee not : I ne'er had honest man 
About me, I ; all that I kept were knaves, 
To serve in meat to villains. 

Flav. The gods are witness, 

Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer erief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim. What, dost thou weep ? — Come nearer ; — 
then I love thee, 
Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'st 
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give, 
But tnorough lust, and laughter. Pity's sleeping : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping! 

Flav. I beg of yon to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and whilst this poor wealth lasts, 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had I a steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy (ace. — Surely, this man was bom of woman.—- 
Forgive my general and exceptleas rashness, 
Perpetual-sober gods! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not, — but one ; 
No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. — 
How fain would I have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem'st thyself: But all, save thee, 
I fell with curses. 

Methinka, thou art more honest now, than wise ; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me, 
Thou nngnt'st have sooner got another service : 
For many so arrive at second masters, 
I/pon their first lord's neck. But tell me true 

iFor I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure,) 
• not thy kindness subtle, covetous 
If not a usuring kindness; and as ri Si men deal gifts, 
Exporting in return twenty for one ? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late : 
You should have fear'd false times, when you did 
feast: 

(1) An alteration of honour is an alteration of an 
honourable state to a state of disgrace. 
(3) How happily. (3) Recommended. 



Suspect still comes where an estate m least 

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love, 

Duty and seal to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your font) and living : and, believe it, 

My most honourM lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or present, I'd exchange 

For this one wish, That you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Tim. Look thee, 'tis so ! — Thou singly honest man, 
Here take : — the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition'd ; Thou sbalt build from men r* 
Hate all, curse all : show charity to none ; 
But let the famiah'd flesh slide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow them, 
Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woods, 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods ! 
And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. O, let me stay, 

And comfort you, my master. 

Tim. If thou hat'st 

Curses, stay not ; fly, whilst thou'rt bless'd and free : 
Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee. 

[Exeunt severally. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— The tame. Before Timon's cove. 
Enter Poet and Painter; Timon behind\ttntetn. 

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be 
far where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him? Does the 
rumour hold for true, mat he is so full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia 
and Timandra had gold of him : he likewise en- 
riched poor straggling soldiers with great quantity : 
'Tis said, he gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a 
try for his friends. 

Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourish with the highest. There- 
fore, tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in 
mis supposed distress of his : it will show honestly 
in us ; and is very likely to load our purposes with 
what they travel for, if it be a just and true report 
that goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : 
only I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet I must serve him so too ; toll him of an 
intent that's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the best Promising is the very 
air o'the time : it opens the eyes of expectation : 
performance is ever the duller for his act ; and, bat 
in the plainer and simpler kind of people, the deed 
of saying* is quite out of use. To promise is most 
courtly and fashionable : performance is a kind of 
will and testament, whuh argues a great sickness 
in his judgment that makes it. 

Tim. Excellent workman! Thou canst not paint 
a man so bad as is thy .self. 

Pott. I am thinking, what I shall say I have pro- 
vided for him : It mu*t be a personating of himself: 
a satire against the softness of prosperity ; with a 
discovery of the infinite flatteries, that follow youth 
and opulency. 

(4) Away from human habitation. 

(5) The doing of that we said we would da 
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Tim, Mutt thou needs stand for a villain in thine 
own work? Wilt thou whip thine own fault* in 
other men? Do so, 1 hare gold lor thee. 

Poet. Nay, let's seek him : 
Then do we sin against our own estate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True; 
When the day serves, before black-corher'd night, 
Find what thou want'sl by free and ofler'd light. 
Come. 

Tim, I'll meet you at the turn. What a god's 
gold, 
That he is worshipped in a baser temple, 
Than where swine feed ! 
*Tis thou that rigg'st tlie bark, and plough'st the 

foam; 
SetUest admired reverence in a slave : 
To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
♦Fit I do meet them. [Advancing. 

Poet Hail, worthy Tinion ! 

Pain, Our late noble master. 

Tim. Have I once liv'd to see two honest men ? 

Pott. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty tasted, 
Hearing you were retird, your friends fall'n off, 
Whose thankless natures — O abliorrcd spirit* .' 
Not all the whips of lieaven arc large enough — 
What! to you f 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and hiflueuce 
To their whole being ! I'm rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, rncn may sce't the better: 
You, that are honest, by being what you are, 
Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain. He, ond myself, 

Have travelled in the great shower of jour gifts, 
And sweetly felt it 

Tim. Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our service. 

Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how *hall 1 re- 
quite you ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you 
service. 

Tim. You are honest men : You have heard that 
I have gold ; 
I am sure you have : speak truth : you are honest 
men. 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord : but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good houcst men : — Thou draw*st a coun- 
terfeit! 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ! 
Thou counterfeit'st roost lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Tint, Even so, sir, as I say :— And, for thy fiction, 

[To the Poet 
Why thy verse swells with stuff so fine and smooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art — 
But, for all this, my honcst-natur'd friends, 
I must needs say, you have a little fault : 
Marry, 'tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honour, 

To make it known to us. 

Tim. You'll take it ill. 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

(1) A portrait was so called. 

(2) A complete, a finished villain. 



Tim. There's ne'er a one of you hot trusts a 
knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my lord ? 

ZYm. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis- 
semble, 
Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep in your bosom ; yet remain assur'd, 
That he's a made-up villain. 3 
Pain. I know none such, my lord. 
Poet. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold, 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 
Han£ them, or stab them, drown them in a draught,* 
Confound them by some coui>e, and come to Baa, 
I'll give you gold enough. 
Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them. 
Tim, You that way, and you this, but two in 
company : — 
Each man apart, all single and alone, 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If, where tbott art, two villains uhatl not be, 

\To the Painter. 
Come not near him. — If thou would'st not rc»ide 

[To the Port. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 
Hence ! pack ! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye 

slaves : 
You have done work for me, there's payment : 

Hence ! 
You are au alchyraist, make gold of that : — 
Out, rascal dogs ! 

[Exit, beating and driving them out 

SCENE II.— The same. Enter Flavius, and two 

Senators. 

Flat. It is in vain that you would speak w,iih 
Timon ; 
For he is set so only to himself, 
That nothing but himself, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his rave : 
It is our part, and promise to the Athenians, 
To speak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : 'Twas time, and griefs 
That fram'd him thus : time, with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him : Bring us to him, 
And 'chance it as it may. 

Fiav. Here is his cave. — 

Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon ! Tintou f 
Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 
Tim. Thou sun, that comfort' at, burn ! — Speak, 
and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a blister ! and each false 
Be as a caut'rizing to the root o'the tongue, 
Consuming it with speaking ! 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon— 
Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen. The nenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. I thank them ; and would send mem bat k 

the plague, 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one consent of love, 4 

(.V) In a jakes. 

(•I) With one united voice of afiactioiiL 
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Entreat thee beck to Athens ; who have thought 

On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use and wearing. 4 

2 Sen. They confe**. 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, grow : 
Which now the public body, — Which doth seldom 
Play the reennter,— feeling in itself 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath «ense withal 
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Tiinon ; 
And send forth us, to make their >nnowrd render', 
Together with a recompense moie fiuitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by thr ilram ; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of Ion* mid wealth, 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were, ihi.irs, 
And write in thee the figure* of their love, 
Ever to read them thine 

Tim. You wit«.h me in it ; 

Surprise me to the very brink of teat's : 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman'* eyes, 
And I'll beweep tht:«?e comfort*, worthy senator*. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so pleas* thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thme, and ours,) to take 
The captainship, thou slialt be iw t with thanks, 
Allow'a 2 with absolute powrr, and thv good name 
Live with authority : — so ?oon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiades Ok? approaches wild ; 
Who, like a boar too wage, doth root up 
His county's p«-ace. 

2 Sen. And shakes his threat'uing sword 
Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tim. Well, sir, I will ; therefore, I will, sir ; 
Thus,— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That — Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the Ixjards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, inad-hrain'd war ; 
Then, let him know,— and tell him Tiinon *peaks it, 
In pity of oar aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that — I care not, 
And lethimtake't at worst; for their knives care not, 
While you hate throats to answer : for myself, 
There's not a whittle 3 in the unruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before. 
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the prosperous gods, 4 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph. 
It will be seen to-morrow ; My long sickness 
Of health,* and living, now begins to maud, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his. 
And last so long enough ! 

1 5m. We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country ; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit 6 doth put it. 

1 Sen. That's well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen,— 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they 

pass through them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that to ease tliem of their griefs, 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses 

(1) Confession. (2) licensed, uncontrolled. 

(3) A clasp knife. 

(4) «'. e. The gods wlio are the authors of the 
prosperity of mankind. 
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Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 

That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 

In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do 

them : 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

2 Sen, I like, dm w?ll, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grow* here in my closa, 
That mine own use invites me. to cut down, 
And shortly must I fell it; Tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree," 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste, 
Come fiithcr, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 
And hang himself: — 1 pray vou, no my greeting. 

Flav. Trouble him no furtner, thus you still shall 
find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his e\ erlaMing mansion 
L'pon the hearhr-d verge of the salt flood ; 
Which once a day with his embossed froth 8 
The turbulent surge shall rover; thither come. 
And let my grave-stone be \our oracle. — 
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end ; 
VV hat is amiss plague and infection nu-nd ! 
Graves only be men's works; and death, their gain! 
Sun, hide thv beams ! Timon hath done his reign. 

[Exit Timon. 

1 .Sen. Hi* discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return. 
And strain what other means is left unto us 
In our dear 9 peril. 

1 Sen. It requires swift foot [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The walls of Athens. Enter two 
Senators, and a Messenger. 

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover^; are his files 
As full as thy report? 

Mtss. I have spoke the least : 

Besides, his exjicdition promises 
Present approach. 

2 Sen. VVe stand much hazard, if they bring not 
Timon. 

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; — 
Whom, though in general J»rt we were oppos'd. 
Yet our old love mitdc a particular force, 
And made us speak like friends :— this man was 

riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i'thc cause against your city, 
In part for his sake niov'd. 

Enter Senators/rom Timon. 

1 Sen. Here come our brothers. 

36m. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect.— 
The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : in and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the snare. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IF— The teoods. Timon's cave, md 
a tombstone seen. Enter a Soldier, 
Timon. 
Sol. By all description this should be the pi* 

W r ho's here? speak, ho!— No answer?— What 
this ? 

Timon is dead, who hath ouurtretch'd his span : 

Some beast rear'd this; there does not live a man. 

(5) He means— the disease of life begins to pro- 
mise me a period. 
(ij) Report, rumour. 

(7) Methodically, from highest toJowest. 
(8; Swollen troth. (9) Dreadful. 
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Dead, sure ; anil this liit grave. — 

What's on this tomb I (-annul read; Ok* character 

Pll lake with wax. 

Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 

An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 

Before proud Athens he's set down by this, 

Whose foil the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 

SCENE V.— Before the walls of Athens. Trum- 
pets sound. Enter Alcibiadcft, and forces. 

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [A parity sounded. 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now vou have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious measure, making vour wills 
Hie scope of justice ; till now, myself and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power, 
Have wanderM with our travers'd arms,' and 

breath'd 
Our sufferance vainly : Now tlie lime is flush, 3 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong, 
Cries, of itself, JVb more: now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 
And pursy insolence '•hall break his wind, 
With fear and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble and young, 
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit. 
Era thou hadat power, or we had cause to fear, 
We sent to thee ; to give thy rages halm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love, 

By humble message, and by pronWd means ;* 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen. These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have received your griefs : nor are they such, 
That these great towers, trophic*, mid school*, 

should fall 
For private faults in them. 

8 Sen. Nor an* they living, 

Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their liearts. March, noble lord. 
Into our city with thy banners spread : 
By decimation, and a tithed death, 
(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 
Which nature loaths,) take thou the destin'd tenth; 
And by the hazard of the spotted die, 
Let die the spotted. 

1 Sen. AH have not offended ; 

For those that were, it is not square, 4 to take, 
Ob those that are, revenges: crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
S na re thy Athenian cradle, and those kin, 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not all together. 

* Sen. What thou wilt, 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy tmilc, 
Than hew, to't with thy sword. 

1 &». Set but thy foot 

Against our rampir*d gates, and they shall ojkj ; 



(1) Arms « 
(3) «. e. By 



across 



(2) Mature, 
promising him a competent subsis- 






So tliou wilt t*nd thy gentle heart before, 
To say, thou' It enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove ; 

Or any token of thine honour else, 
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redrew, 
And not as our confusion ; all thy power* 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there's my glove ; 

Descend, and openyour uncharged ports;* 
Those enemies of Timon's and mine own, 
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more ; and, — to atone 6 four feara 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in vour city's bound*, 
But shall be remedied, to your public laws, 
At heaviest answer. 

Both. 'Tis moat nobly spoken. 

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

The Senators descend, and open the gates. Enter 

a Soldier. 

Sold. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the very Item o'the sea : 
And on his grave-stone, this insculpture ; which 
With wax 1 orought away, whose soft impression 
Interpret*) for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. [Reads.] Here, lies a wretched corse t of 

wretched soul bereft : 
Seek not my name; A plague consume you wicked 

caitiffs left! 
Here lie I Timon / who, alire, all living men did 

hate : 
Pass by, and curse thy fill ; but pass t and slay not 

here thy gatt. 

Tliese well express in thee thy latter spirits : 
Though thou (ihhorr'd»t in us our human grient, 
Scom d?t our brain's flow, 7 and those our droplets 

which 
From niiigurd nature foil, vet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Repaint* weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory , 

Hereafter more. Bring me into your city, 
And I will use the olive with my sword : 
Make war breed peatv ; make peace stint* war ; 

make each 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech. 9 
Let our drums strike. [Exeunt. 



The play of Timon is a domestic tragedy, and 
therefore strongly fastens on the attention of the 
reader. In the plan there is not much art, but the 
incidents arc natural, and the characters variou* 
and exact The catastrophe affords a very pow- 
erful warning nijain-t that ostentatious liberality, 
which scatters bounty, but confers no benefits, and 
buy* flattery, but not frirnoVhip. 

In this tragedy, are many passage* perplexed, 
objure, and piobably corrupt, which 1 have en- 
deavoured to ii-ctif}, or explain with due diligence; 
but having onl\ one copy, caiuiot promise myself 
that my endeavours shall be much applauded. 

JOHNSON. 



(4) Not regular, not equitable. 

(f>) Unatlaeked gates. (6) Reconcile. 

(7) i. r. Our tears. (8) Stop (9) Physici 



CORIOLANUS. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Cains Marcius Coriolanus, a noble Roman. 

Coro?JwT iU,, | generals against the Kolscians. 
Menenius AgrippiL, friend to Coriolanus. 

Young Marcius, son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Herald. 

Tullus Aundins, general of the Volscians. 

Lieutenant to Aujidius. 

Conspirators with Aufidtus. 

A Citizen of Antium. 

Tun Volscian guards. 



Voluninia, mother to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, wife to Coriolanus. 
Valeria, friend to Virgilia. 
Gentlewoman attending Virgilia. 

Roman and Volscian Senators, Patricmtu, 
JEdUes, I Actors, Soldiers, Citizens. Messtngmv, 
Servants to Aujidius, and other Atten4m& 

Scene, partly in Rome ; and partly in the ttrri' 
lories of the Volscians and Antiaies. 



ACT I. 

SCEJVE /.—Rome. A street. Enter a com- 
pany of mutinous Citizen*, with staves, clubs, 
and other toeapons. 

1 Citizen. 

XjEFORE we proceed any further, hear me speak. 

Cit. Speak, speak. [Several speaking al once. 

I Cit. You are all lesolved rather to die, than to 
famish? 

Cit. Resolved, resolved. 

1 Cit. First you know, Caius Marcius is chief 
enemy to the people. 

Cit. We know't, we know'L 

1 Cit. Let us kill him, and well have com at our 
own price. Is't a verdict ? 

Cit. No more talking on't ; let it be done : away, 
away. 

2 Cit. One word, good citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens : the pa- 
tricians, good : l What autliority surfeits on, would 
relieve us ; If they would yield us but the super- 
fluity, while it were wholesome, wc might guess, 
they relieved us humanely ; but they think, we are. 
too dear : the leanness that afflicts us, the object 
of our misery, is as on inventor}' to particularize 
their abundance ; our Mifferance is a gam to them. — 
Let us revenue this with our pikes, ere we become 
rakex :? for the gods know, I speak this in hunger 
for bread, not in thirM for revenge. 

1 Cit. Would you proceed especially against 
Caius Marcius ? 

Cit. Against him first ; he's a very dog to the 
c©mmr.na' , y. 

2 Cit. Consider you what services he has done 
for his country? 

1 Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give 
him good report fort, but that he pays himself with 
being proud. 

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit. I say unto you, what be hath done fa- 
mously, be did it to that end: though soft-con- 



(1) Rich. 



(?) Thm as rakes. 



scienc'd men can be content to say, it was for bis 
country, he did it to pleaoe his mother, and to be 
partly proud ; whic h he is, even to the altitude of 
his virtue. 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you 
account a vice in him : You must in no way say, he 
is covetous. 

1 Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren of 
accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire in 
repetition. [Shouts within.] What shouts are these ? 
The other side o'the city is risen : Why stay we 
prating here? to the Capitol. 

Cit. Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft ; who comes here ? 

Enter Mrncnius Agrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Meneniu* Agrippa ; one that hath 
always loved the people. 

1 Cit. lie's one honest enough; 'Would, all die 
rest were so ! 

Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand? 
Where go >ou 
With bat* and clubs: 1 The matter? Speak, I pray 
%ou. 

1 Cit. Our business is not unknown to the senate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we in- 
tend to do, which now we'll show 'em in deeds. 
They say, poor suitors have strong breaths ; they 
shall know, we have strong arms too. 

M<n. Why, masters, ray good friends, anie 
honest neighbours, 
Will you undo yourselves? 

1 Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable can 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants. 
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the neaven with your staves, as lift then 
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong )iuk asunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment : For the dearth, 
Tne gods, not the patricians, make it ; and 
Your Knees to them, not arms, must help. Aiack, 
You are transported by calamity 
Thithet where more attends you , and you sbnaW 
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The helms o'the slate, who care for you like fathers, 
When you curse them as enemies. 

1 Cit. Care for us .'—True, indeed .'—They ne'er 
cared for us yet Suffer us to famish, and their 
store-houses crammed with grain ; make edict* for 
usury, to support usurers : repeal daily any whole- 
some act established again*t the rich ; and provide f 
more piercing statute* daily, to chain up and restrain, 
the poor. If tbe wars eat us not up, they will ; and 
there 's all tbe love they bear us. I 

Men. Either you mu>t 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, 
Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell jou 
A pretty tale ; it may be, you hare heard it ; 
But, since it serve*. n*y purpose, I will venture 
To scale' t ' a little more. 

1 CiL Well, I'll hear it, sir : yet you must not 
mink to fob off our disgrace 3 with a tale : but, an't 
please you, deliver. 

Men. There was a tone, when all the body** 



Rebell'd against the belly ; thus accus'd it : — 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
1'the midst o'the body, idle and inactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the rest ; where 1 the other instru- 
ments 
Did see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, fee], 
And, mutually participate, did miniver 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answered, — 

1 CiL Well, sir, what answer made tlie belly ? 

Men. Sir, I shall tell you. — With a kind of smile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus 
fFor, look you, 1 may make the belly smile, 
As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receipt ; even so most fitl} 4 
As you malign our senators, for that 
They are not such as you. 

1 Cit. Your belly's answer: What ! 
The kingly crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 
Our steed tbe le£, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they 

Men. What then?— 

'Fore me, this fellow speaks .'—what then ? what 
then? 

1 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be restrain'd, 
Who is the sink o'the body, 

•Afcn. Well, what then ? 

1 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly answer ? 

Men. I will tell vou ; 

If you'll bestow a small (of what you have little,) 
Patience, a while, you'll hear the belly's answer. 

1 Cit You are long about it 

Men. Note me this, good friend -, 

Your molt grave belly was deliberate, 
Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer'd : 
True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he, 
That 1 receive the general food atjirxt, 
Which you do live upon: and Jit it us ; 
Because 1 am the store-house, and the ihop 
Of the whole body .• But if you do remember, 
J send it through the rivers of your blood, 
Mben to the court, the heart,— to the seat o'the 

brain ; 
And, through the cranks* and offices of man, 
The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency 

(I) Spread it (2) Hardship. (3) Whereas. 
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Wherthy they live: And though that all at once^ 
You, my good friends, (this says the belly,) mark 
roe,— 

1 Cit Ay, sir ; well, well. 

Men. Though aU at once cannot 

See what 1 do deliver out to each; 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do buck receive the flower of all, 
And leave me but the bran. What gay you tot ? 

1 Cit It was an answer: How apply you this? 

Men. The senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And }ou the mutinous members : For examine 
Their counsels, and their cares; digest 

rightly. 

Touching the weal o'the common ; you shall nnd, 
No public benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 
And no way from yourselves. — What do you mink? 
You the great toe of this assembly ? — 

1 Cit. 1 the great toe ? Why the neat toe ? 

Men. For that being one 6*the lowest, basest, 
poorest, 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost : 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood, to run 
Lead'st first to win some vantage. — 
But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs ; 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle, 
Tbe one side must have bale. 6 Hail, noble Marcins ! 

Enter Caius Marcius. 

Mar. Thanks. — What's the matter, you disten- 
tions rogues, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make yourselves scabs? 
1 Cit We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will 
flatter 
Beneath abhorring.— WTiat would you have, you 

curs. 
That like nor peace, nor war? the one affright! you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts yon. 
Where he should find yon lions, finds yon bares; 
Where foxes, geese : Yon are no surer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 
Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whose offence subdues him, 
And curse that justice did it Who deserves great- 
ness, 
Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man's appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. He that depend* 
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead, 
A nd hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye! Trust 

With even minute you do change a mind ; 
And call him noble, that was now your hate, 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the 

matter. 
That in tl»e>e several places of the city 
You cry against tlie noble senate, who, 
I'nder the eo(h, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another? — What's their seeking? 
Men. For Corn at their own rates ; whereof, they 

say, 
The city is well stor'd. 

Mar. Hang 'em ! They say ? 

They'll sit by the fire, and presume to know 
What's done i'the Capitol : who's like to rise, 
Who thrived, and who declines : side factions, and 

give out 
Conjectural marriages; making parties strong, 
And feebling such as *tand not in their Ukmg, 

(4) Exactly. (5) Windings. (6) Ben* 
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Below their cobbled shoes. They lay, there's grain 

enough? 
Would the nobility lay aside their rath, 1 
And let me use my sword, Pd make a quarry^ 
With thousands of these quarterM slaves, as high 
As I could pick 3 my lance. 

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly per- 
suaded; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech you, 
What say the other troop ? 

Mar. They are dissolved : Hang em ! 

They said, they were a hungry; sigh*d form pro- 
verbs; — 
That hunger broke stone walls ; that, dogs must eat; 
That meat was made for mouths; that, the gods 

sent not 
Corn for the rich men only : — With these shreds 
They vented their complainings; which being 

answer'd, 
And a petition granted them, a strange one 
(To break the heart of generosity, 
And make bold power look pale,) they threw their 

caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o'the moon, 
Shouting their emulation.* 

Men. What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wis- 
doms, 
Of their own choice : One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not — 'Sdeath ! 
The rabble should have first unroof d the city ; 
Ere so prevailM with me : it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes' 
For insurrection's arguing. 5 

Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Me*. Where's Caius Marcius ? 
Mar. Here : What's the matter? 

Met. The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on*t; then we shall have means 
to vent 
Our musty superfluity : — See, oar best elders. 

Enter Cominius, Titus Lartius, and other Senators ; 
Junius Brutus, and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Sen. Marcius, 'tis true, that you have lately 
told us ; 
The Voices are in arms. 

Mar. They have a leader, 

Tullos Aufidius, that will put you to't 
I sin in env ving his nobility : 
And were I any thing but what 1 am, 
1 would wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears, 
and he 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt 

1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com, ft is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 

And I am constant — Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see ine once more strike at Tullus' face : 
What, art thou stiff? stand'st out? 

(1) Pitv, compassion. (2) Heap of dead. 

(3) Pitch. (4) Faction. 

(5) For insurgents to debate upon. 

C6) Right worthy of precedence. (7) Granaries. 



Tit No, Cams Marrins ; 

I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other, 
Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. O, true bred! 

1 Sen. Your company to the Capitol ; where I 
know, 
Our greatest friends attend us. 

Tit. Lead you on : 

Follow, Cominius ; we must follow you ; 
Right worthy your priority fi 

Com. Noble Lartius ! 

1 Sen. Hence ! To your homes, be gone. 

[To the Citizen*, 

Mar. Nay, let them follow : 

The Voices have much corn ; take these rats thither. 
To gnaw their garners : 7 — Worshipful mutineers, 
Your valour puts 8 well forth : pray follow. 

[Exeunt Senators, Com. Mar. Tit and 
Menen. Citizens tteal away. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcimf 

Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the 
people, 

Bru. Mark'd you his lip, and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird 8 the 
gods. 

.Sic. Be-mock the modest moon. 

Bru. The present wars devour him ; he is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant 

Sic. Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder, 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which be aims, — 

In whom already he is well graced,— cannot 
Better be held, nor more attuin'd, than by 
A place below the first ; for what miscarries 
Shall be the general's fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, 0,\f he 
Mad borne the business ! 

Sic. Besides, if things go welt, 

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits 10 rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come : 

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius carn'd them not ; and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. 

.Sic. Let's hence, and hear 

How the despatch is made; and in what fashion, 
More than in singularity, he goes 
Upon his present action. 

Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt. 

SCEJYE II.— Corioli. The senate-house. Enter 
Tullus Aufidius, and certain Senators. 

1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 
That they of Rome are enter'd in our counsels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Avf. Is it not yours ? 

What ever hath been thought on in this state, 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention r 11 'Tis not four days gone. 
Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I think, 
I have the letter here ; yes, here it fc : [Reads. 
They have pressed a power, but it is not known 

(8) Shows it<elf. (9> Sneer. 

(10) Demerits and merits had anciently the 
meaning;. 

(11) Pre-occupation. 



200 



CORIOLANUS. 



Ad I. 



Whether for eaaf, or west : Ine dearth is great ; 
The people mutinous : and U is rumour'd, 
Comtnius, Marcius your old enemy, 
( Who is of Rome worse hated than of you,) 
And Titus I<artius, a most valiant Roman, 
These three lead on this preparation 
Whither 'tis bent : most liktly, 'tis for you : 
Consider of it 

1 Sen. Our army'* in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 

To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They needs must show themselves ; which in the 

hatching, 
It seem'd, appeared to Rome. By the discovery, 
We shall be shorten'd in our aim ; which was* 
To take in 1 many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie vou to your bands : 
Let as alone to guard Corioli : 
If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; but, I think, you'll find 
They have not prepared for u». 

Auf. O, doubt not that ; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, mom. 
Some parcels of their powers are forth already, 
And only hitherward. 1 leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
*Tis sworn between us, we shall never strike 
Till one can do no more. 

All. The gods assist you ! 

Auf. And keep your honours safe ! 

1 Sen. Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 
AIL Farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE III. — Rome. An apartment hi Marcius* 
house. Enter Volumnia, and Virgilia : They 
sit down on two low stools, and sew. 

VoL I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express your- 
self in a more comfortable sort : If mv son "were 
my husband, I should freelier rejoice in that ab- 
sence wherein he won honour, than in the embrace- 
ments of his bed, where he would show most love. 
When yet he was but tender-bodied, and the only 
son of mv womb; when youth with comeliness 
plucked all gaze his way ; 2 when, for a day of king's 
entreaties, a mother should not sell him an hour 
from her beholding ; I, — considering how honour 
would become such a person ; that it was no better 
than picture-like to hang by the wall, if renown 
made it not stir, — was pleased to let him seek dan- 
ger where he was like to find fame. To a cruel 
war I sent him ; from whence he returned, his brows 
bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter,— I sprang 
not more in joy at first hearing he was a man-child, 
than now in first seeing he had proved himself a 
man. 

Fir. But had he died in the business, madam ? 
how then? 

Vol. Then his good report should have been my 
son ; I therein would have found issue. Hear me 
profess sincerely : Had I a dozen sons, — each in my 
love alike, and none less dear than thine and my 
food Marcius, — I had rather had eleven die nobly 
tor their country, than one voluptuously surfeit out 
of action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 
Gent. Madam, thelady Valeria is come to visit you. 



(1) To subdue. 
(3) Withdraw. 



its Attracted attention. 
;4) Of work. 



Fir. 'Beseech you, give me leave to retire' 
myself. 

VoL Indeed, you shall not. 
Methinks, I liear hither your husband's drum ; 
See him pluck Aundius clown by the hair ; 
As children from a bear, the Voices shunning him : 
Methinks, I sec him stamp thus, and call thus, — 
Come on, you cowards, you were trot in fear, 
Though you were born in Rome : His bloody brow 
With nis mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 
Like to a harvest-man, that's task'd to mow 
Or all, or lo«e hi* hire. 

Vir. His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood ! 

Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt hi? trophy : The breasts, of Hecuba, 
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords' contending. — Tell Valeria, 
We arc fit to bid her welcome. [£*'' Gent 

fir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius ! 

Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And treud upon his neck. 

Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Valeria and her 

Usher. 

Vol. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol Sweet madam, 

Vir. I am glad to nee your ladyship. 

VaL 1 low do you both ? you are manifest house, 
keepers. What, are you sewing here? A fine spot ,4 
in good faith. — How does your little son ? 

Vir. 1 thnuk y i nir ladyship; well, good madam. 

Vol lie had rather see trie swords, and hear a 
drum, than look upon hi« school-master. 

Vol. O'rnv wont, the. father's son : I'll swear, 'tis 
a very pretty boy. O'my troth, I look'd upon him 
o'Wednesday half an hour together : he has such 
a confirmed countenance. I saw him run after a 
gilded butterfly. ; and when he caught it, he let it 
go airain ; and aftt r it again ; and over and over, 
he cornef, and up again; calched it again: or 
whether his fall enraged liim, or how 'twas, be did 
so ?ct his teeth, and tear it ; O, I warrant, how he 
mammocked 5 it ! 

VoL One of his father's moods. 

Vol. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack,* madam. 

VaL Come, lay aside your stitchery; I must 
have you play the idle huswife with me this after- 
noon. 

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doors. 

Vol. Not out of doors ? 

Vol. She shall, she .shall. 

Vir. Indeed, no, b\ your patience : 1 will not 
over the threshold, till my lord leturn from the wars. 

VaL Fie, you confine yourself most unreasona- 
bly ; Gome, you mu=»t go visit the good lady that 
lies in. 

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit 
her with my prayers; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol Wny, I pray you ? 

Vir. 'Tis not to save labour, nor that I want love. 

VaL Yon would be another Penelope : yet, the? 
say, all the j.un she spun, in IMyivs' absence, dill 
but fill lth-ica fu'l of moths. Com*?; I would, yonr 
cambric were sensible as your finger, that tosj 
might leave pricking it for pity. Gome, you shall 
go with us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, I 
will not forth. 

Vnl. In truth, la, go with me ; and I'll tell yon 
excellent news of your husband. 

'Nj Tore. (6) Boy. 
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Fir. O, good madam, there ran be none yet. 

FaL Verily, I do not jest with you ; tliere came 
news from him last night 

Fir. Indeed, madam ? 

Fat. In earnest, it's true ; I heard a senator speak 
it. Thus it is : — The Voices have an army forth ; 
against whom Comrhius the general is gone, with 
one part of our Roman power : your lord, and Titus 
Lartius, are set down before their city Cortoli ; they 
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief 1 
wars. This is true, on mine honour ; and *>, I pray, 
go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey 
you in every thing hereafter. 

Fol. Let her alone, lady; as she i« ik»w, Ae will 
but disease our better mirth. 

Fal. In troth, I think, she would :— Fare you 
well then.— Come, good sweet lady.— Pr'ythee, 
Virgilia,turu thy solemnessout o'door, and go along 
with us. 

Fir. No: at a word, madam; indeed, 1 must 
not I wish you much mirth. 

FaL Well, then farewell. [Exeunt 

SCENE IF.— Before CorioK. Enter, with drum 
and colours, Marcius, Titus lartius, Officers 
and Soldiers. To them a Messenger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news : — A wager, they have 
met 

J/trt. My horse to yours, no. 

Mar. Tis done. 

Lart. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ? 

Mess. They lie in view; but have not spoke as yet 

Ijxrt. So, the good horse is mine. 

Mar. I Ml buy him of you. 

Lart. No, I'll nor sell, nor give him : lend you 
him, I will, 
For half a hundred vcars.— Summon the town. 

Mar. How far off' lie the armies ? 

Mess. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then shall we hear their 'larum, and they 
ours. 
Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work ; 
That we with smoking swords may inarch from 

hence, 
To help our fielded? friends !— Come, blow thy blast. 

They sound a parley. Enter, on the walls, some 
Senators, and others. 

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he, 
That's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

[Alarums afar off. 
Are bringing forth our youth: We'll break our 

walls, 
Rather than they shall pound us up : our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn'd with 

rushes; 
They'll open of themselves. Hark you, far off; 

[Other alarums. 
There is Aufidius ; list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. O, thev arc at it ! 

Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, 
ho! 

The Voices enter, and pass over the stage. 

Mar, They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now pot your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. — Advance, 
brave Titus : 

(1) Short. (2) In the field of battle. 

(3) Having sensation, feeling. 



Thev do disdain us much beyond oar thoughts, 
Which makes rue »weat with wrath. — Come on, my 

fellow* ; 
He that retires, 1*11 take him for a Voice, 
And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarum, and exeunt Romans and Vo\ce*, fghting. 
The Romans are beaten back to their trenches. 
Re-enter Marcius. 

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on you. 
You shames of Rome! you herd of— Boils and 

plagues 
Plaster you o'er ; that vou may be abhorr'd 
Further than se«*n, and one infect another 
Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese. 
That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat .' Pluto and hell ! 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear! Mend, and charge 

home, 
Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe, 
And make my wars on vou : look to't : Come on ; 
If you'll stand fast, we'll beat them to their wives, 
As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another alarum. The Voices and Romans re- 
enter, and thefght is reneiped. The Voices re- 
tire into Corioli, and Marcius follows them to 
the gates. 

So, now the gates are ope : — Now prove good 

seconds: 
'Tis for the followers fortune widens them. 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gales, and is shut in. 

1 SoL Fool-hardiness ; not I. 

2 Sol. Nor I. 

3 Sol. See, they 
Have shut him in. [Alarum continues. 

All. To the pot, I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

Lart. What is become of Marcius ? 

All. Slain, sir, doubtless. 

1 So/. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters : who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp'd to their gate* ; he is himself alone, 
To answer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow ! 

Who, sensible, 1 outdares his senseless sword, 
And, when it bows/ stands up ! Thou art left, 

Marcius : 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds. 
Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did tremble. 

Re-enter Marcius bleeding, assaulted by the enemy. 

1 Sol. Look, sir. 

Lart. 'Tis Marcius : 

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[ They fight, and all enter the city. 

SCENE F.— Within the town. A street. En- 
ter certain Romans, with spoils. 

1 Rom. This I will carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on't ! I took this for silver. 

[Alarum continues still afar off. 

(A) When it is bent 
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Able to hear against the great Auffdiu* 

A shield as hard as his. A certain number, 

Though thanks lo all, must 1 select : the rest 

Shall l)ear the business in sou** other fight, 

As cause will be obev'd. Please you to march ; 

And tour shall quickly draw out my command, 

"Which men arc beat mclin'd. 

Com. March on, my fellows ; 

Make good this ostentation, and you sliall 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt: 

SCEJTE VII.— The gates of Corioli. Titus Lar 
tiu«, hoeing $ei a guard upon Corioli, going 
with, a drum and trumpet toward Cominius and 
Cains Marcius, alters with a Lieutenant, a party 
of Soldiers, and a Scout. 

Lart. So, let the ports 1 be guarded : keep your 
duties, 
As I have set them down. If I do send, despatch 
Those centuries 3 to our aid ; the rest will serve 
For a short liolding : If we lose the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us. — 
Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct u*. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE VTIL—A field of ImUlc between the 
Roman and the Volar ian camps. Alarum. En- 
ter Mn reins and Aufidiux. 

Mar. I'll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate 
thee 
Wor«p than a promise-breaker. 

Jluf We hate alike ; 

\o( Afric owns a serpent, I abhor 
Mori'' than %f fame and envy : Fix thy foot 

Mar. Let the first budget die the other's slave, 
And tlif gods doom him after ! 

Jlvf. If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours, Tullus, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
Am] mnfle what work I pteas'd ; 'Tis not my blood, 
Wherein tliou seest me mask'd ; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Jluf. Wert thou the I lector, 

That was thr whip 4 of your bragg'd progeny, 
TIk>u should'st not scape me here. — 

[ They fight j ana certain Voices come to the 
aid of Aufidius. 
Officious and not valiant — you have sham'd me 
In your condemned seconds.* 

[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius. 

SCEJVE IX.— The Roman camp. Alarum. A 
retreat is sounded, flourish. Enter at one 
rde, Cominius, and Romans ; at the other side, 
Marcius, with his arm in a scarf and other 
Romans. 

Com. If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's 
work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it, 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles; 
Where great patricians shall attend, and shrug, 
I'the end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted, 
And, gladly quak'd,* hear more ; where the dull 

tribunes, 
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall say, against their hearts— We thank the gods, 
Our Home nath such a soldier I — 

(I) Gates. (2) Companies of a hundred men. 
(3) Stirrer. (A) Boast, crack. 

(5) In sending such help. 
vol. it. 



Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast, 
Having fully dined before. 

Enter Titus Lartius, with his power, 7 from the 

pursuit. 

Lart. O general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison : 
Hadst thou beheld 

Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother, 

Who has a charter 8 to extol her blood, 
Wlicn she docs praise me, grieves me. I have done, 
As you have dune ; that's what I can ; indue'd 
As you have bt-en ; that's for my country : 
He, that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving ; Rome most know 
The value of her own : 'Twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traduccment, 
To hide your doings ; and to silence that, 
Which to the spirt' and top of praises vouch'd, 
Would seem but hum lest: Therefore, I beseech you, 
(In sign of what voii are, not to reward 
What yon have ifone,) before onr army hear mc, 

Mar. I have some wounds upon mc, and they 
smart 
To hear themselves remembcr'd. 

Cum. Should they not, 

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 
A nd tt tit themselves with death. Of all the hones, 
(Whereof we have ta'cn good, and good store.) 

of all 
The: treasure, in this field achiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common distribution, at 
Your only clioicc. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 

Rut cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it ; 
And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 

A long flourish. They all cry, Marcius ! Mar- 
cm* ! cast vp their caps and lances : Co- 
minius and Lartius stand bare. 

Mar. May these same instruments, which you 
profane, 
Never sound more ! When drums and trumpets shall 
l'the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of false-fac'd soothing : When steel grows 
Soft as the parasite's silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars ! No more, I say ; 
For that I have not wash'd my nose that bled, 
Or foil'd some debile 9 wretch, — which, without note, 
1 lore's many else have done, — you shout me forth 
In ao Ininntions hyperbolical ; 
As if I lov'd my little should be dieted 
In praises saue'd with lies. 

Com. Too modest are you ; 

More cruel to your good report, thau grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience, 
If 'gainst yourself you be incctu'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper 10 harm,) in mana- 
cles, 
Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it 

known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Cains Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which. 
My noble steed, kuown to the camp, I give htm, 
With all his trim belonging ; aad, from this time, 
For what he did before Corioli, call Kim, 

(0) Thrown into grateful trepidation. 
(7) Forces. (8) Privilege. 

(9) Weak, feeble. (10) Own 

2 Q 
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With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanu*. — 
Bear the addition nobly ever ! 

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, and drums. 

AIL Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 

Cor. I will go wash ; 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush, or no : Ilowbeit, 1 thank you : — 
I mean to stride your t>tecd ; and, at all times, 
To undercrcst 1 your good addition. 
To the fairness of my power. 

Com, So* to our tent : 

Where, ere we do repose us, wc will write 
To Rome of our success. — You, Titus Lartius, 
Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome 
The best, 2 with whom we may articulate,* 
For their own good, and ours. 

Lart. I shall, my lord. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock inc. I that now 
Refus'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Com. Take it : 'tis yours.— What is't? 

Cor. I sometime lay, here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's house; he u*'d me kindly : 
He cried to me ; I saw him prisoner ; 
Rut then Aufidiu* was within inv >iew, 
And wrath o'crwhclmM my pity : I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com. O, well Ivgg'd ! 

Were he the butcher of my ton, he should 
Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart. Marcius, his name ' 

Cor. By Jupiter, forgot : — 

I am weary ; yea, my memory is» tir'd. — 
Have wc no wine litre ? 

Com. Go wc to our tent : 

The blood upon your visage dries : 'tis time 
It should Ikj look'd to : come. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE X.—ThccampofthcVcAiv*. A flour- 
ish. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufirlius, blooily, 
with two or three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta'en ! 

1 Sol. Twill be delivered back on good condition. 

Auf. Condition?— 
I would, I were a Roman ; for T cannot, 
Being a Voice, be that I am. — Condition ! 
What good condition can a treaty find 
I*thc part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius, 
I have fought with thee ; so often hast thou beat me ; 
And would'st do so, 1 think, should we encounter 
As often as we eat — By the elements, 
If e'er again I meet him beard to beard, 
He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where 4 
I thought to crush him in an equal force 

Srue sword to sword,) I'll notch* at him some way; 
wrath, or craft, may get him. 
1 SoL He's the devil. 

Auf, Bolder, though not so subtle : My val- 
our's poison'd, 
With only suffering stain by him ; for him 
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick : nor fane, nor Capitol, 
^»c prayers of priest*, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquemcnts all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius: where I find nirn, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard,* 5 even there 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 

O) Add more by doing hit best 

(2S Chief men. (3T Enter into articles, 

(4) Whereas. (5) Poke, push. 



Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the 

city ; 
Learn, how 'tis hold ; and what they are, that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

1 SoL Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended 7 at the cypress grove : 
I pray you 

('Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
I may spur on my journey. 

1 Sol. I shall, sir. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 



Enter 



SCENE /.—Rome. A public place. 
Mcncnius, Sicinius, and Brutus. 

Men. The augurcr tells me, we shall have news 
to-night. 

Bru. Good, or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men. I'rav vou, who does the wolf love? 

.Sic. The Iamb. 

Men. Ay, to dm our him ; as the hungry plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, tliat baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a In-ar, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
Vou two an* old men ; tell me one thing that 1 
shall n«k vou. 

Both 'J'rtb. Well, sir. 

Men. In what cnormitv is Marcius poor, that 
you two have not in ubunJancc? 

lint. He\ iHK>rinnootio fault, bnt^ORdwithall. 

Sic. Kspecially, in pride. ™ 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This ib strange now : IX> you two know 
how you are censured here in the city, 1 mean of 
us o'tlie riirht bond file ? Do yon ? 

Both Trih. Why, how are we censured ? 

Me n. \U cause you talk of pride now, — Will you 
not l>o awrrv? 

Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well. 

Mtn. Why, 'tis no great matter ; for a xery little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a great (leal of 
patience : give vour disposition the reins, and be 
angry at your pleasure; at the least, if you take it 
as a pleasure to you, in being so. You blame Mar- 
cius lor being proud ? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Men, 1 know, you can do very little alone ; for 
your help* an' many ; or else your actions would 

f'row wondrous tingle : your abilities are too in- 
ant-like, for doing much alone. You talk of pride : 
(), that you could turn jour eyes towards tlie na*vs* 
of your necks, and make but an interior survey of 
your good selves ! () that you could ! 

Bru. What then, sir? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of 
uniiieriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates (alias, 
fools) as any in Rome. 

Sic. Me.nenins, you are known well enough too. 

Men. 1 am known to be a humorous jiarrician, 
and one that lo\ e< a cup of hot wine with not a drop 
of allaying T\ Iwr 1 ' in't ; said to be something im- 
perfect, in fat ouring the first complaint : hasty, and 
tindcr-like, upon too trivial motion ; one that con- 
verses more with the buttock of the night, than 

(6) Mr brother posted to protect him. 

(7) Waited for. (0) Back. 
(9) Water of the Tyber. 



Seme I. 



CORIOLANUS. 



205 



with the foreliead of the morning. What I think, 
1 utter; and sfiend my malice in my breath : Meet- 
ing two such weals 1 -men as you are (I cannot cull 
you Lycurguses) it' the drink you gave lit**, touch 
my palate ud\-ersely, I make a crooked dice, at it. 
I cannot say, jour worslup> have delivered the 
matter well, wlien I lind the ass iu compound with 
the major part of your Billables : and though I 
must be content to bear with those that ray you an: 
reverend grave men ; yet they lie deadly, that tell, 
you have good facet*. Jf you see this in the map 
of my microcosm, 2 follows it, that 1 am known 
well enough too? What harm can your hi*son* con- 
spectuities glean out of this character, if 1 be knuwu 
well enough too? 

Bru. Come, sir, come, wc know you well enough. 
' Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any 
thing. You an: ambition* for ]>oor knaves' caps and 
legs \* you wear out a good wholesome forenoon, 
in hearing a clause between an orange-wife and a 
fosset-seller; and then nijoum the controversy of 
three-pence to a second day of audience. — \N hen 
you are hearing a matter Ijetwcen paily and part}', 
if you chiuice to be pinched with the colic, > on 
make faces like mummers; set up the bloody ilaf; 
against all patience; and, in maring for a chamber- 
pot, di*mi<»s the controversy bleeding, the more, en- 
tangled by your hearing : all the peace you make 
in llieir cause, is calling lx>lh tlic parties knaves : 
You an: a pair of strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to 
lie a perfecter giber for the. table, than a necessary 
bencher in the Capitol. 

Mtn. Our very priests must l)ccome, mockers, if 
they sha ll en counter audi ridiculous subjects as you 
are. Wflflkyou sj>eak best unto the purpose, it is 
not worq^pR wagging of your In -an is ; and your 
beards deiervc not so honourable a grave, a* to 
j»tulV a liotchcr's cushion, or (o !*.• entombed iu an 
as-s'» pack-saddle. Yet you must r>- »ayiug, Mar- 
ciu* is proud ; who, in a cheap estimation, is worth 
all your predecessors, since Deucalion; though, 
peradventure, some of the Wst of them were he- 
reditary hangmen. Good e'en to your worship* ; 
mo^jpf >*#% conversation would infect my bram, 
being (lie he>d«men of the beastly plebeians : I will 
be bold to take my leave of you. 

[Bru. and Sic. retire to the back of the Kent. 

Enkr Volumnia, Virgilia, and Valeria, ifC 

I low now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and tlie moon, 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you fol- 
low your eyes to fa*l ? 

Jo/. Honourable Meneniu*, mv hoy Marcius ap- 
proaf hes; for die love of Juno, fet's go. 

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home F 

Vol. Ay, worthy Meuenius ; and with most pro>- 
pemus apnrolwition. 

Men. 1 like my cap, Jupiter, and 1 thank thee: — 
Hon. 1 Marcius coming home? 

7'/ro Jxidies. Nay, 'ti* Hue. 

Jul. Ixiok, here's a letter from him; the state 
hath another, his wife another; and, I think, there'.* 
one at liome for you. 

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night: — 
A letter for me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you ; I 
saw it. 

Mtn. A letter for me ? It gives ma an estate of 
seven years' liealth ; iu which time I will make a 
lip at the physician : the most sovereign prcscrip- 



(1) states. 
(.1) Blind. 



(2) Whole man. 
(4) Obeisance. 



tion in Galen is but empiricutic, and, to (his pre- 
servative, of no better re|>ort Uiau a horse-drench. 
Is he not wounded ? he was wont to come hope 
wounded. 

Vir. (), no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he i* wounded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men. .So do 1 too, if it be not too much : — Brings 
'a victory in his pocket? — The wounds become 
him. 

VbL On** brows, Mcneuius : he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he disciplined Auiidiu* soundly? 

VoL Titu» Lartius writes, — they fought togetlier, 
but Aufidius got oft". 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant 
him that : an he had staid by him, 1 would not 
have l)ccn *o iidiused for ull the chests in Corioli, 
and the gold that's in tlicin. Is the. senutc pos- 
sessed* of this ? 

VoL Good ladies, 1**'* 6° : — Yes, yes, yes : the 
senate lias letters from the general, wherein he give* 
my son the whole name of the war : he haul in 
this action outdone his former deeds doubly. 

/ "al. In troth, there's wondrous things spoke of 
him. 

Men. Wondrous ? ay, I warrant you, and not 
without his true purchasing. 

Vir. The. god* grant them true ! 

Vul. True ? pow, wow. 

Mtn. True? I'll be hworn they are true: — 
When: is he wounded ? — God save your good wor- 
ships! [To the Tribunes, wlio come forward.) 
Marcius is coining home; he has more cause to be 
proud. — Win-re Is he wounded ? 

VoL I 'the shoulder, and i'the left arm : There 
will be large cicatrice* to show the people, when 
he shall htand for his place. He received in the 
repulse of Tarquiu, seven huit-> i'the body. 

Men. Que iu the neck, and two iu the thigh, — 
there's nine that I know. 

VoL I le had, before this last expedition, twenty- 
live wounds u|K»n him. 

Men. Now it's twenty-seven : every ga*h was 
an enemy's grave : [A shout, andfluurish.) Hark ! 
the trumiiels. 

VoL Tlicse are the ushers of Marcius : before him 
He carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears; 
Death, that dark spirit, iu's nervy arm doth lie; 
Which being advane'd, declines; and then men die. 

A sennet fi Trumpets sound. Enter Cominius 
and Titus Lnrtius; between than, Coriolanus, 
croirnrd with an oaken garland; *oith Captains, 
Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did 
fight 
\\ ilhin Corioli's gates : where lie hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caiu* Marcius; ihoe. 
In honour follows, Coriolanus : 
! Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

I flourish. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned cWiolauus ! 
0>r. No more of this, it does olli-nd my heart; 
j Pray now, no more. » 

Com, Look, sir, your mother, 

Cor. O! 

You have, I know, petition'd all the gods 
For my prosjjerity. [ Kneels. 

VoL Nay, my good soldier, up ; 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
\ly deed-acliieving bouour nc:wly nam'd, 
What is it ? Coriolanus, must 1 call thee ? 

,5) Fully informed. (*») Flourish ou cornet*. 



toe 



COIUOLANUS. 



Act II 



Bat O, thy wife. 

Cor. My gracious' .-ilerac, Wail ! 

Would'st thou have laugh'd, had I conk: coAiu'd 

home, 
That weep'st to sec itic triumph ? Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in (^orioli wear, 
And mothers thut lack pons. 
Men. Now the gods crown tlkec ! 

Cor. And live you yet? — my sweet lady, par- 
don. [To Valeria. 
VoL I know not where to turn: — welcome 
home ; 
And welcome, general ; — And you are welcome all. 
Men. A hundred thousand welcomes : I could 
weep, 
And I could laugh ; I am light, and heavy : Wel- 
come : 
A curse begin at very root of his heart, 
That is not glad to we thee ! — You are three, 
That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We have some old crab-trees here at home, that will 

not 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors : 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fool*, but folly. 
Com. Ever right 

Cor. Mcnenius, ever, ever. 
Her. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your hand, and yours : 

J' To his wjfc and mother, 
o shade my head, 
The good patricians must be visited ; 
From wliom I have receiv'd not only greetings, 
But willi them change of honours. 

VoL I have lived 

To see inherited my very wishes, 
And the buildings of my fancy : only there 
Is one thing wanting, which 1 doubt not, but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way, 
Than sway with them in tlieirs. 

Com. On, to the Capitol. 

[Flourish. Cornets. Exeunt in state, as before. 
The Tribunes remain. 

Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
sights 
Are spectacled to see him : Your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture 3 lets her baby cry, 
While she chats him : the kitchen malkin 1 pins 
Her richest lockram 4 'bout her reechy 5 neck, 
Clambering the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, 

windows, 
Are smother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd, 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him : seld^-shown namens 7 
Do press among me popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station r 8 our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white aud damask, in 
Their mcely-gawdedP cheeks, to tlie wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus* burning kisses : such a pother, 
As if that whatsoever £od, who leads him, 
Were slily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic. » On the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

Bru. Then our office may, 

Bering his power, go sleep. 

Sic He cannot temperately transport his honours 
From where he should begin, and end ; but will 

Graceful. (2) Fit. 

fflMaid. (4) Best linen. 

Soiled with sweat and smoke. (6) Seldom. 



I***; those that he Italh won. 

Bru. In lhal thereN comfort. 

.Sic. Doubt not Uhj commoners, for witotn we 
stand, 
Iiut tlwy, u|ioo tlieir ancient malice, will 
Forget, with the leant chum-, uV.m: hi* new honour* ; 
Which thut he'll give them, mala: iuj little question 
Ah 1m: is proud to do't 

Bru. I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i'lhe market-place, nor on him put 
The napless' vesture of humility ; 
i\or, showing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

•Sic. 'Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word : O, he would mis* it, rattier 
Than carry it, but by the suit o'lhe gentry to him, 
And the desire of the noble*. 

Sic. I wish no tatter, 

Thun have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. 'Tis most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall Ik*, to liim then, as our good wills ; 
A sure destruction. 

Bru. So it must fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We must su^e-Hl" the people, in what hatred 
He still hnth held them; that, to hi? power, he would 
I lave made them mules, silene'd their pleaders, and 
I ^propertied their freedoms : holding them, 
In human action and capacity, 
Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world. 
Than camels in their war; who have their provand 12 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

.Sic. This, as you •jfAuggested 

At some time when his soaring insolss^m 
Shall teach tlie people (which time shannot want, 
If he be put uponV, and that's as easy, 
As to set dogs on sheep,) will In* his ore 
To kindle their dry stubble ; and their blaxo 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Bru. What's the matter? 

Mess. Yon are sent for to the CapitoL Tie 
thought, 
That Marcius shall be consul : I have seen 
The dumb men throng to see him, and the blind 
To hear him ppeak : The matrons Hung their gloves, 
Ladies and maids their scurfs and handkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he pasa'd : the nobles liended, 
As to Jove's statue ; aud the commons made 
A sliower, and thunder, with their cajw, and shouts : 
I never saw the like, 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol ; 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
But hearts for the event 

Sic. Have widi you. [ExeunL 

SCEATE II— The some. Ttie Capitol Enter 
two Officers, to Uiy cushions. 

1 Off. Come, come, they are almost here : How 
many stand for consulships ? 

2 Off. Three, they say : but 'tis thought of every 
ouc, (.'oriolanm will carry it. 

1 OfT. Th;if'-a I irave fellow; lmthe'.« vengeance 
proud, and love* not the common people. 

2 Off. 'Faith, there have been many great men 
that have flattcr'd the people, who ne'er lov'd them; 

(7) Priests (K) Common standing* place. 

(9) Adorn'd. (id) Thread-bare. 
(11) inform. (12) Provender. 
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and there be many that they have loved, they know 
not wherefore : so that, if they love they know not 
why, (hey hute upon no l>etter a ground : Tliercforc, 
for Coriolanus neither to care whetlier they love or 
hate him, manifests the true knowledge he has in 
their disposition; and out of his noble carelessness, 
lete them p'aiuly sce'L 

1 Off". U he did not rare whether he had their 
love, or no, he waved indifferently 'twixt doing them 
neither good, nor harm ; but be seeks their hate 
with greater devotion than they can render it him ; 
and leaves nothing undone, that may fully discover 
him their opposite. 1 Now, to seem to affect the mal- 
ice and displeasure of the people, is as bad as that 
which he dislikes, to flatter thrm for their love. 

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country : 
And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those, 
who, having been supple and courteous to the peo- 
ple, bonnetted, 3 without any further deed to heave 
them at all into their estimation and report : but he 
hath H) planted his honours in their eyes, and his 
actions in their hearts, that for their tongues to be 
silent, and not confess so much, were a kind of in- 
grateful injury ; to report otherwise were a malice, 
that, giving itself the lie, would pluck reproof and 
rebuke from every ear that heard it. 

1 Off. No more of him ; lie is a worthy man : 
Make way, tliey are coming. 

A sennet. Enter ', with Lictors before them, Co- 
minius, the Consul, Menenius, Coriolanus, many 
other Senators, Sicinius, and Brutus. The Sena 
tors take their placet ; the Tribunes take theirs 
also by themselves. 

Men. Having determined of the Voices, and 
To send for Taps Lartius, it remains, 
As the main pjbt of this our after-meeting, 
To gratify his noble service, that 
Hath that stood for bis country : Therefore, please 

you, 
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well-found successes, to report 
A little of that worthy work performed 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himself. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius: 

I^cavc nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our state's defective for requital, 
Then we do stretch it out. Masters o f the people, 
Wc do request your kindest ears: and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 
To ) ield wliat passes here. 

■Sic. We arc conventcd 

Ujx.ro a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our assembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 

We shall lie bless'd to do, if he rcmeJiiljer 
A kinder value of the people, than 
lie hath hereto priz'd them at. 

Men. That's off, that's on? 

J would you rather had been silent : Please you 
To hear Comiriius «p«*ak ? 

Bru. Most willingly : 

But yet my caution was more pertinent,' 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people ; 

!l) Adversary. (2; Took off cap*. 

[J) Nothing to the purpose. 
(4) Summoni to battle. (5) Po*M.**sor. 
(6) Without a beard. (7) Bearded. 



But tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 
Worthy Cominius, speak. — Nay, keep your place. 
| Coriolanus rises, and itffers to go away. 

1 Sen. Hi', Coriolanus: never sliaine to hear 
What you k >vc nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours* pardon ; 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than liear say how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope, 

My words disbench'd you not 

Cor. No, sir : yet oft, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You sooth'd not, therefore hurt not: But, your 

people, 
I love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head i'Utc 
sun, 
When the alarum were struck, 4 than idly sit 
To hear my nothings roonster'd. [Exit Coriolanus. 

Men. Masters o'tlic people, 

Your multiplying spawn liow can he flatter 
(That's thousand to one good one,) when you now 

see, 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 
Thau one of his cars to hear it? — Proceed, Cominius. 

Com. I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. — It is held, 
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies tlie haver :* if it be, 
The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterjx>is'd. At sixteen years, 
When Tanjuin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator, 
Whom with all praise I point at, saw him tight, 
When with his Amazonian chin 6 he drove 
Hie bristled 7 lips before him : he liestrid 
An o'er-prcss'd Roman, and i'lhe consul's view 
Slew three oppo«*ers : Tarquin's self he met, 
And struck him on his knee : in that day's feats, 
When he might act the woman in the scene,* 
He prov'd best man i'lhe field, and for his meed'J 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age, 
Man-enter'd thus, hi- waxed like a s«ea ; 
And, in the brunt of seventeen battles; since, 
Me lunhM 10 all sword* o'the garland. For this hi>i. 
Before and in Corioli, let me w»y, 
I cannot speak him home: He. stopp'd the fliur&i 
And, by his rare example, made tin- coward 
Turn terror into *|v*rt : a* wave* bel'oru 
A vessel under sail, so nun obc\M, 
And fell below his stem : hi* sword (death'* .stamp) 
Where it did mark, it took : from fare (n ft*,t 
He was a thing of blood, whose even motion 11 
Was timed 1 '-* with dying cries : alone hi: cnter'd 
The mortal gate o'luc city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny, aidless came off, 
And with a sudden reinforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet ; now, all's his : 
Winn l-v and oy the din of war 'pan pierce 
Hi- i. .i<iv >**n*e; then straight hi* doubled spirit 
Rc--|i!.< I»i»iiM what in flesh was fatiu.ite," 
Ail 1 : ii 'he battle came he; where, he did 
Run n ekinir o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twer** a jvrpetual sjioil : and, till we call'd 
Both field ana city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men. Worthy niau .' 

I Sen. I le cannot but with mea&uiv lit tlie lionoura 
Which we de\ isc him. 

(!»"> Smooth-faced cuotnrh 10 act a woman'*) pari. 
i'.») iiewaid. (10) Won. (ll)SUokc. 
(12; Followed. (13) Wearied. 
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Com. Our spoils he kick'd at; 

And look'd upon thing* precious, as they were 
The common muck o'the world : he covet* less 
Than misery 1 itself would give ; n-wards 
His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it 

Men. He's right noble ; 

Let him be call'd for. 

1 Sen. Call for Coriolanus. 

OJ)\ He doth appear. 

Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thw consul. * 

Cor. I do owe them still 

My life, and services. 

Men. It then remains, 

That you do speak to the people. 

Cor. I do beseech you, 

Let me o'crleap that custom ; for I ennnot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' sake, to give tlicir suffrage: please 

you, 
That I may pass this doing. 

6'iq, Sir, the people 

Must have, their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot o( ccreniouy. 

Men. Put them not to't : — 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; nnd 
Take to you, as vour predecessors liave, 
Your honour with your form. 

Cor. It is a part 

That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

liru. Mark you that ? 

Cor. To bnjg unto them, — Thus I did, and thus; — 
Show thcjtf the unaclung scars which I should 

As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only : — 

Men. Do not stand upon't. — 

We recommend to you, trilnuus of the people, 
Our puq>oso to them; — and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

♦Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour! 

[Flourish. Then exeunt Senators. 

JRru. You see how he inU-nds to use the people. 

Sic. May they perceive his intent ! He that will 
it-quire them, 
As if he did contemn what he requested 
Sliould be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we'll inform them 

Of our proceedings here : on the market-place, 
I know, they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The same. The Forum. Enter 
several Citizens. 

1 dt. Once, if lie do require our voices, we ought 
not to denv him. 

2 Cit. vVe may, sir, if we will. 

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but 
it is a power that we have no power to do : for if 
he show us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we 
are to put our UJB pics into those wound*, and speak 
for them ; so, i^e tell us his noble deeds, we must 
also tell him our noble acceptance of them. In- 
gratitude is monstrous : and lor the multitude to be 
ingrateful, were to make a monster of the multi- 
tude; of the which, we tieing members, sliould 
bring ourselves to l>e monstrous members. 

1 Cit. And to make u* no better thought of, a 
little help will serve : for once, when we stood up 

(1) Avarice. 



about (he com, he himself stock not to call us the 
many-headed multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of many ; not that 
our heads are some, brown, some black, some au- 
burn, some bald, but that our wits are so diversely 
coloured : and truly I think, if all our wits were to 
issue out of one scull, they would fly east, west, 
north, south ; and their consent of one direct way 
should be at once to all the points o'the compass. 

2 Git. Think you so ? Which way, do you judge, 
my wit would fly ? 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as 
another man's will, 'tis strongly wedged up in a 
block-head : but if it were at liberty, 'twould, sure, 
southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way? 

3 dt. To lose itself in a fog ; where being three 
parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth 
would return for conscience sake, to help to get 
thee a wife. 

2 at. You arc never without your tricks : — You 
may, vou may. 

3 CiL Are you all resolved to give your voices ? 
But that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I 
say, if he would incline to the people, there was 
never a worthier man. 

Enter Coriolanus and Menenius. 

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark 
his behaviour. We arc not to stay all together, but 
to come by him where, he stand*, by ones, by twos, 
and by threes. He's to make his requests by par- 
ticulars : wherein every one of us has a single 
honour, in giving him our own voices with our own 
tongues: therefore follow me, and I'll direct you 
how you shall go by him. * 

JiU. Content, content. [Exeunt. 

Men. O sir, you are not right: have you not 
known 
The worthiest men have done it ? ' 

Cor. What must I say ?— 

I pray, sir, — Plague upon't! I cannot bring 

My tongue, to Mich a pace: Look, sir; my 

wounds ; — 
I got them in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren ronr'd, and ran 
From die noise of our own drum*. 

Men. O me, tlie god* ! 

You must not speak of that ; you must desire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me ? hang Vm ! 

I would tliey would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our ilivines lose by them. 

Men. You'll mar all ; 

I'll leave you : Pray j ou, speak to them, I prov you, 
lu wholesome manner. [Exit. 

Enter txco Citizens. 

Cor. Bid them wash their faces. 

And keep their teeth clean. — So, her* conic* a 

brace. 
You know the cause, sir, of my standing here 

1 Cit. We do, sir : tell us what hath brought you 

to't. 
Cor. Mine own desert. 

2 Cit. Your own desert ? 
Cor. Ay, not 

Mine own doire. 

1 Ci7. How ! not your own desire ? 

Cor. No, s«ir . 
'Twa* never my dewre >et, 
To trouble the poor with lagging. 

1 Cit. You iiut«( ibink, if we give you any thing, 
Wc hope to gain by you. 
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Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o'thc consul- 
ship ? 

1 CiL The price is, sir, to ask it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly ? 

Sir, I pray let me ha 1 1 : I hare wounds to show you, 
Which shall be yours in private. — Your good voice, 

sir; 
What say you ? 

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir. 
Cor. A match, sir : — 

There is in all two worthy voices begg'd : — 
I have your alms ; adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 

2 CiL An 'twere to give again, — But 'tis no matter. 

[Exeunt two Citizens. 

Enter tico other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray yon now, if it may stand with the tune 
of your voices that I may be consul,! have here the 
customary gown. 

J Cit. You have deserved nobly of your cpuntry, 
and you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma? 

3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her enemies, 
you have been a rot! to her friends ; you have not, 
indeed, loved the common people. 

Cur. You should account mc the more virtuous 
that I have not been common in my love. I will, 
sir, flatter my sworn brother the people, to earn a 
dearer estimation of them; 'tis a condition they ac- 
count gentle : and since the wisdom of their choice 
is rather to have, my hat than my heart, I will prac- 
tice the insinuating nod, and be. off to them most 
coimtfrte.iily; that is, sir, I will counterfeit the be- 
witchment of some popular man, and give it boun- 
tifully to the dtoirers. Therefore, beseech you, 1 
may l)e consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; and there- 
fore- give you our voices heartily. 

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with showing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and so 
trouble you no further. 

Both Cit. The gods give yon joy, sir, heartily ! 

[Exeunt. 

Cor. Most sweet voices! — 
Better it is to die, better to starve, 
Than crave the hire, which first we do deserve* 
Why in this woolvish gown should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needless vouches ? Custom calls me to't : 
What custom wills, in all things should we do't, 
The dust on antique time would lie wiswept, 
And mountainous error be too highly heap'd 
For truth to over-peer. 1 — Rather than fool it so, 
Let the high offices and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. — I am half through ; 
The one part sufler'd, the other will I do. 

Enter three other Citizens. 

Here come more voices, — 
Your voices : for your voices I have fought ; 
Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice six 
I have seen and heard of; for your voices, have 
Doue many things, some less, some more : your 

voices : 
Indeed, I would be consul. 

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go with 
out anv honest man's voice. 

6 Cit. Therefore let him be consul : The god 

(1) Over-look. 



give him joy, and make him good friend to the 
people ! 

All Amen, Amen. 

God save thee, noble consul ! J Exeunt Citizens. 

Cor, W ortliy voices ! 

Re-enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Sicinius. 

Men, You have stood your limitation ; and the 
tribunes 
Endue you with the people's voice : Remains, 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

Sic. The custom of request you have discharg'd : 
The people do admit you ; and are sunuuon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where? at the senate-house ? 

Sic. There, Coriolanus. 

Cor. May I then change these garments ? 

Sic. You may, sir. 

Cor. That I'll straight do; and, knowing myself 
again, 
Repair to the senate-house. 

Men. I'll keep you company. — Will you along? 

Bru. We stay nere for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Cor. and Menen. 
He has it now ; and by his looks, mcthinks, 
'Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds : Will you dismiss the people ? 

-Re-enter Citizens. 

Sic. How now, my masters? have you chose this 
man? 

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods, he may deserve your 
loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, 
He flouted us down-right. 

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of speech, he did not mock 

us. 

2 CiL Not one amongst us save yourself, but 

says, 
He us'd us scornfully : he should have show'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for his country. 
Sic. Why, so lie did, I am sure. 
CiL No ; no man saw *em. 

[Several speak. 

3 Cit. He said, he had wounds, which he could 

show in private. ; 
And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 
/ would be consul, says he : aged custom, 
But by your voices, will not so permit me ,* 
Your voices therefore : When we granted that. 
Here was, — / thank you for your voices, — thank 

you,— 
Your most sioeet voices: — now you have left your 

voires, 
I have no further with you : Was not this 

mockery ? ♦ 

Sic. Why, either, you were ignorant to scc't ? 
Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Could you not have told him, 

As you were lesson'd, — When he had no power, 
Rut was a petty servant to the state, 
He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I'the l>ody of tlie weal : and now, arriving 
A place of potiiMV, and *way o'tho state, 
If be should null malignantly remain , A 
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Fast foe to the plebeii, 1 your voices might 
Be. curses to yourselves ? You should have said, 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no leas 
Than what he stood for; so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said, 

A * you were forc-advis'd, had touch'd his spirit, 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluck'd 
Either "his edacious promise, which you might, 
As cause had call'd you up, have held him to; 
Or else it would have gal I'd his surly nature, 
Which easily endures not article 
T) ing him to aught ; so, putting him to rage* 
You should have ta'cn the advantage of his cholcr, 
And pass'd him unclected. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 

He did solicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves ; and do you think, 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When he hath power to crush? Why, had your 

bodies 
No heart among: you ? Or had you tongues, to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment ? 

Hie. Have you, 

Fre now, deny'd the asker? and now again, 
On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your suM-for tongues ? 

3 Cit. He's not confirmed, we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 
I'll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

1 Cit. I twice nvc hundred, and their friends to 
piece 'em. 

Bru. Cut you hence instantly; and tell those 
friends, — 
Thev have chose a consul, that will from them take 
Tlkir liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than do"*, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. I>t them assemble; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Knforcc 3 his pride, 
And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in hi* suit he soornM you : but your loves. 
Thinking upon his service*, took from you 
The apprehension of his present uortance,* 
Which gilmigly, ungjavely he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay 

A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we laboured 
( No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your electiou on him. 

Sic. ^ Say, you chose him 

More, after our commandment, than as guided 
By your own true affections : and that, your minds 
l'rc-occupy'd with what you rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the grain 
To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, spare us not Say, we read lectures 
to you, 
How voungly he began to serve his country, 
How long continued : and what stock he springs of, 
The noble house o'the M arcians ; from whence came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's son, 
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king : 
Of the same house Publius and Quintus were, 
That our best water brought lw conduits hither ; 
And Censorinus, darling of the people, 

(1) Plebeians, common people. 

(2) Object. (3) Carriage. 
(4) Weighing. (5) Iiicitution. 



And nobly nam'd so, being censor twice, 
Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended, 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you have found, 
Scaling* his present bearing with his past, 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne'er had dooe't, 

fHarp on that still,) but by our putting on :* 
And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to Die Capitol. 

Cit We will so: almost all 

[Several speak. 
Repent in their election, [Exeunt Citizens. 

Bru. Let them go on ; 

This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than stay, past doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refusal, both observe and answer 
The vantage 6 of his anger. 

Sic To the Capitol : 

Come ; we'll be there before the stream o'the people; 
And this shall seem, as partly 'tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded' onward. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— The same. A street. Cornels. En- 
ter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus Lar- 
tius, Senator*, and I*atricians. 

Cor. Tullus Aufiditi? then had made new head ? 

I *rt. He had, my lord; and that it was, which 
caus'd 
Our pwiftor comjiosition. 

Cor. So then the Voices stand but as at first ; 
Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so, 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius? 

Lart. On safe-guard 8 he came to me; and did 
curse 
Against the Voices, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town : he is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

Lart. He did, mv lord. 

Cor. How? what? 

Lart How often be had met you, sword to 
sword : 
That, of all things upon the. earth, he hated 
Your person mwt : that lie would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor. I wish, I had a cause to seek him there, 
To oppose his hatred fully. — Welcome home. 

[7'oLartiua. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Behold ! the,*? are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues of die common mouth. 1 do despise 

them; 
For they do prank* 1 them in authority, 



(6) Advantage, 
^ii) With a guard. 



(7) Driven. 

(9) Plume, deck. 
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Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic. Pa«» no furthf-i . 

Cbr. Ha! what is that ? 

Brtt. It will be dangerou* to 

llo on : no further. 

Ct >r. What makes this change ? 

Men. T\w. matter? 

Com. Hath he not pass'd* the noble*, and the 
common* ? 

Bru. Cominius, no. 

Cor. Hare I had children's voice*? 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way •, lie shall to the mar- 
ket-place. 

Bru. The {leople arc incens'd against hiin. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Arc these your herd ? — 

Must these have voices, (hat can yield them now, 
And straight disclaim tlnar tongues? — What arc 

your offices? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their 

teeth? 
Have you not set them on ? 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : — 
Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rale, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 

Bru. CallUnotaplot: 

The people cry, you mock'd them ; and, of late, 
Wlien corn was given them gratis, you repin'd ; 
SmiidalM the suppliants for the people; call'dthcm 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, iocs to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inforra'd them since ? 

Bru. How ? I inform them ? 

Cor. You axe like to do such business. 

Bru. Not unlike, 

Each way to better yours. 

Cor. Why then should I be consul ? By yon 
clouds, 
l#et me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow-tribune. 

Sic. You show too much of that, 

For which the ]>cople stir : If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; 
Or never be so noble as a consul, 
Nor voke with him for tribune. 

Men. Let's be calm. 

Com. The people arc abus'd : — Set on. — This 
palt'ring' 
Becomes not Rome; nor has Coriolanm 
Deserv'd this so dishonourM rub, laid falsely 2 
l'lbe plain way of his merit 

Cor. ' Tell me of com ! 

This was my speech, and I will spcak't again ; — 

Mm. N«»t now, not now. 

1 Sen. Not in this beat, sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I will. — My nobler friend*, 
I 'rave their pardons : — 
For the mutable, rank-scented many, 1 let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves: I say ajrnin, 
Jn «ootlung them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
Tlie corkle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 
Which we ourst-lvcs have ploughed for, aow'd and 

wattiVd, 
By mingling tlu'm with us, tlie lionour'd number; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 



(1) Shuffling. 
(3) Populace 
VOL. 1 1! 



(2) Treacherously. 
(4) Lepers 



Which they hare given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

1 .SV7i. No more word*, we beseech you. 

Cor. How ! no more ? 

Ah for my counlry I have shed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force, to shall my lungs 
.(Join worth till their decay, against those meazeb* 
Which we disdain should totter 5 us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. ' You speak o*the people, 

As if yon were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 

Sic Twero well, 

We let the people know't. 

Men. What, what ? his cooler ? 

Cor. Choler! 
Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 
V>\ .love, 'twould be my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind, 

Thai shall remain a poison where it it, 
Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows P mark you 
His absolute shall/ 

Com. 'Twas from the canon. 7 

Cor. Shall! 

good, but most unwise patricians, why, 

You grave, but rockiest* senators, have you thus 
(tiven Hydra here to choose an officer, 
Tliat with his peremptory shall, being but 
The horn and noise o'thc monsters, wants not spirit 
To say, lie'll turn your currant in a ditch, 
And make your channel his ? If he have power, 
Then vnil your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you arc learned, 
Be not us r oiiunon fools ; if you are not, 
I «#-t them have cushions by vou. You are plebeians, 
If they be senators : and mev arc no leas, 
When U»m your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs. Thev choose their magistrate ; 
And such a one as he, who puts his ihalL, 
Hi* popular shall, against a graver bench 
Than ever frown'd in Greece ! By Jove himself 
It makes tlu- consuls laise : and my soul aches, 
To know, wlien two autliorities arc up, 
Neither supreme, how toon confusion 
May enter 'twill the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com. Well— on to the market-place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The corn o'tlw store-house gratis, as 'twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece, 

Mai. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. (Though there the people had more abso- 
lute power,) 

1 say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
Tiit? ruin of tlie slate. 

Bru. Why. shall die people give 

One, that .-peaks thus, their voice? 

Cor. I'll give my reasons, 

More worthier than their voices, rhey know, the 

corn 
Was not our rroompen«c : resting well a«sur*d 
Th«-y neVr did sen ice for't : Being prcss'd to the 

war, 
j Even when tlie navel of tlie state was tourh'd, 
Tiny would not thread? tlie gates : this kind of 

service 
Did not deserve corn gratis : being i'die war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show'd 
Most valour, *poke not for them : The accusation 

(5) Scab. (G) Small fish. (7) According to law. 
(8) Cureless (<») Pn<n through. 
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Which they have often made against die senate, 
All CHiuc unburn, could never or the naltvei 
Of our to frank donation. Well, what then ? 
flow shall this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate'** courtesy ? Let deeds express 
What's like to 1 >e their words : — Wt did request it ; 
Wt are the greater poll? and in true Jhar 
They gave us our demands : — Thus we debase 
Tta nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Cull our cares, fears : which will in time break ope 
The locks o'thc senate, and bring in the crows 
Tojpcck the eagles. — 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru, Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor. No, take more : 

What may be worn bv, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withaf ! — This double worship, — 
Where one part does disdain with came, the other 
Insult without nil reason ; where gentry, title, wis- 
dom, 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignoram:e,-Ht must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the. while 
To unstable slightnesh: purposes barr'd, it follows*, 
Nothing is done to purpose : Tliercforc, beseech 

you,— 
You that will l>e lets fearful than discreet ; 
That love the fundamental part of state, 
More than you doubt* the change oft ; that prefer 
A nohli: Iif« before n lung, mid wish 
Tn jump 1 a liody with n dun^crou* phy.-ir 
That's sure of death without it, — at once pluck out 
The inultitndiiuiu.4 tongue, let them not lick 
Thf- sweet which U their poexsi : your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and berea\es the stale 
Of that integrity which fhnuld become it ; 
Not having the power to do tlte gtwd it would, 
For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru. He has said enough. 

•Sic. lie has spoken like a traitor, an J shall an- 
swer 
As traitors do. 

Qtr. Thou wretch ! despite overwhelm thee ! — 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : In a rel Million, 
When what's not meet, but what must be, was law, 
Then were they chosen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is moet, be said it must be meet. 
And throw their jxwer i'thc dust. 

Bru. Manifest treason. 

Sic. This a consul? no. 

Bru. The rediles, ho ! — Let him be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people; [Exit Brutus.] in 
whose name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 
A foe to the public weal : Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine answer. 

Cor. Hence, old goat ! 

Sen. f Pat We'll surety ton. 

Com. Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or 1 shall shake thy 
bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help, ye citizens. 

Re-enter Brutus, with the jEdiles, and a rabble of 

Citizens. 

Men. On both sides more respect, 
flfc. Here's he, that would 

Take from you all your power. 

fl) Motive, no doubt, was Shakspeare's word. 
(2) Number. (3) Fear. (4) Risk. 



Bru. Seize him, aedilea. 

CiL Down with him, down with him ! 

[Several speak. 

2 Sin. Weapons weapons, weaixms. ! 

[They ail bustle about Coriouinua. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens ! — what, bo ! — 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

CiL Peace, peace, peace ; stay, hold, peace. ! 

Men, Wliat is about to be ? — 1 am out of breath ; 
Confusion's near : I cannot speak : — You, tribunes 
To the people, — Coriolanus, patience : — 
Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people; — Peace. 

Cit. Let's near our tribune : — Peace. Speak, 
speak, apeak. 

Sic. You are at point to lose your lilierties: 
Marcius would liave all from you ; Marcius, 
Whom late you have nam' d tor consul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie I 

This is the way to kindle, not to (jueneh. 

1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is tlie city, but the people ? 

CiL True, 

TIki people arc the city. 

Bru. Bv the consent of all, wc were establish'd 
The people's magistrate. 

Cit. Yon so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Cor. That is tin way to lay the city flat ; 
To bring the roof to the foundation ; 
And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 
In hcups and piles of ruins. 

Sic This deserves dealli. 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 
Or let us lose it : — We do here pronounce, 
Toon die part o*tlie people, in whose power 
Wc were elected tlicirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. Therefore, lay hold of him ; 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, 6 and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru. iEdiles, seize him. 

Cit. Yield, Marcius, yield 

Men. Hear mc one word. 

Beseech you, tribunes, hear mc but a word. 

JEdL Peace, pence. 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country's 
friend, 
And temperately proceed to what you" would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. Sir, those cold ways, 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent: — Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No ; I'll die here. 

[Drawing his sicanL 
There's some among you haw beheld me fighting; 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have M»en me. 

Men. "Down with that sword ; — Tribunes, with- 
draw a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help, Marcius ! help, 

You that be noble ; help him, young, and old ! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

[In Viis mutiny, the Tribunes, the .ffidilcf, 
and the People, are aU Iteat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house ; be gone away, 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Cor. Stand fast ; 

Wc have as many friends as enemies. 

(5) From whence criminals were thrown, and 
dashed to pieccb. 
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Men. Shall it be put to that ? 

1 Sen. The gods forbid ! 

I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 
Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For 'tis a sore upon us, 

You cannot tent yourself: Begone, 'beseech you 

Com. Come, Mr, along with us. 

Cor. I would they were barbarians (as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd, ) not Romans (as they are 

not* 
Though calv'd ithe porch 0*1116 Capitol,)— 

Men. Be gone ; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 

I could beat forty of them. 

Mem. I could myself 

Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea, the two 
tribunes. 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic; 
And manhood iscalt'd foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric. — Will you hence, 
BeJbre the tag 1 return ? whose rage doth rend 
fake interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone : 

I'll try whether my old wit be in request 
With those that have but little ; this must be patch'd 
With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt Cor. Com. and others. 

1 Pat. This man has marr'd his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world : 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart's his 

mouth: 

What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent ; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of deatk \A noise vriihin. 
Here's goodly work ! 

3 PeU. I would they ware a-bed ! 

Men. I would they were in Tyber .' — What, the 
vengeance, 
Could he not speak them fair? 

Re-enter Brutus and Sicinius. with the llabble. 

Sic Where is this viper, 

That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself ? 

Men. You worthy tribunes, — 

.Sic. He shall l>c thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he. hath resisted law, 
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the nublic power, 
Which he so sets' at nought. 

1 Cit. Hr. shall well know, 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 
Ami we their hands. 

Cit He shall, sure on't.2 

[Several speak together. 

Men. Sir, — 

Sir. Peace 

Men. Do not cry, havoc, 1 where you should but 
hunt 
With modest warrant. 

•Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 

Have holp to make this rescue ? 

Men. Hear me speak : — 

As J do know the consul's worthiness, 
So can I name his faults : — 

(1) Tlie lowest of the populace; tag, raij, and 
oobtail. 
(i4) Be sure on't. (J) The signal for slaughter 



Sic. Consul ?— what ogmoI ? 

Men. The consul Coriolauus. 

Bru. He a consul ? 

Cit. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good 
people, 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two; 
The which shall turn to you no further harm, 
Than so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then ; 

For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence, 
Were but one danger ; and, to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to-night 

Men. Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved 1 children is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now cat up ber own ! 

.Sic. He's a disease, that must be cut away. 

Men. O, lie's a limb, that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 
What has be done to Rome, that's worthy death? 
Killing our enemies ? The blood he hath lost, 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By manv an ounce,) he dropp'd it for his country ; 
And, what is left, to lose it bv his country, 
Wore to us all, that do't, and sutler it, 
A brand to the end o'thc world. 

Sic. TTiis is clean kam * 

Bru. Merely 6 awry: when he did love his 
country, 
It honour'd him. 

Men. The service of the foot 

Being once gangron'd, is it not then respected 
For what before it was ? 

Bru. We'll bear no more :— 

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him tiieace ; 
Lest \m infection, being of catching nature, 
Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
The. harm of unscanii'd swiftness, 7 will, too late, 
Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by process ; 
Ix.st parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And sack great Home with Romans. 

Bru. If it were so, — 

Sic. WTiat dove talk? 
Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 
Our rcdiles smote ? ourselves resisted ? — Come : — 

Men, Consider this ; — He has been bred i'the wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd 
In boulted 8 language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form, 
(In pence) to his utmost peril. 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes, 

It is the humane wav : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the cud of it 
Unknown to the begiiuiing. 

Sic. Noble Mencnius, 

I>e you then as the people's officer: 
Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. ' Co not home. 

Sic. Meet on the market-place : — We'll attend 
you there : 
Where, it you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our lir&t way. 

Men. I'll bring him to you : — 

(I) Deserving. (5) Quite awry. (0) Absolutely 
\1) lucom>iduratc haste. (8) Finely sifted 



SI4 



CORIOLANUS. 



Act III 



Let ne desire your company. [To the Senators.] 

He mast come, 
Or wbmt it worst will follow. 

1 Sen. Pray you, let's to him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II— A room in (?nnolanu»'s house. 
Enter Coriolanus, and latriciaus. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears ; present 
roe 
Death on the wheel, or at wild hones* heels; 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of light, yet will 1 still 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Volumnia. 

1 Pat You do the nobler. 

Cor. I mw, 1 my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats ; to whow bare lieads 
In congregatioas, to yawn, be still, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance? xtood up 
To speak of peace, or wur. I talk of you ; 

[ To Yolumnhi. 
Why did you wish me milder? Would yuu have me 
False to my nature? Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 

VoL O, sir, sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you bad worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

VoL You might have been enough tl>e man you 
•re, 
WHh striving less to be so: Lesser had been 
The thwarting* of vour dispositions, if 
Yon had not show'd them how you were dispos'd 
Ere they lackM power to cross you. 

Cor. Let tlicm hang. 

VoL Ay, and burn too. 

Enter Menenius, and Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you hare been too rough, 
something too rough ; 
Yon must return, and mend it. 

1 Sen. There's no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our pood city 
Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

VoL Pray be counsell'd : 

I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger, 
To better vantage. 

Mm. Well said, noble woman : 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o'the time craves ft as physic 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour on, 
Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor. What must I do? 

Mm. Return to the tribunes. 

Cor. Well, 

What then? what then? 

Men. Repent what you have spoke, 

Cbr. For them? — I cannot do it to the gods ; 
Mast I then do*t to mem? 

VoL Yon are too absolute; 

Tfaugh therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends, 
Fthewardogrow together: Grant that, and tell me, 
so pence, what each of them by th' other lose, 

S Wonder. (3) Rank. (S) Urge. 
Subdue. (5) Common clowns. 



That thev combine not then 

ihr. ' Tu*h, tush ! 

Mm. A guxl demand. 

Vol. if it lie honour, in your wars to stem 
The same yuu arc tint, (which, for your lx»t end*. 
You adopt your policy,) 1m>w is it It***, or worae, 
That it biHkll hold companionship in jhacc 
With honour, as in war; since thai to both 
It stands in like request ? 

Cor. Why force 3 you this ? 

VoL Because that now it lit'* you on to speak 
To the people; not by your cwn instruction, 
.Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to, 
But with such words that are but ruled in 
Your tongue,, though but bastard*, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your busoin** truth. 
Now, this no more dishonours you at all, 
Thun to take in-* a town with gentle word*, 
Which else would put vou to your fortune, and 
The hazard of mm h blood. — 
1 would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, und my friends, at stake, requir'd, 
1 should do no in honour : I am in this, 
Your wife, your son, tliese senators, the nobles; 
And you will rather aliow our utMieral lowts* 
How >ou can frown, titan spenda fawn upon them, 
Fur the inlicritiinoe of their loves, and safeguard 
Of wliat that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady !— 

Come, go with us; speak fuir: \ou may salve %o, 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past. 

VoL I pr'ythoe now, my son, 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 
And thus far having stretch'd it (here be with I hem,) 
Thy knee bussing the stones (for in such business 
Aciton is eloquence, and the ryes of the ignorant 
More learned Uian the cars,) waving thy Itoad, 
Which often, thu», correcting thy stout heart, 
That humble, as the ripest mulberry. 
Now will not hold the nandling : Or, say to them, 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils. 
Hast not the soft way, which, ihon dost confess, 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim. 
In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
A* thou hast power, and person. 

Men. This bat done, 

Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts were yours ; 
For they have pardon*, being a*k'd, as free 
As words to litde purpose. 

Vol. lYvthee now, 

Go, and be rul'd: although, 1 know, thou hadst 

rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf, • 
Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Comiiuus 

Enter Cominius. 

Com. I have been i'the market-place : and, sir, 
'tis fit 

You make strong party, or defend voursclf 
By calmness or by absence ; all's in anger. 

Men. Only fair speech. 

Com. I think, 'twill serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit 

Vol. He must, and will : — 

Pr'ythee now, soy, you will, and go about iL 

Cbr. Must I go show them my unbarb'd sconce f 
Must I, 
With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must bear? Well, I will do't: 
Yet were there but this single plot to lose, 

(6) Unshaven bead. 
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ThU mould of Mircius, they to dual should grind it, 
And throw it against the wind. — To the market- 
place : — 
You have put mc now to suqh a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol. I pr*y thee now, sweet son ; as thou hast said, 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 
To nave my praise for this, perform a part, 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, I must dot: 

Away, my disposition, and posses* mc 
Some harlot's spirit! Mv throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! The nnileit of knaves 
Tent 1 in my cheeks ; and school-boys' tears take up 
Tho. glasses of my sight ! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lip*; and ray arm'd knees, 
Who Iww'd but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath recciv'd an alms ! — I will not do*t : 
I-est I surcease to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

VoL At thy choice then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to rain ; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ; for 1 mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list 
Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it from mo; 
But owe 2 thy pride thyself. 

Cor. ' Pray, be content ; 

Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 
(.■hide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from tbem, and come home bclov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend mc to mv wife. I'll return consul; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
l'the. way of flattery, further. 

Vol. Do your will. [Exit. 

Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you : arm 
yourself 
To answer mildly ; for they are prepar'd 
With accusations, as I bear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet 

Cor. Tlie word is, mildly : — Pray you, let us go ; 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then; mildly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III— The tame. The Forum. Enter 
Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bra. In this point charge him home, that he af- 
Jbcts 
Tyrannical power : If he evade us there, 
Knforce him with his envy' to the people ; 
And that the spoil, got on the Annates, 
Was ne'er distributed. — 

Enter an iEdile. 

What, will he come ? 

JEdi. He's coming. 

Bm. How accompanied ? 

JEdi. With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favoured him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that wc have procur'd, 
Set down by the poll ? 

-£*'. I have ; 'tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes? 

(1) Dwell. (2) Own. (3) Object his hatred. 



JEdi. I have 

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither : 
And when they licar ine say, It shall be so 
Vthe right and strength o'ihe commons, be it 

cither 
For death, for tine, or banishment, then let them, 
If I say, fine, cry fine ; if death, cry death ; 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i'the truth o'the cawr. 

Jhdi. 1 shall inform them. 

Bru. And when such time they have lwgun to cry, 
Let them not cease, but with a'dinconfus'd 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 

JEdi. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this hint, 
When we shall hap to giv't them. 

Bra. Go about it. — 

[Exit iKdilc. 
Put him to choler straight -. He hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have liis worth 
Of contradiction : Being once chaTd, bo cannot 
Be rcin'd again to temperance ; then he speaks 
What's in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Senators, 
ond Patricians. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorejst piece 
Will bear the knave* by the volume. — Tlie honour'd 

gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among ax ! 
Thrwig our large temples with the shows of peace, 
And not our streets with war ! 

1 Sen. Amen, amen! 

Men. A noble wish. 

Re-enter JEdi\c, with Citizens. 

Sic. Draw near, ye people. 

JEdi. List to your tribunes; audience: react, 
I say. 

Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Roth Tri. Well, say.— ftsire, ho. 

Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further titan this pre- 
sent? 
Must all determine here ? 

Sic. I do demand, 

If you submit vou to the people's voice-?, 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To sutler lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be prov'd upon you? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he says, he is content : 
The warlike service he has done, consider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which show 
Like graves i'the holy churchyard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Men. Consider further, 

That when he speaks not like a citizen, 
Vou find him like a soldier : Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 
But, as I say, Mich as become a soldier, 
Rather than envy 5 you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
That being pa<*s*d for consul with full voice, 
I am so dishunoui-'d, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

(4) Will bear being called a knave. (5) Injwe. 
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Sic Answer tons. 

Cur. Say tnen . *tis true, I ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you hare contriv'd to 
take 
From Rome all season'd 1 office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 
For which, you area traitor to the people. 

Cor. How ! Traitor? 

Men. Nav ; temperately : Your promise. 

Cor. The fires i'tne lowest hell fold in the people ! 
Call me their traitor ? — Thou injurious tribune .' 
Within thine eve* rat twenty thousand deaths, 
In thv hand* clutch'd 2 as many millions, in 
Thy flying tongue both numbers, I would say, 
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark yon this, people ? 

Cit. To the rock with him ; to the rock witn him ! 

Sic. Peace. 

We need not put new matter to lib* charge : 
What you have seen him do, and heard him g]ieak, 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves 
(toposihg laws with strokes, and here defying 
Trove whose great power must try him; even this, 
So criminal, und in such capital kind, 
Ue.servcs the extrcmest death. 

Bru. But since he hath 

Serv'd well for Rome, 

Cor. What do you prate of service? 

Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You? 

Men. Is this 

The promise dial you made your mother ? 

Com. Know 

I pray you, 

Cor. I'll know no further : 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpcian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying ; Prut to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one lair word ; 
Nor check my courage for wlwt they can give, 
To have't with saying, Good-morrow. 

Sic. For that he has 

(As much as in him lie*) from time to time 
Envied* against the people, seeking mentis 
To pluck away their power; as now at Inst 
Given liotile strokes, and that 110H in die presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the. ministers 
Thai do distribute it; In the name o'lhe people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we. 
Even from this instant, banish him our city ; 
In peril of precipitulion 
From oft' the rock Tarpcian, never more 
To enter our Rome gates : l'the. people's name, 
I say, it diall be so. 

('it. It shall be so, 

It »hall be so; let him away : hcV baniah'd, 
And so it shull be. 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my comiiKm 
friends ; 

•Sic. He's sentcne'd : no more hearing. 

Com. I** nj»- speak : 

I have been consul, and enn sJiow from* Rome, 
Her enemies* marks u|mhi me. 1 do lo\e 
My country's good, with u respect more Under, 
More boly,' and profound, than mine own life, 
Mj dear 'wile's estimate,* her womb\ increase, 
And treasure of my loins; then if I would 
^peak that 

Sic. We know your drift : Sptak wliat? 



(1) Of long standing. 

(IN Sliowtd hatred. 

i5* For. . («) Value. 



(2) (ir.t>lN:d. 

i-l: Nut mil v. 






Bru. There's no more to be said, but he is ban- 
ish'd, 
As enemy to die {"eople, and his country : 
It shall be so. 
Cit. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common ciy 7 erf* curs ! whose breath 
lhate 
As reek 8 o'thc rotten fens, whose loves I prixe 
As the dead carcases of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you ; 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour shake vour hearts ! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 
Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length, 
Your ignorance (which finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of yourselves 
(■.Still your own foes,) deliver you, as most 
Abated^ captives, to some nation 
That woo you without blows ! Despising, 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back : 
There is a world elsewhere. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Comiuius, Mcncnius, 
Senators, and Patricians. 
JEdu The people's enemy is gone, is gone ! 
Cit Our enemy's baiu'sh'd ! he is emu: ! Hoo ! 
boo! 
[The People shout, and throw up their caps. 
Sir, Go, sec him out at gates, and follow him, 
As he hath follow'd you, with all despite; 
Give, him deserv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through tla-. city. 
Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates ; 
come : — 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes!— Come. 

[ExcunL 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. -The same. Before a gate of the 
rity. Enter Coriolanus, Voluinniu, Virgilia, 
Mcucnius, Coiniiuus, and several young Pa- 
tricians. 

Cor. Come, leave your tears; a brief farewell : — 
the bea»t"> 
With many headt butts me away.— Nay, mutlier, 
Wlierc is your ancient courage ? you were us'd 
To say, extremity was the trier ot spirits; 
That common chances cofiniioii men could bear ; 
That, wIn'H the sea v*a<» calm, all U«at* alike 
Show'd ma-ler-hip in lloating : fortune's blows 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 

craves 
A noble t mining : yoii were us'd to load me 
With pn -cents, that would make invincible 
The lu-urt that conn'd them. 

Vir. () heaver.* ! O heavens ! 

(.'hi: iN.iv, 1 pr'ythec, woman, — 

Vol. Now tin- red pestilent e strike all trades in 

UoilK', 

And occupations peri>h! 

d,r. Wh t. what, what ! 

1 >hall be Idv\1 win n I am Liin'd. Nay, mother, 
Ui-MJiiie th:it -pint, when you were wont to say, 
If you had l>ecn the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his lalx>in> you'd have done, and sav'd 
\oiii- husband so much sweat. — (.'ointnius, 
Droop not ; adieu - Farewell, my wife ! my mother! 
I'll do well \d.— TlhKJ olil and tine Mimniu>, 

(TjF'iuk. i^:'. } V.-i|H*ur. ('0 Subdued 
(10; The go»uiuiitul oi the pcujle. 
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Thy tears are sailer than a younger man 1 *, 

And venomous to thine eye*. — My sometime general, 

I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 

Heart-hard'ning spectacles ; tell these sad women 

'Tis fond 1 to wail inevitable strokes, 

An 'tit* to laugh at them. — My mother, you wot well, 

My hazards still have been your solace : and 

Beliere't not lightly (though I go alone 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 

Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than seen,) your 

son 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous 3 baits and practice. 

Vol My first 3 son, 

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Coininius 
With thee a while : Determine on some course, 
More than a wild exposhmri to rach chance 
That starts i*thc way before thee. 

Cor. the £ods f 

Com. 1*11 follow thee a month, devise with tliee 
Where thou shall rest, that thou raay'st hear of us, 
And we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause fur thy repeal, we shall not send 
OVr the va.-t world, to seek a single man ; 
And low advantage, which doth ever cool 
I 'the absence of the needcr. 

Cor. Fare ye well : — 

Thou hast yearn upon thee ; and thou art too full 
Of the war*' surfeit*, to go rove with one 
That'* yet nnbruis'd : bring me but out at gate. — 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, 5 when I am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and neve rot* me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men. That's worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Come, let's not weep. — 
If I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I'd with thee every foot 



Cbr. 
Come. 



Give me thy hand : — 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE IT.— The same. A street near the gate. 
Enter Siciiuus, Brutus, and an JEdile. 

Sic. Bid thorn all home ; he's gone, and we'll 
no further. — 
The nobility are vex'd, who, we sec, have sided 
In his t)ehalf. 

Bru. Now we have shown our power, 

Ix»t us seem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. Bid them home : 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home. 

[Exit jEdile. 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Meneniua. 

Here comet his mother. 

Sic. Let's not meet her. 

Bru. Why? 

Sic. They say, she's mad. 

Bru. They have ta'en note of us : 

Keep on your way. 

Vol O, you're well met: The hoarded plague 
o 1 the gods 
Requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peace ; be not so loud. 

Vol If that I could for weeping, you should 
hear, — 

(1) Foolish. (2) Insidious. (3) Noblest. 
(4) Exposure. (5) True metal. 



Nay, and yon shall hear some.— Will you be gone? 

[To Brutus. 

Vir. You shall stay too: [To Sicin.] 1 would, F 
had the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic A re you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool ; is that a shame ?— Note but this, 
fool.— 
Was not a man my father? Hadst thou foxship* 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words ? 

Sic. O blessed heavens ! 

Vol More noble blows, than ever thou wise 
words ; 
And for Rome's good.— I'll tell thee what ;— Yet 

go: — 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too : — I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good sword in his hand. 

Sic What then ? 

Vir. What then? 

He'd make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol Bastards, and all. — 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ! 

Men. Come, come, pence. 

Sic. I would he had continn'd to his country, 
As he began ; and not iinknit him»clf 
The noblest knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had. 

Vol I would he had ? Twas you intem'd the 
rabble : 
Cat?, thnt ran judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of tho*e mysteries which Heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru. Pray, let us go. 

Vol Now, pray, sir, get you gone : 
You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear 

this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome ; so far, my son 
(This lady's husband here, this, do yon see,) 
Whom you have lianUh'd, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 

Sic. Why stay we to be baited 

With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol Take my prayers with you. — 

I would the gods had nothing oik; to do, 

[Exeunt Tribunes. 
But to confirm my curses ! Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would ujiclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to't. 

Men, You have told them home. 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup 
with me ? 

Vol. Anger's my meat ; I sop upon myself, 
And so shall starve with feeding. — Come, let's go: 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno-hke. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie ! [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE TIF.— A highway between Rom* and 
Antium. Enter a Roman and a Voice, meeting. 

Ram. I know you well, and you know me ; your 
name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. 1 am a Roman ; and my services are, as 
you are, against tliem : Know you me yet ? 

Vol. Nicanor? No. 

Rom. The same, sir. 

Vol You had more l»rard, when I last saw yon; 
but your favour 7 is well apjxarrd by your tongue. 
, What's the news in Rome ? I have a note from the 

I! (6) Mean cunning. (7) Countenance. 
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Volscian state, to find you' out there : You have 
Will saved me a day's journey. 

Horn. There hath been in name strange insur- 
rection : the people against the senators, patricians, 
and nobles. 

foL Hath been! Is it ended then? Our state 
thinks not so ; they are in 8 most warlike prepara- 
tion, and hope to come upon them in tlic heat of 
their division. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small 
thine would make it flame ajrain. For the nobles 
receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy 
Coriolnnu*, that they are in a ripe aptness, to take 
all power from the people, and to pluck from them 
their tribunes for ever. This lies glowing, I can 
tell you, and is almost mature for the violent break- 
ing' out. 

Vol. Coriolanus banished ? 

Rom. Banished, sir. 

Vol You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Rom. The dsw serves well for tbem now. I have 
beard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man's 
wife, is when she's fallen out with her husband. 
Your noble Tullus Aufidius will appear well in 
these wars, liis great opposer, Coriolanus, being 
now in no request of has country. 

FoL He cannot choose. 1 am most fortunate, 
thus accidentally to encounter you : You have 
ended my business, and I will merrily accompany 
you home, 

Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell you 
most strange things from Rome; all tending to the 
good of their adversaries. Have you an army 
ready, say you ? 

Vol A most royal one: the centurions, and 
their charges, distinctly billeted, already m the 
entertainment, 1 and to be on foot at an hour's 
warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and 
am the man, I think, that shall set them in present 
action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad 
of your company. 

PoL You take my part from me, sir ; I have the 
most cause to be glau of yours. 

Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt. 

SCENE /T.— AntiunL Before A ufidius's Aouse. 
Enter Coriolanus, t* mean apparel, disguised 
and muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : City, 
Tin 1 that made thy widows ; many an heir 
Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not ; 
Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen. 

In puny battle slay me. — Save you, sir. 

Cit. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lie* : Is he in Antium? 

Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 
At his house this night 

Cor. Which is his house, 'beseech you ? 

Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor. Tbauk you, sir; farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 
O, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends uow fast 

sworn, 
Whose double bo*om5 seem to wear one heart, 
Whose hours, wliose bed, whose meal, and exercise, 

(1) In pay. (2) A small coin. 

(3) Having derived that name from Corioli. 



Are still together, who twin, as 'twere, in love 

Inseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissension of a doit, 3 break out 

To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their 

sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 

friends, 
And interjoio their issues. So with me : — 
Mv birth-place hate I, and my love's upon 
Tni$ enemy town. — I'll enter : if he slay me, 
Ho docs fair justice ; if he give me way, 
I'll do his country service. [Exit. 

SCEJYE F.— The same. A hall in AufioWs 
home. Music within. Enter a Servant 

Serv. Wine, wine, wine! What service is here? 
I mink our follows are asleep. [Exit. 

Enter another Servant 

% Serv. Where's Cotus? my master calls for him. 
Cotus ! [Exit. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Cos*. A goodly house : the feast smells well : 
but I 
Appear not like a guest 

Re-enter the first Servant 

1 Sen. What would you have, friend ? Whence 
are you? Here's no place for you : Pray, go to the 
door. 

Cor. I have deserv'd no better entertainment. 
In being Coriolanus.' 

Re-enter second Servant. 

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir ? Has the porter 
his eyes in his bead, that he gives entrance to such 
companions .* Pray, get you out 

Cor. Away! 

2 Serv. Away ? Get you away. 

Cor. Now thou art troublesome. 

2 Serv. Are you so brave ? Ill have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him. 

3 Serv. What fellow's this ? 

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I 
cannot get him out o'thc house : Pr'y thee, call my 
master to him. 

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray 
you, avoid the liouse. 

Cor. Let mc but stand; I will not hurt your 
hearth. 

3 Serv. What are you ? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Sere. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so 1 am. 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station ; hero's no place for you ; pray you, 
avoid: come. 

Car. Follow your function, go ! 
And kitten* on cold bits. f Pushes hwi awai,. 

o .SVi-r. What will you not ? Pr'yimv, tell my 
mu«ter what a strange guest he has here. 

2 frrt*. Audi >h»ll. (Eiil. 

3 Serv. Where dwelled thou ? 
Cor. I'nder ilie canopy. 
3 S*rv. I'uder the canopy ? 
CV>#\ A\. 
3.SVri\"WhrivSthat? 
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Oar. I'the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. I'the city of kites and crows ? — What an 
it is ! — Then thou dwellest with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How, sir ! Do you meddle with my 
master? 

Cor. Ay ; 'tis an honester service than to meddle 
with thy mistress : 

Thou prat'st, and prat'st ; serve with thy trencher, 
hence ! [Beats him away. 

Enter Aufidius and (he second Servant. 

Auf Where it this fellow? 

2 Serv. Here, sir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, 
bat for disturbing the lord* within. 

Auf Whence comest thou ? what wouldest thou? 
Thy name? 
Why speak'st not? Speak, man : What's thy name ? 

Cbr. If, Tullus, [Unmuffling. 

Not yet thou know'st me, and seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 

Auf. What is thy name ? 

f Servants retire. 

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians* ears, 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what's thy name ? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't ; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou show'st a noble vessel : What's thy name ? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : Know'st thou 
me yet ? 

Auf. I know thee not : — Thy name ? 

Cor. My name isCaius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus : The painful service, 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory, 1 
And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou should'st bear me : only that name re- 
mains; 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest ; 
And suffered me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath Drought me to thy hearth ; Not out of nope, 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the men i'the world 
I would have 'voided thee : But in mere spite, 
To be full quit of those my banishers, 
Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak 2 in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maim* 3 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 

straight, 
And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 
Against my canker'd country with the spleen 
Of all the under 4 fiend*. But if so be 
Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, I also am 
Longer to live most weary, and present 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would show thee but a fool ; 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 

(1) Memorial. (2) Resentment. (3) Injuries. 
(•I) Infernal. 
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It be to do thee service. 

Auf O, Marcius, Ma re his, 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my 

heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and say, 
'Tis true; I'd not believe them more than thee, 
All-noble Mnrcius. — O, let me twine 
Mine arms about that bodv, where against 
My grained ash a hundred limes hath broke, 
And scar'd the moon with .splinters! Here I clip* 
The anvil of my word ; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 
I lov'd the maid 1 married ; never man 
Sigh'd truer breath : but that I sec thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! more donees my rapt heart, 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Best ride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thee. 
We have a power on foot ; and I had Durpose 
Of ice more to hew thy target from thy brawn,* 
Or lose mine arm for'"t : Thou hut bent me oof 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dream't of encounters 'twixt thyself and me; 
We have been down together in my sleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Mar* 

cius, 
Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banish'd, we would muster all 
From twelve to seventy ; 8 and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'er-bcat. O, come, go in, 
And take our friendly senators by the hands ; 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd against your territories, 
Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor. You bless me, gods ! 

Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission ; and set down, — 
As best thou art expericne'd, since thou know'st 
Thy country's strength and weakness, — thine own 

ways : 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome; 
Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 
Let me commend thee first to tho«e, that shall 
Say, yea, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! Most 
welcome ! [Exeunt Cor. and Auf 

1 Serv. [Advancing.] Here's estrange alteration! 

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have 
strucken him witn a cudgel; and yet my mind gave 
me, his clothes made a false report of nim. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has ! He turned me 
about with his finger and his thumb, as one would 
set up a top. 

2 &»r». Nay, I knew by his face that there was 
something in dim : He had, sir, a kind of face, me- 
thought, — 1 cannot tell how to term it 

1 Serv. He had so : looking as it were,— 
'Would I were hanged, but I thought tliere wn 
more in him than I could think. 

2 Serv. So did I, I'll be sworn : He is simply the 
rarest man i'the world. 

1 Serv. I think, he is : but a greater soldier that 
he, you wot 9 one. 

2 Serv. Who? my master ? 



(S) Embrace. 
(8) Years of age. 
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1 8erv. Nay, it's no matter for tliat. 

2 Scrv. Worth six of him. 

1 Scrv. Nay, i»ot so nrithcr ; but I take liini to be 
the greater soldier. 

2 Scrv. 'Faith, look you, one ennnot fell liow to 
•ay that : for tlie defence of a town, our general is 
excellent. 

1 Scrv. Ay, and for an assault too. 

Re-enter third Servant 

3 Sen). O, sluves, I can tell you news; news, 
you rascals. 

1. 2. Serv. What, what, what? let's partake 

3 Scrv. I would not be a Roman, of all nations; 
I had as lieve lie a condemned man. 

1.2. Serv. Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Serv. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack 
oar general, — Caius Marcius. 

1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general ? 
3 Serv. 1 do not say, thwack our general ; but 

he was always good enough for him. 

2 Serv. Come, we are fellows, and friends : lie 
was ever too hard for him ; I have Iteard him say 
so himself 

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to say 
the truth on't : before Corioli, he scotclied him and 
notched him like a rarlionado. 1 

2 Sero. An he had been ranniliaHy given, he 
might have broil* d and eaten him too. 

1 Serv. But, more of thy news ? 

3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, a* 
if he were son and heir to Mars : set at upper end 
o'the table : no question asked him by anv of tlie 
senators, but they stand bald before him : Our gen- 
eral himself makes a mistress of him ; sanctifies 
himself with's hand, and turns up the white o'the 
eye to his discourse. But the bottom of the news 
is, our general is cut i'the middle, and but one half 
of what he was yesterday ; for the otlicr has half, 
by the entreaty and grant of tlie whole table. He'll 
go, he says, and sowlc 3 tlie jx>rter of Home gates 
by the ears : He will mow down all before him, 
and leave his passage polled. 1 

2 Serv. And he's as like to do't, as any man I 
can imagine. 

3 Serv. Do't ? he will do't : For, look you, sir, he 
has as many friends as enemies : which mend*, sir, 
(as it were,) durst not (look you, sir,) show them- 
selves (as we term it,) his friends, whilst he's in 
di rectitude. 

1 Serv. Directitude .' what's that ? 

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, 4 they will out of their 
burrows, like coneys after rain, and revel all with 
him. 

1 Serv. But when goes this forward ? 

3 Serv. To-morrow; to-day, presently. You shall 
have the dram arrack up this afternoon : 'tis, as it 
were, a parcel* of their feast, and to be executed 
ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world 
again. This peace is nothing, but to rust iron, in- 
crease tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv. Let mc have war, say I ; it exceeds peace, 
M far as day docs night ; it's sprightly, waking, 
audible, and full of vent. 6 Peace is a very apo- 
plexy, lethargy; mulled/ deaf, sleepy, insensible; 
a getter of mora bastard children, than war's a dc- 
atroyar of men. 

9 Serv. *Tis so : and as war, in some sort, may 
be nid to be a ravisher ; so it cannot be deiiicu, 

(1) Meat cut across to be broiled. 
(Z) Pull. (3) Cut clear. 



but peace is a great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Srrv. Keason ; Because they then less need 
one another. The ware, for my money. I liope 
to sec Romans as rheap as Volscians. They are 
rising, they arc rising. 

AIL In, in, in, in. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VL— Rome. A public place. Enter 
Skinius and Brutu». 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear 
him ; 
His remedies are tame i'the present peace 
A ud quietness o'lhe people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blus-h, that the world goe*. well ; who rather had. 
Though they themselves did suflcr by't, tehold 
Disscntious nuiiil>ers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradcMncn singing in their shops, and going 
About their function* friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We stood to't in good time. Is this M«- 

ncnitis ? 
Sir. 'Ti* lie, 'tis he : O, he is grown most kind 
Of late— Hail, sir! 
Mm. Hail to you both ! 

Sic. Your Coriolanus, sir, is not much miss'd, 
But with his frieuds; the commonwealth doth 

stand ; 
And so would do, were he more angrj at it. 
Men. All's well ; and might have been much 
better, if 
He could have temporii'd. 
Sir. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing ; bis mother and his 
wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citiicns. 

Cit. The gods preserve you both ! 

.Sir. " Good-e'en, our neighbours. 

Bru. Good-e'en to you all, good-e'en to you all. 

1 Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on our 
knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic. Live, and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbour*: we wish'd 
Coriolunus 
Had lov'd you as we did. 

Cit. Now tlie gods keep you ! 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. [Exe. Citizens. 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when these fellows ran ubout the streets. 
Crying, Confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 

A worthy oftVer i'the war; l>ut insolent, 
O'ercome wilh pride, ambitious past all thinking, 
Self-loving, 

Sic. And affix ting one sole throne, 

Without assistance. 8 

Men. I think not so. 

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth conMil, found it so, 

Bru. Tlie gi * Is have, well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enkr jEdile. 

Midi . Worthy tribunes, 

Tliere is a s>lave, whom we have put in prison. 
Reports, — the Voices with two several powers 

(A) Vigour. (5) Part. (t») Rumour 
I (7) Sortcnrd. f«) Suffrage. 
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Are entered in the Raman territories ; 
And wilh the dccjxvst malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before them. 

Men. 'Ti* Auudins, 

Who, faring of our Marcius' bani»luncnl t 
Thrusts forth his hunts again into Uic world : 
Which were iushell'd, wheu Marcius stood 1 tor 

Rome, 
And durst not once peep out 

Sic. Come, what talk you 

Of Marcius? 

Bru. Go sec this rumourer whipp'd. — It cannot 
be, 
The Voice* dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot be ! 

We have record, that very well it can ; 
And three example:) of llie like have Ijern 
Within my age. But reason 2 with tlie fellow, 
Before you punish him, where he heard (his : 
Lest you should chance to whip your iiifortnatkxi, 
And beat (lie messenger who bias beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic Tell not mr : 

I know, this cannot be. 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ales. The nobles, in great earnestness, are going 
All to the »enati>house : some news is come, 
That turns 3 their countenances. 

Sic. 'Tis this slave; — 

Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes: — his raising ! 
Nothing but his report ! 

Mess. Yes, worthy sir, 

The slave's report is seconded ; and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many moutlis 
( How probable, I do not know,) that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainst Rome; 
And vows revenge as spacious, as between 
The yoong'st and oldest tiling. 

Sic. This is most likely ! 

Bru. RaiVd only, that the weaker sort may wish 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely : 
He and Aufidius can no more atone, 4 
Than violcntest contrariety. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. You arc sent for to the senate : 
A fearful army, lod by Caius Marcius, 
Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already 
OYrhomc their way, cousum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 

Enter Cominius. 
Com. O, you have made good work ! 
Men. What news ? what news ? 

Com. You liave holp to ravish your own 
daughters, and 
To melt tlie city leads upon your pates ; 

To see your wives dishonour'd to your noses ; 

Men. What's the news ? what's tlie news ? 
Com. Your temples burned in their cement ; and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 4 

Men. Tray now, your news? — 

You have made fair work, 1 fear mc . — Pray, your 
news? 

(1 ) Stood up in its defence. (2) Talk. 
(3) Changes. (4) Unite. 



If Marcius should be join'd with Volscians,- 

Com. If! 

He is (lu'ir god ; lie leads them like a thing 
Made by some oilier d«-ity than nature, 
That s1ih|m-* man better : and they follow him, 
Against us brats, with no lefa* confidence, 
Than boys pursuing summer butk-rtlios, 
Or butclicr* killing flies. 

Men, You have made good work, 

You, and your apron men; you that stood so much 
Upon tlie voice of occupation, 6 and 
The breath of garlic-eaters ! 

Com. He will shake 

Your Rome about your cars. 

Men. As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit -. You have made lair 
work! 

Bru. Rut is this true, sir ? 

Com. Ay ; and you'll look pale 

Before von find it other. All tlie regions 
IX) smifiugly revolt; 7 and, who rcswt, 
Are only mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
And perish constant fouls. Who ist can blame him ? 
Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men. We arc all undone, unless 
Tlie noble man have mercy. 

Coin. Who shall ask it ? 

The tribunes cannot do't for shame ; the jitople 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 
Does ot' tlie shepltcrds : for his best friends, if tlwy 
Should say, Be good to Rome, they tliarg'd him 

even 
As those should do that had deoerv'd his hate, 
And therein sliow'd Like enemies. 

Men. 'Tis true : 

If lie were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not tlie face 
To say, 'Btseech you, cease: — You liave made fan- 
hands, 
You, and your crails ! you have crafted fair ! 

Com. You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

7Vi. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How ! Was it we ? Wc lov'd him ; but, 
like leasts, 
And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clusters, 
Who did hoot him out o'tlic city. 

Com. But, 1 fear, 

They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The second name of jnen, oU:ys his point* 
As if lie were his officer : — IV>|)eration 
Is all the ]x>licy, strength, and defence* 
That Koine can make against them. 

Enter a troop of Citizens. 

Men. Here come the clusters. — 

And is Aufidius with him? — You are they 
Tlmt made tlie air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in liooting at 
(kmo)anus' exile. Now he's coming ; 
And not a hair upon a soldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip; as many coxcombs, 
As vou threw caps up, will he tumble down. 
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter ; 
If he could burn ua all into one coal, 
We liave deserv'd it. 

Cit. 'Faith, we hear fearful news. 

I Cit. For mine own part 

WIh-u I said, Banish him, I said, 'twas pity. 

(5) A small round hole : an augre is a carpen- 
ter's tool. 

(6) Mechanic j. ('7) Revolt with pleasure, 
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XL And k> did I. 

Jit. And so did I : and, to My the truth, so 
reryraany of w>: That we did, vre did lor 
jest: ami though we willingly consented tohi* 
shment, yet it w;i- agaiiitt our will. 
km. You uic goc»dly things, you \ok-c* ! 
tfea. You haw- m;i< li- 

ed work, yoii and jour cry M — Shall us to the 

Capitol ? 
Com. O, ny ; what cl*e ? [Exr. Com. am/ Men.; 
Sic. (io, masters, get you home, be not dii»may 'd ; 
he.se bit ii side, that would be glad to have 
lus true, whii.h thev mi seem to tear. Go home, 
ind show no siirn til fear. 

1 C»Y. The jmhIs U; good to us! Come, master*, 
ct's home. I <-\ it said, we were i'the wrong, when 
we hanislicd him. 

2 Cit. Sj did wc all. But come, left home. 

[Exeunt Citizen*. 
Bru. I do nut like this newt. 
■Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol :— 'Would, half my 
wealth 
Would buy thi> fur a lie ! 
Sic. Pray i let us go. [Exeunt. 

SCRXE VII.— A camp ; at a small Jistanecfrvm 
Rome Kntcr Aundius 1 , and his Lieutenant. 

Jluf. I)o tlie.y Mill fly to the Roman? 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in him; but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks nt Hid ; 
And you are darken'd in this action, sir, 
Even by \ our own. 

AvJ. I cannot h« Ip it now ; 

Unle.**, by using means, 1 lame the foot 
Of our design. He. bean himself more proudlier 
Kven to my person, than I thought lie would, 
When first I did embrace him : Vet his nature 
In that's no chitngcling ; and I mu.-t excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yri I wish, sir 

I mean for your particular,) jou hail not 
oin'd in commission with him : but ciihu r 
Had borne tlie action of youix.lt", or else. 
To him had left it yole.lv. 

Avf. I understand thee well ; and be thou sure, 
When he shall come to his account, he knows not! 
What I can urge against him. Although it seems, 
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulvar eye, that lie bears all tilings fairly. 
And shows food husbandry for the Yolacian slate; 
Fights dragon-like, and d(ie> achieve as soon 
As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which shall break liis neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he'll earn 
Rome? 

Avf. All places yield to him ere he sit* down ; 
And the nobility o£ Rome are his ; 
The senators, and patrician*, love him too : 
The tribunes arc no soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as liastv 
To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to Rome, 
As is trie osprey 9 to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First lie was 
A noble servant to them ; but lie could not 
Carry hi* honours even : whether 'twas pride, 
Whichiout of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgment, 

(1) Pack, alluding to a pack of hounds. 

(Sn An eagle that preys on fish. 

(3) Helmet (4) The chair of civil authority. 
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I To fail in trie di»po*ing of Un*c chances 
] Which he was lord of; or whether nature, 
. Mot to be other than one thin;:, not moving 
From the cat' jiit ^ to the cushion, 4 but cunimanding 
peace 

E\en with the; mine ausfciitv and «a:b 
As lie controllM the war; but, (.tie m tl:<-ae 
(A- lie hath spite? of thtm all, not all,'' 1 
For I dare to far t'rre him,} inadi- him U ai'd, 
So hated, and to banish'd : Hut he ha* a merit, 
To choke it in the utterance. Si our virtue* 
Lie in the interpretation of the time : 
And (lower, unto itself most comnu udable, 
Hath not a tomb si evident as a chair 
To extol what it ha ill done. 
One fire drives out one rue : one nail, one nail : 
Rights by right* fouler, slit -nglha by sti* nuth? do fail. 
Conic, let's away. When, Caiu», Rome is thine, 
Thou art poor'st of all ; then >hortl\ art i)k>u mine. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCF„YE /.—Rome. A public place. Entir 
McJM-niu*,( 'oiiniiius, Sic inius, Brutu*>,nwi uthrrs. 

Men. No, I'll not go : you hear, what he hath said, 
Which wai> sometime his general ; who lov'd him 
In a most dear particular. He callM me, falhei : 
Rut whato'that ? (io, you that banish'd him, 
A mile before hi< lent fall down, and kneel 
The way into his mercv: Nay, if lie roy'd* 
To he ar Comiuiu* speak, I'll ket p at home. 

Com. He would not seem to know inc. 

Men. Do yon hear? 

Cum. Yet one lime he did call me by my name : 
I iirg'd our old a< (iu:iintani*e, and the drojw 
That we have bled together, ("oriolamis 
He would not answer to : fnrtatd all names ; 
He wa» a kind of* nothing, titleless 
Till he had fi-rg'd himself a name i'the fire 
Of Imiiiiiu; Rome. 

.Men. Why, so ; you have made good work : 
A pair of tribunes that have rack'd 7 for Rome, 
To make coals cheap : A noble memory !* 

dm. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was less exjiected : lie replied, 
It was a bare petition of a state 
To one wliom the)" had puni^hM. 

Men. Very well : 

Could he say less ? 

Com. I oller'd to awaken his regard 
For hi> private friends: His answer to me was, 
He tmild not May to pick them in a pile 
Of noi>oriie, ninety chart": He said, 'twa* folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave un burnt, 
And Mill to noro the otlence. 

.■1/in. For one poor grain 

Or two? I am one of those ; his mother, wile. 
His child, and this brave fellow too, we ai e the giuin 
You an* the mu>tv chat)'; and you are smell 
Altove. the iihkiii : We mu»t N» burnt for you. 

.SVf. Nay, pray, be patient : If you refu*e your 
In this mi nevt r-needed help, yet do not 
I pbr.ud us with our dintre&s. Rut, sure, if yo 
W ould be your country's pleader, your good tuo' 
More than the instant army we can make, 
i\li»ht <top our countiynmn. 

Mai. No; FU not me 

■"'5) Not all in their full extent. 
(fi) CondeK ended unwillingly. 
(7) Harassed by exactions. (8)Mf«r 
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Sic I prey to*, go to fain. 
Men. What should I do? 

BrtL Only make trial what jour love can do 
For Rome towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and say that Marchn 

Return me, as Comintos is return'd, 
Unheard ; what then? — 
Rut as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his onkindness? Say't be so? 

Sic. Yet your good will 

Must have that thanksfrom Rome, after the measure 
As vou intended well. 

Men. I'll undertake it. 

I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well ; he had not din'd : 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff'd 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and ft«ding, *ve have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts: therefore I'll watch 

him 
Till he be dieted to my request, 
And then I'll set upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into bis kindness, 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him, 

Speed how it will. I shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. [ExtL 

Com. He'll never hear him. 

Sic. Not? 

Com. I tell vou, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as '(would burn Rome ; and nis injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him ; 
Twas very faintly he said, Rise ; dismiss'd me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do, 
He sent in writing after me ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 
So, that all hope is vain, 
Unless his noble mother, and his wife ; 
Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 
For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's hence, 
And with our fair entreaties haste them on. [Exe. 

8CEJVE II.— An advanced pad of the Volscian 
camp before Rome. The Guard at their sta- 
tions. Enter to them, Menenius. 

1 G. Stay : Whence are you ? 

2 G. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men ; 'tis well : But, by 

your leave, 
I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G. From whence? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 6. You mar not pass, you must return: our 

general 
Will no more hear from thence. 

2 G. You'll see your Rome embrae'd with fire, 

before 
You'll speak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my friends, 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots 1 to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears : it is Menenius. 

1 G. Beitso; go back: the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy general is my lover : 3 I have been 
The book of his good acts, whence men have read 



(1) Prises. 
(3) Proved to. 



(2) Friend. 
(4) Truth. (5) Deceitful. 



His fame unparallel'd, haply, amplified ; 
For I have ever verified 1 my friends 
(Of whom he's chieQ with all the size that verity* 
Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes. 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle 6 ground, 
I have tumbled past the throw ; and in his praise 
Have, almost, stamp'd the leasing : fl Therefore, fel- 
low, 
I must have leave to oass. 

1 G. 'Faith, sir, it you had told as many lies in 
his behalf, as you have uttered words in your own, 
you should not pass here : no, though it were as 
virtuous to lie, as to live chastely. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. fVvthee, fellow, remember my name is 
Menenius, always factionary on the party of your 
general. 

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar (as 
you say, you have,) I am one that, telling true 
under him, must say, you cannot pass. Therefore, 
go back. 

Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell? fori would 
not speak with him till after dinner. 
1 G. You are a Roman, are you ? 
Men. I am as thy general is. 

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have pushed out your gates 
the very defender of them, and, in a violent popu- 
lar ignorance, given your enemy your shield, think 
to front his revenges with the easy groans of old 
women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or 
with the palsied intercession of such a decayed do- 
tan t 7 as you seem to be ? Can you think to blow out 
the intended fire your city is ready to Hume in, with 
such weak breath as this? No, you are deceived ; 
Therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for your 
execution : you arc condemned, our general has 
swom you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were l>erc, 
he would use me with estimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not 
Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general care* not for you. Back, I miv, 
go, lest I let forth your half pint of blood ; — back, 
— that's the utmost of your having : — back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, 

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the matter? 

Men. Now, you companion, 8 I'll say an errand 
for you ; you shall know now that I am in estima- 
tion; you shall perceive that a Jack** guardant 
cannot office me from my son Coriolanus : guess 
but by my entertainment with him, if thou stand's! 
not i the state of hanging, or some death more 
long in spectatorship,and crueller in suffering* be- 
hold now presently, and swoon for what's to come 
upon thee. — The glorious gods sit in hourly synod 
about thy particular prosperity, and love thee no 
worse than thy old father Menenius does ! O, ray 
son ! my son ! thou art preparing fire for us ; look 
thee, here's water to quench it. I was hardly 
moved to come to thee ; but being assured, none 
but myself could move thee, I have been blown 
out of your gates with sighs ; and conjure thee to 
pardon Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen. 
The good gods assuage thy wrath, and turn the 
dregs of it upon this varlct tare; this, who, like a 
block, hath denied my access to thee. 

Cor. Away! 

Men. How ! away ? 



(6) Lie. 

(9) Jack in office. 



(?) Dotard. (8) Fellow. 
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Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My aflairs 
Arc scrvanted to others : Tlwugh 1 owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volscian breasts. That we have been familiar, 
liigratc forgrfmlness shall |)oison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, be pone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates again*! in) force. Yet, lor 1 1 lov'd thee, 
Take thiy along ; I writ it for thy sake, 

[Gives a letter. 
Ami would have pent it. Another word, Menenius, 
1 will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my Ivlovcd in Rome : yet thou behold'st 

Jlttf. You keep a constant tem)>er. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidiu*. 

1 G. Now, sir, if your name Menrmut? 

2G. 'Tis a sjiell, you sce,of much power: You 
know the way home again. 

1 G. J3o you hear how we are shent 2 for keeping 
your greatness lxick ? 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to swoon ? 

Men. I neither care (bribe world, nor yonr gene- 
ral : for such things as you, I can scarce think there 's 
any, you are so slight, lie that hath a will to die 
by himself, fears it not from another. Let your 
general do his wont. For you, be that you are, 
long ; and your misery increase with your age ! 1 
siy to you, as 1 was Miid to, Away ! [Exit. 

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the 
rock, tlie oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Ill—The tent of Coriolanus. Enter 
Coriolanus, Aufidius, and others. 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our liost. — Mv partner in this actum, 
You must report to the Volscian lords, how plainly 3 
I have borne this business. 

Jluf. Only their ends 

You have respected; stopp'd your cars against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought tucin sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 

Whom with a crack'd heart I have sent to Kotnc, 
LovM me above the measure of a father; 
Nay, godded me, indited. Their latest refuge, 
Was to send him : for whose old love, I have 
(Though I show'd sourly to liim,) once more offer'd 
The first conditions, which they did refuse 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more ; a very little 
I have yielded too : Fresh embassies, and suits, 
Nor from the state, nor private friends, hereafter 

W r ill I lend ear to. Ha! what about is this? 

[Shout within. 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same tunc 'tis made ? I will noL — 

Enter in mourning habits, Virgilia, Voluumia, 
leading young Marcius, Valeria, And attendunts. 

Mv wife comes foremost; then the honour'd mould 

Wherein this trunk wai fmrn'd, and in her hand 

The grand-child to her blood. Rut, out, aflcctiou ! 

All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 

I*t it be virtuous, to be obstinate. 

What is that curt'sy worth ? or tho-e doves' eves, 

Which can make god* forworn ? — 1 melt, uiul am 

not 
Of stronger earih than other*. — My mothci bows ; 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 

(l)Decau-e. (J) Reprimanded ,3; Openlv. 
(4) A young goo*:. 



In supplication nod : and my youn^ boy 
1 lath an aspect of intercession, which 
(Jreat nature cries, Deny not— \m\ the Voices 
Hough Rome, and harrow Italy ; 1*11 never 
Lie such a gosling 1 to obey in*tinct ; but stand, 
As if a man were author of himself, 
And knew no otluir kin. 

I 'ir. My lord and hii>band ! 

Cor. These eyes arc not the same I wore in Rome. 

fir. The sorrow, that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think so. 

Cor. Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot mv part, and I am out, 
Kven to a full disgrace. Rest of iny flesli, 
Fougivc my U ninny ; but do not say, 
For that, Forgive our Romans. — O, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 
Now by the jealous queen* of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er since. — You god*! I prate, 
And tlie most noble mothar of the world 
Leave unsalutcd : Sink, my knee i'thc earth ; 

[Kneels 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

Vol. O, stand up bless'd 

Whilst, with no softer cushion tlian the flint, 
I kneel U-1'ore thee ; ami improperly 
Show duly, as mistaken all the while 
Lietwecn the child and parent. [Kneels. 

Cor. What is this? 

Your knees to me ? to your corrected son ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry bearh 
Fillip the stars; then let the mutinous wiiuls 
Strike the proud cedars 'gainst the fiery sun ; 
Murd'ring imiiossibiliiy, to make 
What cannot uc, slight work. 

Vol. Thou art my warrioi ; 

1 holp to frame th<v. IX> you know this lad* ? 

Cor. The noble filter of I'uhlkola, 
The moon of Rome ; chaste as tlie icicle, 
That's curded bv the fn»st from purest snow, 
Ami hanu> on Dian's temple : Dear Valeria ' 

l r ol. This is a poor ejwtome of yours, 
Which by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all yourself. 

Cor. Tlie god «>F soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, iiilurm 
Thy thoughts with noblem**; that (Ik mi inn) 'st prove 
To shame invulnerable, and stick i'thc wars 
Like a great sea-mark', standing c*ery llaw, G 
And saving those that c>c thee ! 

Vol. Your knee, sirrah. 

0»r. That'" my brave \x>\. 

Vol. Kvui he, jour wife, this lady, and myself, 
Are suitors to jou. 

0»r. I l>cscech vou, peace : 

Or, if you'd a»k, remember this liefore ; 
Tin- thing", I haw forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held by *ou d« nials. JHj not bid me 
I)i>mis.«my soldier.-^ or capitulate 
Auain with Home's mechanics: — Tell me not 
Wherein I seein unnatural : IV-ir*- not 
To allay my rage* and revenges, with 
Your i older reasons. 

/'«/. O, no more, no more ! 

You have said, you will not giant us any thing ; 
For we have nothing rise to ask, but that 
Whit li yon di u\ ah«;adv : Yet \v< will a»k ; 
That, if \«»ii tiiil in (Sir m|ii<.i>l, the blame 
May hany ii|nm your hanJne.-s: tlirrctbrt' heat us. 

(Jvr Auiidiu-. and you Vokes. mark; for we'll 



< »: .'iiuo. 



(»») (ju>t, btonn. 



Soou IF. 



CORIOLANUS. 



226 



Hear nought from Rome in private.— Your request? 
VoL Should wc bo silent and not speak, our rai- 
ment, 
And state of Ixxlics, would ljewray' what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are wc come hither : since that thy sight, which 

should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 

comforts, 
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and 

sorrow; 
Making the mother, wife, and child, tu «ec 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to ixx>r we, 
Thine enmity's most capital : thou barr'st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which i* a comfort 
Tliat all but we enjov : For how can we, 
Alas ! how can we lor our country pray, 
Whereto we are bound ; together with thy victory, 
Whereto wc are bound ? Alack ! or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse; or else thy person, 
Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win : for cither thou 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; 
And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son, 
I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 
These wars determine : 2 if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts, 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country, than to tread 
(Trust to't, thou shalt not,) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vir. Ay, and on mine, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy. He shall not tread on me ; 

I'll run away, till I am bigger, but then I'll fight 

Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman's face to see. 
I have sat too long. [Rising. 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn us, 
As poisonous of your honour : No; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Voices 
May say, This mercy we have showed ; the Romans, 
This toe received ; and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, Be blessed 
For making tip this peace! Thou know'st, great son, 
The end of war's uncertain ; but this certain, 
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 
Whose repetition will be doggM with curses ; 
Whose chronicle thus writ, — The man was noble, 
But with his last attempt he wip'd it out ; 
Destroy' d his country; and his name remains 
To the ensuing age, abhorr'd. Speak to me, son : 
Thou hast affected the fine strains* of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the god9 ; 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'the air, 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak ? 
Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ? — Daughter, speak you : 
He cares not for your weeping. — Speak thou, hoy : 
Perhaps, thy childishness will move him more 

(1) Betray. (2) Conclude. (3) The refinement*. 



Than can our reasons.— There is no man in the 

world 
More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i'thc stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Show'd thy dear mother any courtesy ; 
When she (poor hen !) fond: of no second brood, 
Has cluck'u thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request's unjust, 
And spurn rnc back : Rut, if it be not so, 
Thou art not honest; and the. god* will plague thee, 
That thou reslrain'st from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs. — He turn* away : 
Down, ladies; let us shame him with our knees. 
To his surname Coriolanus 'longs more pride, 
Than pity to our prayers. Down; an end : 
This is the last ; — So wc will home to Home, 
And die among our neighljours. — Nay, l>ehold us: 
This boy, that cannot tell wliat ho would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship, 
Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than them hast to deny't. — Come, let us go : 
This fellow had a Volscian to his mother; 
His wife is in Corioli, and his child 
Like him by chance : — Yet give us our despatch : 
I am hush'd until our city be afire, 
And then I'll speak a little. 

Cor. O mother, motlier ! 

[Holding Volunuiia f>y tin fiands, silent. 
What have yon done? Behold, the heaven* do ope, 
Tlie gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother ! O I 
You have won a happy victory to Rome : 
But, for your son, — believe it, O, believe it, 
Most dangerously you have with him prevail'd. 
If not most mortal to him. Rut, let it ct>me: — 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
I'll frame convenient pence. Now, good Aufidius 
Were you in my stead, say, would you luivc heard 
A mother less? or granted less, Aufulius? 

Jluf. I was mov'd withal. 

Cor. 1 dare he sworn, you were : 

And, Mir, it is no little thing, to make 
Mine, eyes to sweat compassion. Rut, good sir, 
What peace you'll make, advise me : For my jwrt, 
I'll not to Rome, I'll back with you ; and pray yon, 
Stand to me in this eau>c. — O motlier! wife! 

Avf. I am glad, thou hast set thy mercy and thy 
honour 
At difference in thee : out of that I'll work 
Myself a former fortune. \ Aside. 

[The Ladies make signs to Coriolanus. 

Cor. Ay, by and by ; 

[To Volumnia, Virgilia, 4r. 
But we will drink together ; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 
On like conditions, will have counter-seul'd. 
Come, enter with us. Ladies, you disserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 
Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IF.— Rome. A public place. Enter 
Meiiciiiu* and Sicinius. 

Men. See, you yond' coign 1 o'ihe Capitol: yond' 
corner-stone ? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Jtfin. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, uVre i> sonic hope the ladies of 
Rome, especially his mother, ma\ pivtail with him. 
But I say, there is no hop** m't : our throat* are 
sentenced, and stay'' u|mm execution. 



(4) Angle. 
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Sic. Is*! possible, that so abort t time cm aher 
the condition of a nan ? 

.*/«. There is difierencr between a grab, and a 
butterfly; yet toot butterfly was a grab. This Mar- 
cius isprown from man to dragon: he has wings; 
he's more than a creeping thing. 

Sir. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers 
hi* mother now, than an eif^ht year old horse. The 
tartness of his face sours ripe grapes. When he 
walk i4, ho moves like an engine, and the ground 
shrinks before hi* treading. Tie is able to pierce a 
corslet with hi* eye; talks like a knell, and Dishorn 
it a battery. He sits in his state, 1 as a thin* made 3 
for Alexander. What he bids be done, it finished 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god but 
•ternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

•Sir.' Yes, merer, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from turn : There is 
no more mercy in him, man mere is milk in a male 
tiger; that shall our poor city find : and all this is 
'lone; ofyou. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us ! 

Mm. No, in such a case the gods will not be 
good unto us. When we banished nim, we respect- 
ed not them : and, he returning to break our necks, 
tticy respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, if you'd save your life, fly to your 
house; 
The plebeians liave got your fellow-tribune, 
And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 
They'll give him death by inches. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sic. What's the news > 

Mess. Good news, good news ; — The ladies have 
prcvail'd; 
The Voices are dislodg'd, and Marcius gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain ? 

Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it ? 
Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark 
you ; 
[Trumpets and hautboys sounded, and drums 
beaten, all together. Shouting also within. 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 
Make the sun dance. Hark you ! 

[Shouting again. 
Men. This is good news : 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volunmia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 
A city full ; of tribunes, such as you, 
A sea and land full : You have pray'd well to-day ; 
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit Hark, how they joy ! 

[Shouting ana music. 
Sic. First, the gods bless you for their tidings : 
next, 
Accept my thankfulness. 

Mess. Sir. we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 
Sir. They are near the city ? 

(1) Chair of state. (2) To rc«emble. 
,3) Recall. (4) Gates. (5) Helped. 



Mm. Almost at point to enssr. 
Sic. We will meet them. 

And help the joy. [Going. 

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators, Patri- 
cians, and People. They pass over the stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome : 
Call all vour tribes together, praise the gods. 
And make triumphant fires ; strew flowers before 

them: 
Unahoat the noise that banish'd Marcius, 
Repeal 3 him with the welcome of his mother ; 
Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome ! — 

Jill. Welcome, ladies ! 

Welcome! [A flourish with drums and trumpets* 

[ExtunL 

SCEJVE V.— Antium. A public place. Enter 
Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here : 
Deliver them this paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons 1 ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it Him I accuse, 
The city-ports 4 by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge hiinself with words : Despatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

Enter three or four Conspirators of AufidiuV* 

faction. 

Most welcome ! 

1 Gem. How is it with our general .' 

Auf. Even so, 

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd. 
And with his charity slain. 

2 Con. Most noble sir, 
If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish'd us parties, we'll deliver yon 
Of vour great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell ; 

We must proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con, The people will remain uncertain, whilst 
'Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

Auf I know it ; 

And ray pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth : Who being so heightened, 
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery. 
Seducing so my friends : and, to this end, 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness, 
When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping, 

Auf. That I would have »poke of: 

Being banish'd for't, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife his throat : I took him ; 
Made him joint servant with me; gave him way 
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 
My best and freshest men ; serv'd hi* desigrtments 
In mine own person ; holp 5 to reap the fame, 
Whir.h he did end all his ; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last, 
I seem'd his follower, not partner; and 
He wa^'d me with his countenance,* as if 
I had IxH-n mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, mr lord : 

The army mnrvell'd at it. And, in the last. 
When he had carried Rome ; and that we tookM 

(♦J) Thought me rewarded with good look*. 
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For no less spoil, than glory, 

Avf There was il ;-— 

For which my sinews shall be stretch'd upon him. 
At a few drop* of women's rheum, 1 which arc 
As cheap as lie*, ho sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action ; Therefore shall ho die, 
And 1*11 renew me in hi* foil. But, hark ! 

[Drums and trumpets sound, with great 
shouts of the people. 

1 On. Your native town you entcr'd like a post, 
And hud no welcomes home ; but he returns, 
Splituug the air with noise. 

2 Con. And patient fools, 
Whose children he hath slain, their base throats 

tear, 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 
Ere he express himself, or move the people 
With what he. would say, let him feel your sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 
After your way his tale pronounced frliall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Avf Say no more ; 

Here come the lord*. 

Enter the IxmU of the city. 

fAtrds. You are most welcome home. 

Auf. 1 have not descrv'd if. 

But, worthy lords have you with heed peru^'d 
What I have written to you? 

[jtrds. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 

What faults he made before the la>t, I think, 
Mi? lit have found ea»\ fines : but there to end, 
Where lie was to liegin ; and give away 
The Im nefit of our levies, answering u* 
Willi our own charge;- making a treaty, where- 
There was a yielding ; This admits no cvum;. 

Auf. He approach's you -hall hear him. 

f'n/tf Coriolanus, with dntms and colours; a 
crowd of Citizens with htm. 

Cor. Hail, lords! I am return'dyour soldier; 
No iiK>re infeeted with my country's lo\c, 
Than when I parted hence, but still subsifrtine: 
f nder \ (Mir ureat command. Vou arc to know, 
Tim! pr»s|K:roiiMlv I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage, led your wars, eveu to 
The gates of Koine. Our spoils we have brought 

home, 
Do more tlian counterpoise, a full third part, 
The t barges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no le»s honour to the Antiates, 3 
Than shame to the Romans : And we here deliver, 
SulnrribM by the consuls and patricians, 
Together with the seal o'llic senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords ; 

Km tell the traitor, in the higliest degree 
He hath uhui»*d vour jxm'ers. 

Cor. Traitor f — How now ? 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Man -ins. 

Cor. Marcius ! 

Auf. Ay, Marc ins Caius Marcius; Dost thou 
think 
I'll grace uV>e with that robber}', thy stol*u name 
Coriolnnus, in Corioli ? — 
Vou lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has Ik tray'd your business, and given up, 
For certain drop* of bait, 4 your city Rome, 

(1) Tears. 

(2) Rewarding ns with our own expenses. 

(3) People of Antium. (4) Drops of lean 
VOL. if 



(I say, your city,) to 1ii9 wife and motlior : 
Break iug his oath and resolution, like 
A twi-t of rotten silk ; never admitting 
Counsel o'the war; but at his nurse's tears 
He whin'd and roar*d away your victory ; 
That page* blush'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at other. 

Cor. Hcar'st thou, Man ? 

Auf Name not the god, thou boy of tears, — 

Cor. Ha! 

Auf. No more. 5 

Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave ! — 
Pardon me, lords, 'tis the first time that ever 
I was fore'd to scold. Your judgments, my grave 

lords, 
Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impressed on him; that 

must bear 
My l>euting to his grave ;) shall join to thrust 
The lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voices ; men and (ads, 

Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! False hound ! 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 
That like an eagle in a do\e-cote, I 
I'lutter'd vour vui«es in Corioli : 
■None I did it.-- -Boy! 

Auf Why, noble lords, 

Will \ on be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was jour *hame, b) this unholy braggart, 
'Fore vour own eves and car* ? 

Cti/i. Let him die for't. 

\ Several speak at once. 

Cit. [Speaking promiscuously.] Tear him to 
pieces do it presently. He killed my son; — my 
daughter; — He killed my cousin Marcus; — He 
killed my father. — 

2 fjord. Peace, ho;— no outrage : — peace. 
The man is noble, and his fume folds in 
Thi?* orb o'the earth. 13 Hi-* la.«t offence to us 
Shall have judicious' liearing. — Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor. O.that I had him, 

With six Aufidiuses, or more, his lril)e, 
To use my lawful *word ! 
Auf. Insolent villain ! 

Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

[Aufidius and th< Conspirators draw, and 
kill ( -oriolanus, who falls, and Aufidius 
stand 1 } tm him. 
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 



Auf 
1 U 



\ord. O Tulhis,— 

l 2 Isord. Thou hast done a deed wliereat valour 

will weep. 
3 Lord. Tn:ad not upon him. — Matters all, l>e 
quiet ; 
Put up your swords, 
.'/i//! My loid-, vvht n you >hall know (as in litis 
r.ii;e, 
ProvnkM by him, ymi < -amuO the great danger 
Which tlii" m;in\ 'life, did owe vou, you'll ivjoicc 
That he. i< thin < tit oil. PI«m«m- it your honours 
To rail me to y«nii" vnat«', I'll deliver 
Myself ymu loyal st rvaut, or endure 
Vour heaviest censure. 

1 Txird. Bear from hence his body, 

And mourn )ou for him: let him be regarded 
As the most noble cor>e, that ever herald 
Did follow to his um. 

(. r i) No more than a boy of tears. 
c'6; His luiue overspread* the world. (7) Judicial. 
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1 Lord. Hit cum mmatience 

Takes from Aufidius & great port or blame 
Left make the best of it 

Avf. My ran it gone, 

And I am struck with sorrow.— Take him up : 
Help, three of the cmefett tokBen ; 111 be one.— 
Beat thou the drum, that it ipeak mournfully : 
Trail your steel pikes, — Though m this city he 
Hath widow'd and onchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he shall have a noble memory, t— 
* '* [Exeunt, bearing the body qf Coriolanus. 
A dead march sounded, 

(1) Memorial. 



The tragedy of Coriolairot is one of the moat 
amusing of our author's performances. The old 
man's merriment in Menenius; the lofty lady's dig- 
nity in Volumnia ; the bridal modesty in Virgilia ; 
the patrician and military haughtiness in Coriola- 
nus ; the plebeian malignity and tribunilian inso- 
lence in Brutus and Sicinius, make a very pleasing 
and interesting variety; and the various revolutions 
of the hero's fortune, fill the mind with anxious 
curiosity. Tlsere is, perhaps, too much bustle in 
the first act, and too httle in the last 
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ACT I. 

SCENE /.—Rome. .4 sfrerf. Enter Fhwius, 
Marullus, and a rabbU of Citizens. 

Flavins. 

HENCE-, home, yon idle creatures, get you 

home; 
lit this a holiday ? What ! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ouglil not walk, 
Upon a labouring (fay, without the sign 
Ot yonr profession .'—-Speak, what trade art thou? 

1 Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
Wl»at dost thou with thy best apparel on ?— 
You, sir ; what trade arc you ? 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, 
1 am hut, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? Answer roe di- 
rectly. 



2 Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to ret 
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make 
holiday, to see Caesar, and to rejoice in his 
triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 
he home? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 

things ! 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd op to walls and battlements. 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 
To see great Pomj>ey pass the streets of Rome 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have tou not made an universal shout, 
That Tybcr trembled underneath her banks, 
To hear the replication of your sounds, 



2 Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with I Made in her concave shores? 



;t safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender 
of foul Hull*. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty 
knave, wliat trade ? 

2 Oil. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be jiot out with 
me : yet, if )ou bo oat, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that ? Mend me, 
thou miucv fellow ? 

2 Cit. VVhy, sir, cobble you. 

Mac. Thou art a cobbler, art thou? 

2 C77. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with tlie 
awl : I meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor 
women's matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, 
a surgeon to old shoes ; whrn they are in great 
danger, I re-cover them. As proper men as ever 
trod upon neat's-leatlier, have gone upon my handy 
work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy hhop to-day? 
Why dost tbou lead these men about the streets ? 

(I) Rank. (2) Whether. 



And do you now put on your best attire? 
And do you now cull out a holiday ? 
And do you now strew flowers in his way, 
That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood ? 
Begone; 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the gods to intermit Uie plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 
Flao. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this 
fault, 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ;' 
Draw them to Tybcr banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do ki?* the mo«t exalted shore* of all. [Exe. Cit 
(lee, wheV their baseot metal be not roov'd ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 
This way will 1 : Diarobe the images, 
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 3 

(3) Honoraiy ornamenbi tokens of respect 
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Mar. May we do so .' 
You know, it is the. fea*t of Lupcrcal. 

Flat. It is no matter; lot no inures 
Be huitfg witli Ca?sar's trophies. I'll about, 
And drive away the vulgar frotn the street* : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
IVm; growing; feather* phick'd from Caesar's wing, 
Wilt make him fly an ordinary pilch ; ' 
Who else would soar above tne vit w of men, 
And keep us all in servile fcarfuhiess. [ Exeunt. 

SCEA'E II. -The same. A public place. Enter, 
in procession, with music, C'arsar ; Antony-, for 
the course : Calphurnia, Portia, Deems, Cicero, 
Brutus, Cu«sius, and Casca, m great crowd Jbl- 
lotving, among them a Soothsayer. 



Grs. Calphurnia, 
Casta. 

Grs. 



Peace, ho .' Caesar speak*. 
[Music ceases. 
Cttlj&uniia, — 



Cat Here, my lord. 

Gzs. Stand tou directly m Antonius' way, 
When he doth run his course. 1 — Antonius. 

Ant. Caesar, my lord. 

Grs. Forget not, in your speed, Antouius, 
To touch Calphurnia : for our elders say, 
The barren, touched in this holy chase, 
Shake off their steril curse. 

Ant. I shall remember : 

When Ca»sar rays, Do this, it is perfonn'd. 

Ow. Set on ; and leave no ceremony out. 

[Music. 

Sooth. Caesar. 

Grs. Hu! who calls? 

Casca. Bid every noise be still : — Peace yet again. 

[Music ceases. 

Cots. Who is it in the press, 2 that rails on me ? 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the mu*ic, 
Cry, Caesar : Speak ; C;osur is turu'd to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Gts. What man is that ? 

Bru. A soothsayer, bids you beware, the ides of 
March. 

On. Set him before me, let me see his face. 

Cos. Fellow, come from the throng : Look upon 
Caesar. 

Gats. What say f st thou to mc now ? Speak once 
again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Ctu. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him ; — pass. 
\ Sennet.* Exeunt all but Bra. and Cas. 

Cos. Will you go see the order of the course? 

Bru. Not I. 

Cas. I pray you, do. 

Bru. I am not gamesome : I do Jack some part 
Of that quick snint that is in Antony. 
' Let me not hinder, Cas&ius, your desires ; 
1*11 leave, you. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late : 
I have not from your eyes that gentleness, 
And show of love, as I was wont to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassius, 

Be not deceivM : if I have vciPd my look, 
1 turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 
Of late, with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 
Which give some soil, perhaps to my behaviours : 

fl) A ceremony observed at the feast of Luper- 
ttJuk 

(2) Crowd. (3) Flourish of instruments. 



Rut let not tlieicfure my £0od fnenuV be gnrv'd , 
I Among which number, Ch^mus!* >ou <>tu :; 
Nor construe any further mv m uleet, 
Than that poor Brutus, u il'li lnm>elf at war, 
Forgets the shew* of love to other men. 
Cos. Then, J?rutu>, I have much mistook youi 
passion, 4 
lly means wlK'rcof, this breast of mine hath buried 
'I noughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell mc, good Brutus, can you m:c your face? 

Bru. iSo,Ca>sius : for the eye sees not itself, 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cas. 'Tis just : 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Your bidden worthiness into jour eye, 
That you might sec your shadow. 1 have hoard, 
Where many <•( the In-st respect in Rome, 
(Ilxcept immortal Caesar,) speaking of Brutus 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wish'd that noble Brutu* had his eyes. 
Bru. Into what dangers wuuld you lead mr, 
Cassius, 
That you would linve me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepaid to licar 
And, since you know you cannot sec yourself 
So well as bv rellection, I, jour pjass, 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of j oun-elf which you yet know not of. 
And l>e not jealous of mc, gentle Brutus : 
Were 1 a < ominon laugher, or did use 
To stale* with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester ; if you know 
That f do fawn on men, and hug tliein hard, 
And after N^iudal them ; or if you know 
That I profi-v* myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold mc duugrmu*. 

[ flourish and shout. 
Bru. What means tins shouting ? 1 do fear, die 
people 
Choose Ca-sar for their king. 

Ciw. Ay, do you fear it ? 

Then must I think you would mil have* it so. 

Bru. I would not, Cassius; yet 1 love him well :— 
Rut wherefore do you hold me lierc so long ? 
What is it thut you would impart to me : 
If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honour in one ere, and death i'the other, 
And I will look on Loth indifferently : 
For, let tin? gods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear dentil. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour i* the subject of my story. — 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 
I was born free as Cjesar ; so were you : 
We Ixrth have fed as well ; and wc can both 
Endure tlie winter's cold, as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gust} 5 day, 
Tlie troubled Tyber ch:ifing with her shores, 
Caesar *aid to me, Dar'st thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry Jlood, 
And sirim to yonder point / Upon the word. 
Accoutre! as I was, 1 plunged in. 
And bade him follow : so, indeed, he did. 
Tlie torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it 
Willi lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 

(4) The. nature of your feeling. 
to) Alluic. (6> Windy. 
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And stemming it with liemrts of controversy. 
But »*re wo conld arrive die point proposM, 
C;i.*sir <r> 'J, Help mt t Cassias, or 1 sink. 
I, as ,'EuciH, Mir great ancestor, 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Am. hi** bear, so, from the waves of Ty bcr 
Diil I the tired Caesar : And this man 
Is now become u god ; anil CWiiu 19 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 
If Osir carelessly but nod on him. 
He had a fever when bo was in Spain, 
And, when the fit wm on him, I did mark 
How he did shale : 'tis true, this god did shake : 
His coward lips did from uVir colour llv ; 
A iid that same eye, w1k*c bend dnth awe tlie world, 
Did low his lustre : I did hear him groan : 
A v, and that tongue of his, that bude die Romans 
Mark him, and write hi? sp*«:. lies in their books, 
Alas ! it cried, Give me some drink, Tifinius, 
As a tick girl. Ye gods >t doth amaze ine, 
A man of such a feeble tetujjer' should 
So g« t the start of die majestic world, 
Aud bear the pahn ulonc. [Shout. Flourish. 
. Brv. Another general shout .' 
I do believe, that these applauds are 
For some new honours thut ore lienp'd on Gnwir. 
Cos. Why, man, he doth bestride the uurrow 
world, 
Tike a f < i1o*«iih ; nnd we jietty men 
Walk under hi* huge leg.*, nnd peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at .-.onie time are iiiaMcrs uf their fates : 
'Hih fault, dear Brutus, is not in our *tars, 
But in ourselves, that we nn> underling*. 
Brutus ami Cietur : What sliould "be in dial 

( 'a»sar? 
"Why should that name l>e founded more than yours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Smnd tliem, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh llicm, it is as heavy; conjure them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon "as (.Vesur. [Shout. 
IVow in the names of all the gods at once, 
l.'pou what meat doth this our Cassnr (iahI, 
That he is grown so great ? Age, thou art shamM: 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went tliere by an age, since the great Hood, 
But it wa* fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When i-uulcJ tliey say, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walk* ciiconipass'd but one man ? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 
When there is in it but one only man. 

! you and 1 have heard our fathers say, 
There was a Brutus 3 once, that would have brook'd 
Tlie eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 
As easily as a kinir. 

Rru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous; 
What vou would work me to, I liave wmio aim ;* 

1 low I have thought of this, and of these times, 
J shall recount hereafter; for this present, 
I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further mov'd. What "you have said, 
J will consider; what you have to say, 
I will with patience hear : and find a time 
Both meet to benr, and answer, nurh high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew* upon this ; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
Tlian to repute hinuelf a son of Rome 
l-ndcr lhe.*e hard conditions as thi» time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cos. 1 am glad, that in> weak words 
Have struck but this much'slknv of tiie tioiu Bi ulu-«, 






Re-enter Caesar, and his train. 



Rru. The prunes are done, and Caesar is returning. 
Cos. A* Uiey pass by, pluck Casou by the sleeve ; 
Ami he will, after his sour fashion, tell vou 
What liath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Rru. I will do so .—But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry $\*A doth glow on Ca«sai*s biow, 
And all the rest look like a chidden train : 
Calnhurnia's cheek is |>nle ; and Cicero 
Looks with sikh ferret* and such fiery cyo. 
As we have sreii him in the Capitol, 
Being ciosVd in eoniereiiee by some. m-ii;i tm-. 
Cos. CWa will tell us what the mailer is. 
Cccs. Antonius. 
Ant. C:c*ar. 

Cos. Let me have men about me that are fat ; 
.Sleek-headed men, and such as -leep n*uighl»: 
Yowl' Casaius has a lean aud liuu'rn l<»»k : 
He thinks too much : smh nun arc daui;erifu*>. 

Ant. Fear him not, Casir, he\ not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Cats. 'Would he were falter: — lint I ie.ar him not' 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
.So «k)U as that sj>are Cas>iu«. He reads much ; 
He is a great ubsenrr, and he looks 
(Juite thmugh lh. deeds of men: he Imp* no pint-, 
As tltou do>t, Antony ; he hears no music : 
Seldom he sniih s ; and smiles in Mich a sort, 
As if he mockM hiuiM'If, and .-cnrii'd his «piiit 
That could be movM to Muile at any tiling. 
Sii' h men as he l>e m vi-r at ln-artNV:i,e, " 
Whiles they behold a greati-r th:ui tin him l\e-. 
Aud then lore an- they veiy daii^ei»n«. 
I ndher tell th#i- what is to Ik- ft ar'd, 
Tlian what I fear, f>r ahv;i\.s I am <"a>ar. 
(\jine omny right hand, tor ihi^ ear is deaf, 
And tell in* truly ithal thou thinkNt of him. 

[ Exeunt C 'a'sar and his train. ( 'asca sto »:.; 
In hind. 
Owen. You pul I'd me by tlie cloak ; Would \mi 

sjxiik with inc. ? * 
Rru. Ay,Ca>ca ; tell us what liathchuiic'd to-ila\ , 
That Cicwir lr»oks mj sid. 

Casca. Why ynu weie with him, were \mi n<<f % 
Rrn. I shoiidl not then iiak C'six-u wlial halli 
chancM. 

Owen. Why, there wa-iarniwiiollurM him: :ui«l 
being oflerM him, he put it lit with the h.t« k uf lm 
hand, thus ; aud then the |K-o])le fell a sIkmiIui >- 

Rru. What wn^ the second noise for? 

Owca. Why, for that too. 

Cos. Tliey 'shouli d thrice; What was (In.- lu^t 



(1) Temperainciit, comtituiiou. 

(J) Lurius Junius Brutu*. y .i) r lUt » 



cr\ for ? 

Casca. \Vhy, for that too. 

Rru. Was ihe, crown offerM him thrice? 

Own. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by tluii « , 
every time "cutler than tin* other ; and at e\ery pul 
ling by, niine honest neighl»oui> slKXited. 

Cos. Who oflered him the crown ? 

Crura. Why, Antony. 

Rru. Tell us the m.irui'-r of it, gentle Ca-ea. 

Caica. I can as well be hanged, us tell the man- 
ner of it : it was nn-re foolery.' 1 did not nuuk it. 
I saw Mark Anli>uy tiller him a cmwn ; \et *t\va.s 
not a f-itnvn neither, 't»:i> urn- uf ilu>«- conme'i; 
--and, as I (old wm, he put it h\ nine; bm, ti>i 
:ill that, U.I my ihiiiMuu, h.- vvoulil lam | M \e h-id 
it. Then \w oil. -i d It to him «»i;;uil ; |hei| li, pn( 
it 'ny M.^ain but, i.i m> thiiikmg.hi: Haatti.) IimUi 

• 1 1 lliiiiini.i '« 
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to In ha finder 

ihinl limp; he iwt il IIh [lilnl linn: liy oil. 

hf nfin'tl il, die nitiblrna-ut hooted, and, hpi* 

ihrir ihoppnl luinds, ml threw up IhHr ma 

ni=hI-ni|B, mid uttered siiih « deid of -!u.i.i 

hnnih, Iwcauw (V™r R-l'nvtl thi: crown, ihni 

had K-nWrJC;™ - fur he iwuanrd, awl 1 

iWn ni il : Ami i.ir minn mm pan, 1 dnr«t i 
lnw;li, nriuar uf un iiiie my lips, end receiving I 

( ui Rui, Wl, I [ii-ny you : VVhM ? did Civ 

Cnsrn. He fi-11 down in the nvirket-pl(. n 



Whnnrsl fusru, we hare llie I'allmg-aicki,. -■ 

(lise*. I kiurw ii- it Hrloiivoa innui hyth luil. 
I urn Nir,Cuw fill down. If (he tug-rut. Monk 
lIhI ihii .-tap him, nnd hbc him, according ns he 
I .'.-ii-. 1 1, mill dLpk-ucd than, m Ihoy uaa lo d ' 
iduii-Ri in (Iks thi-alre, I anno true 1 ma 
^In.WUi.idhfvwhnhpcwncuuWhiiii 
Own. Marry, hr-farr- he felluown.wlirnh.. 
i i-iv'd the- mimmn Is-rd was glad he rcfu*- 
.n hi-fi, h.- jiIik kuliw ope hiidouulit, find id 

ili-nr 111- il.nt! ut.-An 1 hmd been a men u 

L.-i'iip.ijiii/J if [ iviKild mil have taken liim 
ii. ml, I w.mM I mMit k<'> liiln-IIiuiMiffttie 
- ;ui.l ,, («. i, ||. When he .aim- to himself » 
I. .-,„!, If Ih- had (kin.., m mid an. thing ami: 
ik-ind ll-H'ir Wfir-hilN l.i think il win hi* inliii 
Tim .■ ,.. flair wenebes, >Vif I stood, .rie,l. Alia, 
%wnl mini !— and fijiipiip linn wild all lln-irli. iri- 
Km thm-'< ■>■ hr»l lo lr lahni i/ them; ifCievu 
hml -tidaa .illicit imiihers, they would hair none 

Urn. And ofier that, he eaiw, lhu« and. ; 

»■■•: l>alViHW«ynnelUiu>> 

til..™. W, I. -,.*.. Ureek. 

c,.,. r.iiihjiiiiiivt? 

i ',i...-,.. !\',ii, mi 1 h-.ll iixi (hat, I'll ni' ■ 






-«..: Miimllu- whI Kbr 
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.-. Will Jim -op Hi ill me M-liu-lit, C'a-' i 



Omyi. Aj, if I In- nliie, 
del )valr dinner worth lile .nliiiR.' 

(',«. litul; I will npil vim. 

f.™»i. Ik.-.: r'arewell, f..|h. 

Hr«. WlMt ii Muni fillirw i- this 
I. u.;i. qui. k uHtlle, wlien In- Weill 

(lu. Sc. is lie i*«, in e veutiun 
H Uflmhlnrlii.bli. mir-i |iri-.-, 
'■ —"it In! |wl" ■«! ihi* iiiniv linn 
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'-'■" ' ijnii it, if nut will, 
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Thul iKible minds Wp ever with I 



■t wlsj so firm, that La 
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•hnuld not liuniour* inc. 1 will tliis nighi, 
scverml hunk, in at hii wiudowi thruw, 
if ihej fame from Kreral citiiena, 
nliriRt all tending to the grmi opinion 
TTuit Kotop hohb of hia luune ; whpreiii ubacurcl 
I Vsur's anibition shall be gianicd at : 
Ami, Hftrr tliia, let C'tfinr aaal him nre ; 

■ him, or wane davi endure. [Bt 

SCEJYE III.— Tin *mnc. A itrtrt. Tlmk 
nrul lightning. Enirr, from oppotite fide. 

(!oka, with his noord drutoi, una Cicero. 
Oc Crijod rren, Casta: D™ C nl you Cxn 
/hy arc yuu hmuSleai.' and why atnre you •.-,' 

Sluk.s, like a thing unfinn ? O Cicrro, 
I Imic rern icoiurati, when the aceldim; windt 
IIdvu riv'd the knotty naks ; and I havoavn 
The nmlHtioua nnnn swell, and rage, and <ubiu, 
il with the thrrnt'iriia; etaudi : 

Did I pi Ihrnujch a tempeat dropjana; fire. 



ilh tlie gods. 



Kth 

lit t-Lv UV rrurki, too ii 

Incruw* thnn tn mih! c 

Cir. Why, «• you » 

dura. A miunon sic 
•ightj 

Il.ldiiphi-hdihanil, triiirh ditl Itame, ufdtwni 
Like iwtiiiy ton-lH'sjuitiM; aiul yet liislwjnl, 

II,. ud'- (I him-nnl •iwi; pill up my naunlj 

Win, niarit u|.m m:, anil w.iMaurly by 
Wiilkflil aiinujinK me: Ami (lure went drawn 
l'|.»i a brn|i,*n IiiuhIriI ghastly wmmi, 

Fiiiii-l'jniKd Willi th-irSiari who swore, UVyxH 
Mi u, all in fire, walk up and iliwn ttu> >liuLb. 
And, yon nliiv, tlx Inn I ,S ni^ht did -il, 
I-a.-ii n( mxin-iLij, iijimi il.,. market-] ilwe, 
IWiit;, mill ahivkiiit;. Wlu-n i)mr |>ruifcw- 
l*i hi L-onj.'iriilv nail, kl nut ran say, 

I'ul, I lalk-ti lla-y or,' i>.rl.iitm- lliiii!:- 

1 'ilTn LI il ■ . lininr. lii'.il (III y fxiinl iiji'.n. 

Cu: <:...l iHjJll dail,i;s«u Hm- d.ilHfl-d -Ll 
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Cos. A very pleasing night (o honest men. 

Casca. Who over knew the heavens menace so? 

Cos. Those, that have known the earth so full of 
faults. 
For my part, I hate walk'd about the streets. 
Submitting me unto the perilous night; 
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see, 
Have bar'd my bosom to the thunder-stone :' 
And, when the cross blue lightning seem'd to open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it 

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt 
the heavens ? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most miehty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cos. You arc dull, Casca; and those sparks of 
life 
That should be in a Roman, you do want, 
Or else you use not: You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder, 
To see the strange impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would consider the true cause, 
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds, and beasts, from quality and kind ; a 
Why old men fools, and children calculate ; 
Why all these things change, from their ordinance, 
Their natures and pre-formed (acuities. 
To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find, 
That heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits, 
To make them instruments of fear, and warning, 
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night ; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol : 
A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 
In personal action ; yet prodigious 8 grown, 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. 'Tis Caesar that you mean: Is it not, 
Cassius? 

Cat. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Have thewet* and limbs like to their ancestors ; 
But wo the while ! our fathers* minds are dead, 
And we are gorern'd with our mothers' spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Cesar as a king : 
And he shall wear his crown by sea, and land, 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cos. I know where I will wear this dagger 
then; 
Cassias from bondage will deliver Cassias : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; 
But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself 
If I know this, know all the world besides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can shake off at pleasure. 

Casca, So can I: 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cos. And why should Caesar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he see* the Romans are but sheep : 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.* 



(1) Bolt 
) Why they deviate from quality and nature. 
3) Portentous. (4) Muscles. 
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Those that with haste will make a mighty fir*, 
Begin it with wheat straws: What trash is Rome, 
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Ca?sar? But, O grief! 
Where hast thou led me M, nerliau.% speak this 
Before a willing bondman : then 1 know 
My answer must be made : But 1 am ann'd. 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. ^fou speak to Casca; and to such a man. 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Holds my hand 
Be factious 7 for redress of all these griefs ; 
And I will set this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes farthest 

Cos. There's a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans, 
To undergo, with me, an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
And 1 do know, by this, they stay for me 
In Pompey's porch: for now, this fearful night, 
There is no stir, or walking in the gtreeta; 
And the complexion of the clement 
Is favour'd, 8 like the work we have in hand, 
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

Enter Cinna. 

Casca. Stand close a while, for here comes one 
in haste. 

Cos. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait ; 9 
He is a friend. — Cinna, where haste you so ? 

Cin. To find out you: Who's that? Mctellui 
Cknber? 

Cos. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna? 

Cin. I am glad on'L What a fearful night is this ? 
There's two or three of us have seen strange 
sights. 

Cos. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? Tell inc. 

Cin. Yes, 

You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 
The noble Brutus to our party 

Cos. Be you content : Good Cinna, take thi« 

paper, 
And look you lay it in the praetor'* chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it , and throw tins 
In at his window : set tlus up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' statue : all this done, 
Repair to Pompey's porch, where you shall find u> 
Is Decius Brutus', and Trebouius, there r 

Cin. All but Mctellus Cimljrr; and he's gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 
And so bestow these paper* a* you bade me. 

Cos. That done, repair to Pompey's tltenrrc. 

[Exit Cinna 
Come, Casca, you and I will, yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him 
Is ours already : and the man entire, 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high, in all the people 1 * 
hearts: 
And that, which would uppear offence in us 
His countenance, like richest alchymy. 
Will cliaiige to virtue, and to worthiness. 

Cas. Him, and hi? worth, aud our great need of 
him, 
You have right well conceited. \a'X uj- go, 
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day, 
We will awake him, and be sure of him. [Exeunt. 

(5) Deer. (0) H«mS mv hand. 

(7) Active. (8) Resemble*. 

(*J) Air of walking. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE F— The same. Bmtus's orchard. En- 
ter Brutus. 

Bru. What, Lucius! ho! — 
I cannot, by tho prions- ot the stars, 
(Jive gue*» liow near to tiny.— Lucius, I say ! — 
1 would it were, my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Luciu«, when? 1 Awake, I say: What, 
Luciu* ! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call'd you, my lord ? 

Bru. lift mo a tapt-r in my study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, conic and call roe here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru. It must be by his dt>ath : and, for my part, 
1 know no personal cause to snum at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd : — 
flow that might change hit nature, there's the 

question. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder; 
And that craves wary wulking. Crown him?— 

That ;— 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness, is, when it disjoins 
Remorse 2 from power: And, to sjx'ak truth of 

(■iCMir, 
I have not known when his afleetions sway'd 
More than his reason. Hut *ti< a coininon proof, 3 
Tliat lowliness is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward tutus hi- face : 
But when he once attain* the upmost round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his hack, 
liOoks in the clotid<, scorning the base degree** 
B\ which he did ascend : Sk> C;e>ar may ; 
1 hen, lest he. may, prevent. And, ?ince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he in, 
Fashion it thus ; that wiiat he is, augmented, 
Would run to tht se, and these extremities : 
And there Ton: think him as a serpent's egg, 
Which, haleh'd, would, as his kind, 5 grow mis- 
chievous ; 
And kill him in the shell. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. The taper burnelh in your closet, sir. 
Sean hing the window for a (lint, I found 
This paper, thus scal'd up; and, I am sure, 
It did not lie there, when I wcntto-ljed. 

Bru. (let you to-bed again, it is not day. 
I mk it to-morrow, lmy, the ides of March f 

fjiic. I know not, sir. 

Bru. IxKik in the calendar, and bring me word. 

I.ur. I will, sir. [Exit. 

Itru. Tlie exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
{live, so much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the letter, and reads. 
Brutus, thou deepest ; awake, and see ihyse\f\ 
SfuiU Rome, Hfc. Speak, strike, rcdrtu'! 

Brutus, thou sleep* st ; awake. 

Such instigation- have been often dropp'd 
Where I have took them up. 
Shall Home, Sfc. Thus, must I piece it out ; 
Shall Home bland under one man's awe ? What ! 

Home ? 
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tanjuin drive, when he was call'U a king. 

(1) An ex< Initiation of impatience. 

(2) Pity, Ic ndernci". 

(3) Experience. (|) Low steps. (.'») Nature. 



Sjteak, strike, r§tiri : ss .' — Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike ' () Rome! I make t\v .■ 

promise, 
If the redrew will follow, t'lou recrivest 
Thy lull petition at tlie hand of Brutus 

Re-enter I Mt-iu*. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 

[K/wcXs within. 
Bru. 'Tis pood, <lo to the gat*" ; Somebody 
knocks. [Exit Luciti*. 

'Since Cdf>*ius first did whet mc again?! Caesar, 
J I liavc not slept. 

■Between the acting of a drcadfid thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phai Hasina, or a hideous dream : 
The genius, and tlie mortal instruments, 
An' then in council; and tlie state of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Lalc. Sir, 'tis your brother Caseins at the door, 
Who doth desire to sec } on. 

Bru. Is he alone? 

Luc. No, sir, tlierc are more with him. 

Bru. I\> you know them ? 

Luc. No, sir; their hats are pluck'd about their 
tars, 
And half tlieir faces buried in their cloak", 
Tliat by no means I may discover tlieni 
By any mark of favour.' 

Bru. Let tliem enter. 

[E.iil Lucius. 
They are. the facti«>n. O conspiracy .' 
Sham'st thou U> sliow thy dangerous, brow by night, 
Win n evils are mo«l five ? O, then, by day, 
When 1 wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mark thy monstrous visage? Seek none, con- 
spiracy ; 
Hide it in smiles, and affability : 
For if ihou path thy native .semblance on, 8 
Not Krebu> n itself were dim enough 
To hide thee fioin prevention. 

Enter Cassius, Cairn, Decius Cinna, Metelms 
Cimbcr, and Trebonius. 

Cos. I think we arc too lx»ld upon your rest ■ 
(lOod-moTTow, Brutus ; Ho w« trouble you? 

Bru. I have been up this hour : awake, all niuht 
Know I the-e. men, that come along witli you ' 

Cas. Yes, every man of them; and no man here, 
But honours \nu : and evorv one doth wish. 
You had but that opinion ot yourself, 
Which e\cry noble Roman Wars of you. 
This is TreboiiiiH. 

Jiru. He is welcome hither. 

Cas. This, lA-cius Brutu*. 

Bru. He is welcome too 

Cas. This ( Ve;» ; this, C 'iuna ; 
And this, jMetellust'iinlier. 

Bru. They are all welcome 

What wa trh ful ran"" dointeqx»se t lien wive* 
Betwixt a on'* i \ i s and night ? 

(■'im. Shall I intreat a word? [They whisper. 

Dec. Hen lies the east; iJolli not ttte day bleak 
lien: ' 

CilSCrt. l\io. 

Cin. <>, paidi.n, Mr, it doih ; and yon grry line's 
Thai fret the < If.iid-, aie mevv tigers of day. 

:'»'.) ViMf-naiv. (7; ( 'ouiitf naiK'e. 
(K) Walk iii'lhy hue form. (9) H«U. 
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Que*. Y<n shall confess, that you are both dc- 
ceiv'd. 
Hem, a* I point my sword, the sun arises; 
Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
Sonic two months hence, up higher toward the 

north 
He first presents his fire ; and the high cast 
Stand?, as the Capitol, dirrctly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one 

Cat. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the. face 1 of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the time'* abu^e,— > 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man hence to hi* idle bed ; 
So let high-sighted tyranny rangi-. on, 
Till each man drop "by lottery. 2 Hut if these, 
As I am sure they do, bear tire enough 
To kindle cowartls, and to s»lt*l with valour 
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur, but our own cau*e, 
To prick us to redress ? what other bond, 
Than secret Roman.'*, that have spoke the word, 
And will not palter? 9 and what other oath, 
Than honesty to honesty engag'd, 
That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautolous,* 
Old feeble carrions, and such surTrring souls 
That welcome wrongs ; unto bad cau*es swear 
Such creature* as men doubt : but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise. 
Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits, 
To think, that, or our cause, or our performance, 
Did need an oath ; when even* drop of blood, 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a several Imstardy, 
If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pass'd from him. 

CuV. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him? 
I think, lie will stand very strong with us. 

Catca. Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. O let us have him ; for his silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion, 5 
And buy men's voices to commend our deeds : 
It shall be said, his judgment nil*d our hands ; 
Our youths, and wifduess, shall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bru. O, name him not ; let us not break 8 with 
him; 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cat. Then leave him out 

' Catca. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be toucbM, but only 
Caesar? 

Cat. Decius, well ure'd :— I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well Dclov'd of Caesar, 
.Should outlive Caesar: We shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means, 
If he improves them, may' well stretch so far, 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
Let Antony, and Cesar, fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius 
Cassius, 
To cut the head off, and then hark the limbs; 
Like wrath in death, and envy 7 afterwards - 
For Antony is but a limb of Cuesar. 
Let us be sacrincers, but no butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against tlie spirit of Cesar ; 

(1) Perhaps Shekspeare wrote faith. (2) IxA. 
(3) Prevaricate. (4) Cautious. (5) Character. 
(6) Let us not break the matter to him. 
vol ir. 



And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caesar's soirit. 
And not dismember Cesar ! But, alas, 
Cesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfullv ; 
Let's cane him as a dish tit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 
Stir up their sen ants to an act of rage. 
And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes, 
We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, dunk not of him; 
For he can do no more than Cedar's arm, 
When Caesar's head is off. 

Cat. Yet I do fear him : 
For in the ingrafted love he bears to Cesar, 

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him . 
If he love Cesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself; take thought, and die for Caesar : 
And that were much he should ; for he is given 
To sport*, to wildness, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him; let mm not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

[Clock strike*. 

Bru. Peace, count the clock. 

Cat. The clock hath stricken three. 

Treb. *Tis time to part 

Cat. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whe'r 8 Cesar will come forth to-day, or no : 
For he is superstitious grown oflate ; 
Quito from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies : 9 
It may be, those apparent prodigies, 
The unaccustom'd terror ot this night, 
And the persuasion of his augurera, 10 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

I)ec. Never fear that : If he be so rcsolvM, 
I can o'crsway him : for lie loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers ; 
But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers, 
He says, he docs ; being then most flattered. 
I/et me work : 

For I can give this humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cut. Nay, we will all of u* be there to fetch him. 

Bru. By the eighth liour : Is that the uttermost ? 

Cin. Be that ttte uttermost, and fail not then. 

Met. Caius Li^arius doth bear Cesar hard, 
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Mctellus, go along by him :" 
He loves me well, and I have given him reasons; 
Send him but hither, and I'll fashion him. 

Cat. The morning conies upon us: We'll leave 
you, Brutus: — 
And, friends, disperse yourselves: but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true 
Romans. 

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on 1 ' our purposes. ; 
But bear it a? our Rom;m actors no, 
With unlir'd spirits, and formal constancy : 
And so, good-morrow to you every one. 

f Harunt all but Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius ! —Fast aslwp? It is no matter; 
K-njoy the horwy-hcuvy d»»w of slumber : 

(7) Malice. (8) Whether. 

f U) Omens at sacrifice*. ( 10) Prognostic aton. 

(11) By his house. (12; Show our designs. 
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Then bast no figures, 1 nor no fantasies, 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men \ 
Therefore thuu slcep'st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my lord ! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rut 
y<>u ikiw ? 
It is not for voiir health, thus to commit 
Your w*>ak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

Por. Nor lor y ours u«:iiher. You have ungently, 
Biutu*, 
Stoic from my bed : And yesternight, at supper, 
You suddenly aro^e, and walk'd about, 
Musing, and sighing, with your arm* across : 
And when I ask'd you what the. mutter was, 
You star'd upon m« with ungentle looks : 
I urg'd you further ; then you scratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot : 
Yet I inhisted, yet you answer'd not ; 
But, with aa angry wafture of your hand. 
Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 
Fearing to strengthen mat impatience, 
"Which seem'd too much enkindled ; and, withal, 
Ho]*ing it was but an effect of humour, 
Which wane time hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, uor sleep ; 
And, could it work so much ujkmi your shape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 3 
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brutus i.s wise, and were he nut in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, so I do : — Good Portia, go to bed. 

Por. Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank 3 morning? What, is Brum* sick; 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 
And tempt the rheumy 4 and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 
You have some sick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: And, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once-commended beauty, 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Por. I should not need, if you were gentle 
Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself, 
But, as it were, in sort, or limitation ; 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell I but in the 

suburbs' 
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this 
i - •ecret 

I gnat, I am a woman ; but, withal, 

(1) Shapes created bv imagination. 

(2) Temper. (3) 'Damp. (4) Moi%turc. 



A woman that lord Brutus took to wife t 

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 

A woman well-reputed ; Cato's daughter. 

Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 

Being so fathered, and so husbanded ? 

Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 

I havt» made strong proof of my constancy, 

(living myself a voluntary wound 

Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience, 

And not my husband's secrets ? 

Bru. O ye gods, 

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 

[Knocking within. 
Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in a while ; 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The fcecrets of iny heart. 
All my engagement* 1 will construe to thee, 
All the charactcry* 5 of my sad brows : — 
Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia. 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucius, who is that, knocks ? 
Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speak with 

you. 
Bru. Cuius Ligarius, that Metellns spake of. — 
Boy, stand aside. — Caius Ligarius ! how ? 
Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble 

tongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, brave 

Cam*, 
To wear a kerchief? 'Would you were not sick ! 

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 
I here dimard my sickness. Soul of Rome ! 
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 
Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up 
My mortified spirit Now bid me run, 
And I will strive with things impossible; 
Yea, get the better of them. W'hat's to do ? 

Bru. A piece of work, that will make sick men 
wnole. 

Lig. But are not some whole, that we must make 
sick? 

Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Caius, 
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot ; 

And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
To do I know not what : but it aurBceth, 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. Follow me then. 

[Ereunt. 

SCENE II— The same. A room in Ca?sar's 
palace. Thunder and lightning. JE/i&r Ceesar, 
in his night-gown, 

Ctes. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace 
to-night : 
Thrice hath Calphumia in her sleep cried out. 
Help, ho! they murder Cctsar! Who** within? 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. My lord ? 

Cm. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice. 
And bring me their opinions of succeae. 
Serv. 1 will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Calphumia. 
Cat. What mean you, Caesar ? Think you to walk 

forth? 

(5) The residence of harlots. 

(6) All that is charactered on. 
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Yon shall not stir out of your bouse to-day. 

Cat*. Cawar shall forth : The things thai threat- 
ened me, 
Ne'er look'd but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Caesar, they are vanished. 

CaL Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies, 1 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the thing* that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war. 
Which drizzled blood unon the Capitol : 
The noise of battle hurtled 2 in the air, 
Horses did neigh, nnd dying men did groan ; 
And ghosts did shriek, and squeal* about the streets. 

('*»r .' these things ore beyond all use, 
And J do fear them. 

Ors. What can be avoided, 

Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods ? 
Yet Caesar shall go forth : for these predictions 
Are to die world in general, as to Caesar. 

CaL When beggars die, there are no comets seen; 
Tlie heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

Cos. Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that 1 yet have heard, 
It seems to me most strange, that men should fear ; 
Swing that death, a necessary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 

Re-enter a Servant. 

What say the angurrrs ? 

Serv. They would not have you to stir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 

Cas. The gods do this in shame of cowardice : 
Ceesar should be a owist witliout a heart, 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 
No ; Csesar shall not : Danger knows full well, 
That Ca?sar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions lilter'd in one day, 
And J the elder and more terrible ; 
And Caesar shall go forth. 

CaL Alas, my lord, 

Your wisdom is consum'd in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear. 
Tint keep you in the house, and not your own. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house ; 
And he shall say, vou are not well to-d.y : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in '.his. 

Gee*. Mark Antony shall say, 1 am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, 1 will stay ■ t home. 

Enter Decius. 

Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 
Dec Caesar, all hail ! Good morrow, worthy 
Cttsar : 

1 come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

Cats. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the senators, 
And tell them, that I will not cmw to-day : 
Cannot, is false ; and that I dare not, falser ; 
1 will not come to-day : Tell them so, Decius. 

CaL Say, he is sick. 

Cat*. Shall Caesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest strctch'd mine arm >-o far, 
To be afeard to tell grey -beards the truth ? 

(1) Never paid a regard to prodigies or omens. 

(2) Encountered. (3) Cry with pain. 
(4) As to a saint, for relic*. 



Decius, go tell them, Caesar wiH not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know 
cause; 
Lest 1 be laugh'd at, when I tell them so. 

Cars. The cause is in mv will, 1 will not come; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But, for your private satisfaction, 
Because i love you, i will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home : 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statua, 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts. 
Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their bands in it. 
And these docs she apply for warnings, portents, 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that I will stay at home to-day. 

Dee. This dream is all amiss interpreted ; 
ft was a vision, fair and fortunate : 
Your statue spouting blood in many pi 
In which so many smiling Romans bath' 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood ; and that great men shall pre** 
For tinctures, stain*, relics, 4 and cognizance.* 
This by Calphurnia's dream is signified. 

Can. And this way have you well expounded it 

Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what I oan 
say : 
And know it now ; The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Caesar. 
If you shall send them word, you will not come. 
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd, for some one to say, 
Break up the senate till another time, 
When Cwsar's vrife shall meet with better dreams. 
If C.Tsar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
IsO, Cctsar is afraid/ 
Pardon me, Cicsar : for my dear, dear love 
To vour proceeding bids me tell you this ; 
And reason to my love is liable. 6 

Cat. How foolish do your fears seem now, Cal- 
phurnia ? 
I am ashamed I did yield to them. — 
Give nin my robe, for 1 will go : — 

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metcllus, Cases, 
Tretxxiius, and China. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch roe. 

Pub. Good morrow, Caesar. 

Cat. Welcome, Publius. 

What, Brutus, are you stirr'd .so early too ? 
Good-morrow, Cnsca. — Cams Ligarius, 
Cresar was ne'er k> much your enemy, 
As that same ague which hath made you lean. — 
What is't o'clock ? 

Bra. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight. 

Cat. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long o'nights, 

Is notwithstanding up: 

Good-morrow, Antony. 

Aid. So to most noble Cnsar 

Cm. Bid them prepare within : — 
I am to blame to lie thus waited for. — 
No\v,Ciim;i:— Now, Metcllus:— What, Trcboniui! 
I have an hour's talk in store for you ; 
Remember that you call on me to-day. 
Br iifar me, that I may remember you. 

Tnb. Casar, I will : — and so near will I be, 

[Jifide. 
That your best friends shall wish I had been farther. 

(5) As to a prince, for honours. 

(6) Subordinate. 
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Can. Good friends, go in, tud taste tome wine 
with me; 
And we, like friends, will straightway go together. 

Bru. That every like is not the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns 1 to think upon ! [Ext. 

SCENE HI— The same. A ttrtti near the Cap- 
itol Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 

Art Caesar, beware of Brutus; take heed of 
Cassius; come no/ n«ir Casca; have an eye to 
Cinna ; trust not Trebunius ; mark well Metellus 
Cimbcr ; Decius Brutus love* thee not; thou hast 
wronged Caius Ligarius. There is but one mind 
in au these men, and it is bent against Caesar. 
tfthou be'st not immortal, look about you: Secu- 
rity gives way to conspiracy. The mighty gods 
defend thee! Thy lover,* Artemidorus. 

Here will I stand, till Caesar pass along, 

And as a suitor will 1 give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation.* 

If thou read this, O Csesar, thou may*st live; 

If not, uo fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit 

SCENE IT.— The same. Another part of the 
same street, before the house of Brutus. Enter 
Portia and Lucius. 

Par. I pr*ythee, boy, run to the senate-house ; 

Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 

Why dost thou stay ? 
Luc To know my errand, madam 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here 
again. 

Ere I can tell thee what thou should'st do there. — 

constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ! 

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel ! — 
Art thou here yet? 

Luc. Madam, what should I do ? 

Ron to the Capitol, and nothing else ? 
And so return to you, and nothing else ? 

Por. Yes. bring me word, boy, if thy lord look 

For he went sickly forth : And take good note, 
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy ! what noise is that ? 

Luc I bear none, madam. 

Por. P^ythee, listen well ; 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol 

Luc Sooth, 4 madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Por* Come hither, fellow : 

Which way hast thou been? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

Por. What is't o'clock ? J 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Caesar yet gone to the Cajritol ? 

Sooth. Madam, not yet ; I go to take my stand, 
To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not? 

Sooth. That I have, lady : if it will please Causar 
To be so good to Ctesar, as to hoar me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Por. Why, knowest thou any harm's intended 
towards him? 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much that 1 
fear may chance. 
Good-morrow to you. Here the street is narrow : 
The throng that follows Csesar at the heel*, 

(1) Grieves. (2) Friend. (3) Euvy. 



Of senators, of praetors common suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 
I'll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Cwsar as he come? along. [Exit. 
Por. I must go in. — Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is .' O Brutus ! 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise ! 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a suit, 
That Caesar will not grant. — O, I grow faint :— 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 
Say, I am merry : come to me again* 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT HI. 

SCENE I.— The same. The Capitol; the senate 
sitting. A crowd of people in the street leading 
to the Capitol ; among them Artemidorus, and 
the Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter Cwnar, Bru- 
tus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus, Trcboimist, 
Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Popilius, Publiuv, and 
others. 

Cos. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Caesar ; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Caesar ! Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trcbonius doth desire you to o'er-rcad, 
At your best leisure, this his humble suit 

Art. O, Caesar, read mine first; for mine's a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar. 

Cats. What touches us ourself, shall be last serv'd. 

Art. Delay not, Capsar ; read it instantly. 

Ca\s. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give plac*. 

Our. What, urge you your petitions in the street ? 
Come to the Capitol. 

Caesar enters the Capitol, (he rest following. All 
the Senators rise. 

Pop. I wish, your enterprise to-day may thrive. 

Cos. What enterprise, Popilius? 

Pop. Fare yon well. 

[Advances to Caesar. 

Bru. What said Popilius Lena ? 

Cos. He wish' d to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
I fear, our purpose is discovered. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to Caesar : Mark him. 

Cos. Casca, be t«udden, for we fear prevention. — 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known, 
Cassiup or Ca*aar never shall turn back, 
For I will frlay myself 

Bru. " Cafsius, be constant : 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes : 
For, look, he smiles, and Ca»sar doth not change. 

Cas. Trcbonius knows his time ; fur, look } ou, 
Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antony and Trelmniiw. Ca-sar 
and the Senators take their scats. 

Dec. Where is> .Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Ca?sar. 

Bru. He is nddross'd :* press near, and second 
him. 

Cin. Cast a, you arc the first that rears your hand. 

Can. Are we all ready ? what is now amiss, 
That C:e«.ar and his senate must redress ? 

Met. Most high, mc*t mighty, and most puissant 
(V*ar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble licart :— [Kneeling. 



(4) Really. 



(5) Ready. 
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Gm. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These coaching*, and these lowly courtesies, 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 
And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree. 
Into the law of children. Be not fond, 
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which roclteth fools; I mean, sweet words, 
Low-crooked curt'sies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is banished ; 
If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Caesar doth not wrong ; nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear, 
For the repealing of my banish'd brother? 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Aesiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeat 

Goes. What, Brutus ! 

Cos. Pardon, Caesar ; Caesar, pardon : 

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall, 
To bog enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Cos. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you ; 
If 1 could pray to move, prayers would more me : 
But I am constant as the northern star. 
Of whose true-fix'd, and resting quality, 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 
The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth shine ; 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world ; *Tis fumish'd well with men, 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ; l 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 2 
Unshak'd of motion :' and, that I am he, 
Let me a little show it, even in this ; 
That I was constant, Cimber should be banish'd, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin. O Caesar, 

Cos. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec Great Caesar, 

Gees. Doth not Brutus bootless* kneel ? 

Casta. Speak, hands, for me. 

[Cases stabs Caesar in the neck. Caesar catches 
hold qf his arm. He if then stabbed by seve- 
ral other conspirators, and at last by Mar- 
cus Brutus. 

Caes. Et to, Brute?*— Then, foil, Caesar. 

[Dies. The Senators and People retire in 
confusion. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! — 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cos. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out. 
Liberty , freedom, and enfranchisement / 

Bru. People, and senators ! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not ; stand still : — ambition's debt is paid. 

Casta. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where's Publius? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of 
Cesar's 
Should chance — 

Bru. Talk notof standing; — Publius, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your person, 
Nor to a Roman else : so tell them, Publius. 

Cos. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so;— and lei no man abide this deed, 

(1) Intelligent. (2) Continues to hold it 
C3) Solicitation. 



But we the doers. 

Re-enter Treboniua. 

Cos. Where's Antony ? 

Trtb. Fled to his house amaz'd : 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run, 
As it were doomsday. 

Bru. Fates .' we will know your pleasures : 
That we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men staud upon. 

Cos. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Caesar's friends, that have abridg'd 
Hit time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoop, 
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, Peace! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Git. Stoop then, and wash. 8 How many ages 
hence, 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over, 
In states unborn, aiid accents yet unknown ? 

Bru. How many times shall Caesar bleed in aport, 
That now on Pomney's basis lies along, 
No worthier than tne dust ? 

Cos. So oft as tlrat shall be, 

So often shall the knot of U9 be call'd 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec What, shall we forth ? 

Cos. Ay, every man away: 

Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant 

Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A friend of A ntony 'a. 

Sere. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid mc fall down: 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fcar'd Caesar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolv'd 
How Caesar hath deserv'd to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Rrutiii, * 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod state, 
With all true faith. So says my roaster Antooy. 

Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 
I never thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 
He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouch'd. 

iierv. I'll fetch him presently. 

[Exit Servant 

Bru. I know, that we shall have him well to 
friend. 

Cas. I wish, we may ; but yet have I a mind, 
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Bru. But here comes Antony.— Welcome, Mark 
Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Caesar ! Dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories triumphs spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure ?— Fare thee well. — 

(4) Unsuccessfully. (5; And thou, Kiutu« ? 
(6) In Caesar's blood. 
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1 know not f gentlemen, what you intend, 

Who elite must be let blood, who else is rank ; ! 

If I myself, there is no hour so fit 

As Csesar's death's hour ; nor no instrument 

Of half that worth, as tliose your swords, made rich 

With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reck and smoke, 

Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand yean, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die : 

No place will please me so, no mean of death, 

As here by Ctesar, and by you cut off, 

The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act, 
You sec we do; yet see you but our hands, 
And this the bleeding business they hare done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 

iAs hre drives out fire, so pity, pjtyi) 
lath done this deed on Caesar. For your part, 



Toyou our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony: 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts, 
Of brothers* temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cu.t. Your voice, shall be as strong as any roan's, 
In tlto disposing of new dignities. 

^ Bru. Only be. patient, till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 
And thea we will deliver you the cause, 
Why I, that did love Caesar when 1 struck him, 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you : — 
Next, Cuius Cassius, do I take your hand ; — 
Now, Decius Brutus, youn ; — now yours, Metellus; 
Your", Cinna; — and, my valiant Casca, yours ; — 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre- 

bonius. 
Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say ? 
My credit now stands on such slipper}' ground, 
That one of two bad ways you must conceit mc, 
Either a coward or a flatterer. — 
That I did love thee, Caesar, O, 'tis true : 
If then thy spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee, clearer than thy death, 
To s<** thv Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the blooify fingers of thy foes, 
Mmt noble ! in the presence of thy corse ? 
Had 1 as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, than to close 
In term* of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius !— Here wast thou bay'd, brave 

hart; 
Here didst thou fall ; and here thv hunters stand, 
Sign'd in thy spoil, and cMnson'cf in thy lethe. 
O world ! thou wast the forest to this hart ; 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee, — 
How like a deer, stricken by many princes, 
Dost thou here lie ? 

Cos. Mark Antony, 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius : 

The enemies of Caesar shall say this ; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Gm. 1 blame you not for praising Csesar so ; 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ; 
Or shall we. on, and not depend on \ ou ? 

(1) Grown too high for the public «afety. 

(2) Course. (3) The signal for giving no quarter. 



Ant Therefore I took your hands ; but was, in- 
deed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Caeaar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons, 
Wlnr, and wherein, Caesar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or else were this a savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the son of Csesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

AnL That's all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cos. Brutus, a word with 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent, 

[Am*. 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter? 

Bru. By your pardon ; — 

I will myself into the pulpit first, 
And show the reason of our Caesar's death : 
What Antony shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 
And that we are contented, Caesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more, than do u<* wrong. 

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it not. 

Bru. Mark "Antony, here, take you Csrsar'sbody. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 
But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
And say, you do't by our permission ; 
Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto 1 am going, 
After my speech is ended. 

Ant. Be it so ; 

I desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

"[Exeunt all but Antony. 

Ant. O, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding twin. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever lived in the tide 2 of times. 
Wo to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips. 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 
And dreadful objects so familiar, 
That mothers shall but smile, when they beltold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war ; 
All pity chok'd with custom of tell deeds ; 
And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his side, come hot from hell, 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Havoc, 3 and let slip 4 the dogs of war ; 
That this foul deed shall smell alxne the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant. 

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ? 
St-rr. I do, Mark Antony. 
Ant. C;e-i«r did write for him to come to Rome. 
Sew. He did receive his letters, and is coming : 

(4) To lei slip a dog at a deer, Ac. was the 
technical phrase of Shafopeare's time. 
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And bid me »y to you by wcrf of mouth,— 

O Caesar ! [Seeing the body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart aud weep. 
Passion, I ace, is catching : for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy master coming ? 

Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Rome. 

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what 
hath chanc'd : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavios yet ; 
Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet stay a while ; 
Thou shalt not back, till I hare borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, 
In my oration, how the people take. 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 
According to the which, tliou ahalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of thing*. 
Lend me your hand. [Exeunt, with Cedar's body. 

SCENE II.— The same. The Forum. Enter 
Brutus and Cassius, and a throng of Citizens. 

Cit. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 

Bra, Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. — 
Cassius, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here; 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Carsar's death, 

1 CiL I will hear Brutus speak. 

2 Cit I will bear Cassius ; and compare their 

reasons, 
When severally we bear them rendered. 

[Exit Cassius, with some of the Citizens. 
Brutus goes into the rostrum. 

3 Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 
Bra. Be patient till the last 

Romans, countrymen, and lovers! 1 hear me for my 

cause ; and be silent that you may hear : believe 

me for mine honour; and have respect to mine 

honour, that you may believe : censure me in your 

wisdom ; and awake your senses that vou may the 

better judge. If there be any in this assembly, 

any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I say, that 

Brutus 1 love to Caesar was no less than his. If then 

that friend demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, 

this is my answer,— Not that I loved Caesar less, 

but that* I loved Rome more. Had you rather 

Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; than that 

Caesar were dead, to live all free men ? As Caesar 

loved me, I weep for him ; as be was fortunate, I 

rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him : but, 

as he was ambitious, I slew him ; There is tears, 

for his love ; joy, for his fortune ; honour, for his 

valour ; and death, for his ambition. Who is here 

so base, that would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; 

for him have I offended. Who is here so rude that 

would not be a Roman ? If any, speak ; for him 

have I offended. Who is here so vile, that will not 

love his country? If any, speak ; for him have I 

offended. I pause for a reply* 

Cit. None, Brutus, none. 

[Several speaking at onee. 

Bra. Then none have I offended. I have done 
no more to Caesar, than you should d<* to Brutus. 
The question of his death is enrolled in the Capitol : 
his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; 
nor his offences enforced, for which he suffered 
death. 

(1) Friends. 



Enter Antony and others % wtk Caesar's body. 

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony: 
who, tliough he had no hand in his death, shall re- 
ceive theoenefit of his dying, a place in the com- 
monwealth; As which of vou shall not? With 
this 1 depart ; That, as I slew my best lover for 
the good of Rome, I have the same dagger for my- 
self, when it aha 11 please m> country to need my 
death. 

Cit. Live, Brutus, live ! live ! 

1 Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto hit 
house. 

2 Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3 Cit. Let him be Caesar. 

4 Cit. Caesar's better parts 
Shall now be crowu'd in Brutus. 

1 Cit. We'll bring him to his house with shouts 
and clamours. 

Bra. My countninen, 

2 Cit. Peace; silence! Brutus speaks. 
1 Cit. Peace ; ho! 
Bra. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 

And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Cresar's corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Caesar's glories ; which Mark Antony, 
By our permission, is allow'd to make. 
[ do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit. 

1 Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair ; 
We'll hear him :— Noble Antony, eo up. 

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to you. 

4 Cit. What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 Cit. He says, for Brutus' sake, 
He finds himself beholden to us all. 

4 Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus 
here. 

1 Cit. This Caesar was a tyrant 
3 Cit. Nay, that's certain : 

We are bless'd, that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 

Ant. You gentle Romans, 

Cit. Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 

your ears ; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 
The evil, that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Cae&ar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Ctcsar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 
So are they all, all honourable men ;) 
Come I to'*peak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coders fill : 
Did this in Ca?sar seem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept: 
Ambition shoulu be made of sterner *tuff : 
Yet BrutiH says, lie was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did «*e, that on the Luperral, 
I thrire prevnted him a kinglv rrown, 
Which he did thri«e refuse. "Was this ambition' 
Yet Brutus *ays, he was ambitious ; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 
But here I am to speak what 1 do know. 
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You all did lore him once, not without cause ; 
What cause withliolds you then to mourn for him? 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beast*, 
And men have lost their reason !— Bear with me ; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Ca»sur, 

And I must pan*- till it come back to mo. 

1 Cit. Methinks, there is much reason in his 

saying. 

2 Cit. If "tliou consider rightly of the matter, 
Ca»snr lias had great wrong. 

3 Cit Has he, masters ? 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

4 Cit. Mark'dye his words.' He would not take 

die crown ; 
Therefore, 'lis certain, lie was not ambitions. 

1 Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it. 

2 Cit Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with 

weeping. 

3 Cit There's not a nobler man in Rome, than 

Antony. 

4 Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant But yesterday, the word of Carsar might 

Have stood against the world : now lies he there, 
And none so poor 1 to do him reverence. 

masters ! if I were dispos'd to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you, 
Than 1 will wrong such honourable men. 
But here's a parchment, with the seal of Caesar, 
I found it in his closet, 'tis his will : 
Let but the commons hear this testament, 
fWluch, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kiss dead Carsar's wound;*, 
And dip' their napkins 3 in his sacred blood ; 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 
And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 
Unto their issue. 

4 Cit We'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 

Cit. The will, the will ; we will hear Caesar's will. 

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it; 
It is not meet you know how Ccrsar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, 
It will inflame vou, it will make you mad : 
*Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For if you should, O, what would come of it ! 

4 Cit. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony ; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ani. Will you be patient? Will you stay a while? 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Ca*sar : I do fear it 

4 Cit. They were traitors : Honourable men ! 

Cit. The will ! the testament ! 

2 Cit They were villains, murderers : The will ! 
read the will ! 

Ani. You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Cjesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend ? And will you give me leave ? 

Cit Come down. 

2 Cit. Descend. 

[He comes doton from the pitipit 

3 Cit You shall have leave. 

4 Cit. A ring ; stand round. 

(1) The meanest man is now too high to do 
reverence to Caesar. 

(2) Handkerchiefs. 



1 Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body. 

2 Cit. Room for Antony ; — most noble Antony. 
Ant Nay, pre** not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit Stand Irock ! room ! bear l>ack ! 

Ant. If >ou hu\e tears, prepare to shed them 
now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Ca?sar put it on ; 
Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 
That day he overcame the Ncrvii : — 
Look ! in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through : 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel awav, 
Mark how trie blood of Caesar follow 'd it ; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cxsu's angel : 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Ca*sur lov'd him ? 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arm*, 
Quite vanquished him : then burst his mighty heart ; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey's statua,* 
Which all the while ran Wood, great Caisar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason ttourish'd over us. 4 
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint 5 of pity : these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, wnat, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. 

1 Cit O piteous spectacle ! 

2 Cit O noble Caesar! 

3 Cit O woful day .' 

4 Cit O traitors, villains ! 

1 Cit O most bloody sight ! 

2 Cit. We will be revenged : revenge ; about, - 
seek, — burn, — tire, — kill, — slay ! — let not a traitor 
live. 

Ant Stay, countrymen. 

1 Cit Peace there— — Hear the noble Antony. 

2 Cit. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll 
die with him. 

AnL Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir 
you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They, that have done this deed, are honourable ; 
What private griefs 6 they have, alas, 1 know not, 
That made them do it ; they are wise and honour- 
able, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer yon. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man. 
That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech. 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that, which you yourselvc* do know ; 
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb 

mouths, 
And hid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, that should mote 

(3) Statua for statue, is common among the old 
writer*. 

(4) Wa« successful. (.V> Impression. 
(0) Grievances. 
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The stones of Rome to rise and mutinv. 
Cit We'll mutinv. 

1 Ci<. Well burn the ho«i«e of Brutus. 

3 Cit. Away then, come, wrk the conspirator*. 
AnL Yet hear me, countnmen ; vet hear me 

4pcak. 
Cit. Peace,ho! Hear A ntony,mo*t noble Antony. 
Ant. Why, friend-?, you go to do you know not 
what .- 
Wherein hath Cesar thus deserv'd your loves ? 
Alas, you know not: — I mint tell you then: — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 
Cit Most true; — the will; — let's stay, and hear 

the will. 
AnL Hera it the will, and under Cucsar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. ' 

2 CM. Most noble Cocsar ! — we'll revenge his 

death. 

3 Cit. O royal Caesar! 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

Cit. Peace, ho! 

AnL Moreover, he hath left you all hid walks, 
Hi* private arbours, and new-planted orcliards, 
On this side Tvber; he hath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Caesar: When comes Much another? 

1 Cit. Never, never: — Come, away, away : 
We'll bum his body in the holy place. 

And with the brands fire the traitors' liouscs. 
Take up the body. 

2 dt. Go, fetch fire. 

3 at. Pluck down benches. 

4 Off. Pluck down forms, window*, anr thing. 

[Exeunt Citizens, urith tkt body. 
Ant. Now let it work: Mischief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt! — How now, 
fellow? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Octavins is already come to Rome. 

AnL Where is he ? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar's house. 

AnL And thither will I straight to viuit him: 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 
And in thi« mood will giva us any thing. 

Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gntes of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the people, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III— The tame. A street. Enter 
Cinna, the Poet. 

On. I dreamt to-night, that I did fea«t with 
Caesar, 
And things unluckily charge my phantasy : 
I have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Vet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

1 Cit. What is your name? 

2 Cit Whither are you going ? 
'A Cit. Where do you dwell ? 

4 Cit Are yon a married man, or a bachelor? 
r 2 Cit Answer every man directly. 
1 Cit. Ay, and briefly. 
4 Cit. Ay, and wisely. 
a Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best 
Out. What is my name? Whither am I going* 
There do I dwell ? Am 1 a married man, or a 



Where 



(1) Greek coin. 



bachelor? Then to answer every man directly, 
and briefly, wim-lv, and truly, Wisely I say, I am 
a bachelor. 

2 Cit. That'* a* much as to say, they are fools 
that marry : — You'll btiir mca bang for that, I 
fear. Proceed; directly. 

Cin. Directly, I am going to Caesar's funeral. 

1 Cit. As h friend, or an enemy ? "* 
Cin. Ash. frieud. 

2 Cit That matter is answer'd directly. 
4 Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 
Cin. Briefly, 1 dwell by the CapitoL 

3 Cit Your name, sir, truly. 
Ccit. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 at Tear him to pieces, he's a conspirator. 
Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet 

4 Cit Tear him for his bad verses, tear him 
for his bad verses. 

2 Cit. It is no matter, his name's Cinna; pluck 
but his name out of his heart, and turn him Koissjp, 

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho ! 
fire-brands. To Brutus*, to Camus'; bnrndL 
Some to Deems* house, and some to Catenas; 
some to Ligarius': — away; go. [Extvnt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— The tame. A room m Antony*t 
house. Antony, Octavius, and Lcpidu*, Mtated 
at a table. 

Ant. These many then shall die ; their names 
are prick'u. 

Oct. Your brother too must die; Consent you, 
Lepidus? 

/>/». I do consent. 

Oct. Prick 1 him down, Antony. 

fjfp. Upon condition Publitis shall not live, 
Who in your sister's bon, Mark Antony. 

Ant. He »hall not live; look, with n spot I 
damn* him. 
But, Lepidus go you to Cirsar's house ; 
Fetch the will hither, and we will determine 
How to cut oil' mine charge in legacies. 

Iscp. What, shall I find you here? 

Oct Or hero, or at 

The Capitol. [Exit Lepidus. 

Ant Thif- is a slight unmeritablo man, 
Meet to be *ent on errand* : I* it fit, 
The three-fold world divided, he »hould stand 
One of the three to &hurc> it ? 

Oct. So you thought him; 

And took hit voice who should be pri. Vd to die, 
In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octaviu.% 1 have »*een moiv day* than you ; 
And though we lay the*e honour* on this man, 
To ease ourselves of diver* slanderous loads 
He shall but bear them as the a»» Ihui> gold; 
To groan and sweat under the businev, 
Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And having brought our irr.».«ure when- we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty ass, to shake hin ears, 
And graze in commons. 

Or/. You may do your * ill , 

But he's a tried and valiant soldier. 

AnL So is my horse, Octavius ; and, fur that, 
J do appoint him store of iirovcnder 
it in a creature that I teach to fight. 
To wind, to Mop, to run directly on; 



vsn. u. 



(2) Set, mark. k'S) Cuiidemu 
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His corporal motion govrrn'd by my spirit. 

And, in rame tastp, is Ix-jwduft Iwt »; 

Hf mu«t be taught, and (ruiii*d t and bid go forth : 

A bermwipiritfd fellow ; om< that ferds 

On objects art*, and imitations; 

Which, out of use, ami rtalM by nthrr men, 

Begin his fashion : I)o m)t talk o( him. 

But a* a property. 1 And now, Ortavius, 

Ltftcngnat thing* — Brutus and Ca^iua 

Air lev* ing pow iT!* : we miixt straight make head : 

Therefore, l«-c our alliance be comhiu'd. 

Our best frirndi made, and our best means strctch'd 

out; 
And let us presently go sit in council, 
How covert mattei* ma) be. best discloVd, 
And open perils surest answer'd. 

Oct. Lei n« do *>; lor we are at the stake, 
And bay'd? nlout with many enemies; 
And some, that -mile, have in their heart?, I fear. 
Millions of minJiicf. [Exeunt 

aCEJSTE 11.— Before Brunt*** tent, in the camp 
war Sordis. Drum. Enter Brutus Lucilius, 
Lucius, and Soldiers: Titinius and Pindurus 
meeting than. 

Bru. Stand here. 

Luc. (jive tlie word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Cu.**ius near ? 

Luc. He i* at hand ; and Hndarus is come 
To do you salutation from hi* mu-ter. 

[Pindaras gifts a httcr to Brutus. 

Bru. He greets me well. — Your master. Pin- 
darus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath given inc some worthy cau«e to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he bo at liand, 
I tliall be satisfied. 

Pin, 1 do not doubt, 

But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. — A word, Lucilius : 
How he received you, let me be revived. 

Luc. With courtesy, and with ropect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
At he hath us'd of old. 

Bru, Thou bast de«crib'd 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Luciaus, 
When lore begins to sicken and decay, 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 
Make gallunt show and promise of their mettle : 
But when they should endure the bloody t-pur. 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army ou ? 

Luc They mean this night in Sordid to be quar- 
ter'd; 
The greater part, the horse in general, 
Are come with Cassius. [March within. 

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ;— 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and Soldiers. 

Cat. Stand, ho! 

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 
Within, Stand. 
Within. Stand. 
Within. Stand. 

Cat. Most noble brother, you have done mc 
wrong. 



i 



I) As a thing at our disposal. 

'?; Surrounded, bailed. (3) Grievances. 



Bru. Judge mc, you gods ! Wrong I mine ene- 
mies ? 
And, if not «o, how should I wrong a brother ? 

Cat. Brutus, this sober form of yours hide* 
wrongs ; 
And when you do them 

Bru. Cassius, be content, 

Sptak your griefs 3 softly, — I do know you wcU :— 
Before the eves of both our annus hero, 
Which blKwld perceive nothing but love from us, 
Ix-t us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 
Then in my lent, Casiius, enlarge your grief*. 
And 1 will give you audience. 

Cat. Pindarm, 

Hid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Luciliu*, do the like; and let no man 
Collie to our tent, till wc have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJVE III— Within the. tent of Bratii«. Lu 
cius and Titinius, at tome distance from it. En 
tcr Brutus and Cassius. 

Cut. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear 
in this : 
You have condemned and noted Lucius Pella, 
Kor taking bribes here of the. Surdians ; 
Wherein, my letters, pra)iugon his side, 
Bemuse I knew the man, were slighted of. 

Bru. You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a 
case. 

Cat. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice 4 offence should bear hi* comment. 

Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you joureli' 
Are much condeinn'd to have an itching palm ; 
To t<e II and mart your offices for gold, 
To undt servers. 

Css. I an itching palm ? 

You know, that you arc Brutus tliat speak this 
Or, by thi? s^od.s, this speech were else \our la*t. 

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this cor- 
ii]|' : .)ii, 
And chastiHi ;ent doth therefore hide his head. 

Cat. Cha-:,-cmeiit. r 

Bru. Keim tuber March, the ides of March re 
memljer ! 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice* sake? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did stab, 
And not for justice ? What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world. 
But for supporting robber* ; shall we uow 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes? 
And sell the mighty space of our large honour*, 
For so much trash, as may be grasped thus ? — 
[ had rather be a dog, and bay* the moon, 
Than such a Roman. 

Cat. Brutus, bay not mc, 

PI I not endure it : you forget yourself, 
To hedge me in ^ I am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler Uian yourself 
To make conditions. 7 

Bru. Go to; you're not, Cassia*. 

Cat. I am. 

Bru. I say, you arc not. 

Cat. Urge nic no more, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 

Bru. Away, slight man ! 

Cat. Is't possible ? 

Bru. Hear mc, for I will speak. 

(4) Trifling. (5) Bait, bark at. 

(6) Limit mv authority. 

(7) Term*, fit to confer the offices at ray disposal 



Scene IU. 
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Must I give way and room to your ra«h dioler ? 
Shall I be frighted, wh« n a madman Mares? 

iJbs. l)\e gods! yegod-! Must I cmltm- all thi*? 

jBru. All this ? ay, moie : Fret, till jour proud 
heart break; 
Go, show \oiir slaves how cltoleric you am, 
■\ud make \uur bondmen tremble. Mu*t I lnidgc? 
Mu-t 1 ob-crve you ? Mutt 1 stand mul crouch 
I'ud'T \our testy humour? By the gods, 
You »liall digest the venom of your >pli*-n, 
Though it do split you : for, from this day forth, 
I'll u.-oyou for my mirth, yea, tor my laughter, 
When you arc waspish. 

Cits. Is it conic to this ? 

Bru. You say, you arc a better soldier: 
I-et it appear so; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please me will : For mine own part, 
I shall be glad to leant of noble, men. 

(Jus. You wrong mo every way, you wrong me, 
Brutus ; 
I "Hid, an elder soldier, not a bettor : 
Did I say, better? 

Bru. If you did, I care not 

Cos. When ( Vsnr liv*d, he durst not thus have 
mov'd mo. 

Bru. Peace, peace; you durst uot so have tempt- 
ed him. 

Cas. I durst not? 

Bru. No. 

Cus. What ? durst not tempt him ? 

Bru. For )our life you durst not. 

Cas. I>o not presume too much upon my love, 
I may do that 1 shall he sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that ) ou should he sorry for. 
There i« no terror, Cas^ius, in yuiir threat*: 
For I am arm'd so strong in honesty, 
That they pass by me, as the idle wind, 
Whieh I respect not I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me; — 
For 1 can raise no money by vile, means : 
By heaven, I had ratlier coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for draclunas, 1 than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 
By any indirection. I did send 
'I o von for gold to pay my legions. 
Which you denied me : Wfas that d<me like Cassius? 
Should 1 have answer'd Cains Cassia* so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous. 
To lock such rascal counters from hi« friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cm. I denied you noL 

Bru. You did. 

Cas. 1 did not : — he was but a fool. 

That brought my answer back. — Brutus hath rif \P 

my heart : 
A friend sliould bear his friend's infirmities, 
But Bru tin makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cm. You love me not. 

Bru. I do n«i( like \our JaulK 

Cas. A friendly eve could never see »u< h fault.'*. 

Bru. A flatterer's would noi, though they do 
appe ir 
A-" huge :m hi^h Olympus. 

(hs. Conn-, Antony, and young (Xtavius, come, 
Uiviiige yourselves alone on Cabins, 
For Ca-frius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obx-rv'd, 
Set in a note-book, leani*d, and conn'd by iufc, 
To cast into my teeth. 0, 1 could we< p 

(1) Coin. CI) Split (3) Fellow 



My spirit from mine eye*! -There is my dagger. 
And lure iny ir.iki d hn*aM ; within, a licart 
IVaicr than Plutns' mine, lichcr than gold: 
If that (Iuhi Iv'.-t a Koiimii, lak* it forth ; 
I, that flff a iii« d thee gold, will give, mv la-art : 
Strike, a< flmu elitist at ('a sir; for, I know, 
Winn Um>u didst hale him worst, Uhmi lov'dst hia 

better 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger • 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope; 
I>o what you will, di»hoiiour shall be humour. 
O Cassiu-, you arc \okid with a lamb 
That carries auger, as the flint Ix-ars fire ; 
Who, much enforced, shows u hasty tpurk, 
And .straight is cold again. 

Ois. Hath Cas-im liv'd 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood t)l-U'in|>er'd, vrxcth him? 

Bru. When 1 spoke thai, I was ill-tejnptr'd loo. 

Cat. Do you confess so much? Give mo your 
hand. 

Bru. And my heart toa 

Cos. O Brutus!— 

lira. What's the matter ? 

Cas. (lave vou not love enough to bear with ms, 
When that ra>h humour, which my mother gave mc. 
Makes me. forgetful ? 

Bru. Ye«, Cassius ; and, henceforth, 

When you are. ovcr-carncsl with your Brutus, 
He'll think }our mother chides, and leave you so. 

[Noise withm. 

Poet. [ Jflthin.] Lot inc go in to see the generals ; 
There is some grudge between them, 'tis out meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. [ It ithin.] Vou shall not come to them. 

Poet. [Within.] Nothing Imt death shall stay mc. 

Enter Font. 

Ou. How now ? W'hat's the matter? 

Pott. For shame, you gun-ruls ; What do you 
mean? 
Iawc, and be friends, as two such men should be ; 
For 1 have teen more years, 1 am Hire, tlian )e. 

Cas. 1 {.), ha ; how vilely fkilh this cynic rhyme ! 

Bru. tictyou hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, hence. 

Cas. Bi-ar with him, Brutus ; Mis lii* faction. 

Bru. I'll know his humour, when lie knows his 
lime : 
What should the wars do with (bese jiggling fools. 7 
Companion,' 1 hence. 

Cos. Away, away ; begone. 

Enter Luciliui and Titiniu* 

Bru. I jicilius and Titinins, bid* 1, commanders 
iV|miv to I - !:;•: their coni[iun>>^ to-night. 

Cas. And <i,iim> your^lvA, ami brin.< Me«.<ala 

Vti-Il MIU, 

Immediau. ly ui us. {F. > ' \ Lucilin-* find Titinius. 

Jiru. I.miii-, a Uwl of wine. 

Cat. I c i ret ih>i think, \oii could have been so 
un^iy. 

Bru. () f ".i -tiiis I am m« k of many uricf-. 

(\ts. t>f \ i»n r ji,'iil«"M»pu\ you make no iim>, 
If *i»u -j^jve pl,n i- to j« * i«ti ni.il ciiK. 

Bru. .No man Iv.iis smiimw Utter: — Portia is 

ilead. 
Civ. I la! I'.-rtia ' 
Bru. She i-« dead. 
Cut. Ilnw -cup'd I killiii'', wIk.ii 1 Lio-.i'd you 

1 1 hi mpjioi table and touduii^ lo«. !- - 
I'lmn wliat si<. km j: j 
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Bru. Impatient oi niv absence ; 

And grid", that young Octuvius with Marie Antony 
Have made (hcnibcive* to strong;— for with her 

death 
That tiding came ; — With this rhr full distract, 
And, for attendsints absent, swallow'd fire. 

Cos. Ami died *o? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cms. O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers. 

Bru. Speak no rooru of Ik r.— Give mc a bowl 
of wine : — 
la this I bury nil unkindnr««, Cassiu*. [Drinks. 

Cos. My fieuil is thirsty fur that noble pledge:— 
Fill, I-uciu*, till t)ie wine oVmvvll tins cup ; 
1 cannot drink ttomuch of Brutus' love. [Drinks. 

Re-enter Tiliiuu?, with Mcssala. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius '.—Welcome, good Mes- 
sala. — 
Now lit we dene about this taper hen*, 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cos. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru, No more, I pray you. — 

Mefrala, I hare here received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty jxiwcr, 1 
Bending thf-ir expedition towards Philippi. 

Me*.Mj*e\( hare letters of the self-tame tenor. 

Bru. With what addition ? 

Mts. That by proscription, nnd bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lcpidus, 
Hare put to death a hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cot. Cicero one? 

Mts. Ay, Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of proscription. 

Had you tout letter* from your wife, my lord ? 

Bru. No, Messnla. 

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ? 

Bru. Nothing, Mes*ala. 

Mes. That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her in 
yours? 

Mis. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 

Mts. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia.— We must die, 
Messala : 
With meditating that she must die once, 3 
1 have the -patience to endure it now. 
Ma. Even *> great men great losses should en- 
dure. 

Cos. I have as mu^i of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you 
think 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 

Cos. I do not think it good. 

Bru, Your reason ? 

Cos. This it is : 

*Tis better, that the enemy book us : 
So shall he waste his mean*, weary hi* soldier*., 
Poine himself offeiuv ; whilst we, lying htill, 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimhlenc&i. 

Bru, Good reasons must, of force, give place to 
better. 
The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground, 

(1) Force. \%) At some time (:f) Tlieor) 



Do stand but in a fore'd affection ; 
r'oi they have grudg'd us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them. 
By them snail make a fuller number up, 
Come on refresh'd, new-added, and encoung'd ; 
From which advantage *hall we cut him off. 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
These people at our back. 

Cos. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon. — You must note be- 
side, 
That we have try'd the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 
The enemy incrcaseth every day. 
We, at the height, arc ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, lends on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea arc we now afloat ; 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 

Cos. Then, with your will, %o on ; 

We'll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we will niggard with a little rest 
There is no more to say ? 

Cos. No more. Good night ; 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Bru. Lucius my gown. [Exit Lucius.] FareweU, 
good Mcsyala ;— 
Good night, Titinius : — Nolrie, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

Cos. O my dear brother ? 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never conic such division 'tween our souls ! 
litt it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well. 

Cos. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Mts. Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one. 

[Exeunt Cas. TiL and Mes. 

lie-enter Lucius, with the gown. 

Give ine the gown. Where is thy instrument? 

Luc. Here in the tent. 

Bru. What, thou speak V drowsily ? 

Poor knave, I blame, thee not; thou art o'er-watch'd. 
Call Claudius, and *<>me other of my men; 
I'll have them >le« p on cushions in my tent. 

Luc. Varro, and Claudius ! 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 

Var. Calls my lord ? 

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep; 
It may be, I shall raise you by and by 
On business to mv brother Cassius. 

Var. So please you, we will stand, and watch 
your pha*ure. 

Bru. Twill not have it so: lie down, good sin* ; 
It may be, I shall otherwise bethink me. 
Ixiok,' Lucius, hen 's the book I sought for so ; 
I put it iu the pocket of my gown. 

[.Servants he down, 

Luc. I was mri', your lordship did not give it me. 

Bru. Bear with mo, good boy, I am much 
target ful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

/?r»t. It does, my boj : 

J tiouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
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Luc It i. my duty, lir. 

Bru. I should not urge, (by duly past thy might 
I know, young bloods look for a lime of real. 

Zitic I hive slept, my lord, already. 

Jin It is well dune ; and then shall iteep again 
I will not hold thee long: if I do live, 
I will be good 10 thee. [Music, and a long 

™ " ' ■ sleepy •'- " " ' ' ' 

11% I 

do thee so mach wrong to wake thee. 
Html nod, thou break's) Ay instrument ; 
it from thee; and, good boy, good night. 
see, let u lee ;— -la not the leaf turn': 



Let n 

Where I le/l reading ? Here it ia, I think. 

[Uentido. 
Enter (it Ghost 0/ Cesar, 
How ill tail taper bums !— Hn ! who comea bar 
I think, it ia the weakness of mine eyes. 
That shapes this morutroua apparition. 
It come* upon me: — Art thou anything? 

Thai mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to atari 

Speak to mo, what thou art. 
{Mm* Thy aril ipirii, Brutus. 
first Why com'sl tho 

Gnoif. To lell thee, thou shall sec me at Philip 



Bru. Why, I will Me thee at Pbilippi then.— 
Now I have taken heart, thou raiiishest : 
111 spirit, f would hold more talk with thoe.— 
Boy I Lucius ! — Varro ! Claudius ! lira, awake !- 
Uandiiu • 

Laic. The strings, my lord, are false 

Bru. He thinks, be still is at his i 



Tint. Did.t thou dream, Lucius, that thou 

Luc. My lord, I do not know that 1 did cry. 
Bru. Yes, thai thou didst : Didst thou sec a 

thiruj? 
Laic. Nothing, my lord. 
Bru. Sleep egai 
Fellow thou ! awake 
" . Mjf 
i, My 

flntWh] _._ 

For. On. Did we, my lord 



'. My lord. 



Bru. Ay : Saw you any thing 

far. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 
CJau. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother 



Bid him set on his powers belim 
And we will follow. 

Far. Cum. It shall be 



before, 

lone, my lord. 

(Extvnl. 



ACT V. 

SCEJVB I— TArainmn/Philippi. Enter Oc- 
la. ins, Antony, and War amy. 
Oct Now, Antony, oar hopes are answered : 
You laid, the momywooklnol come down. 
But keep the hilt* and upper regions; 



!i>™ 



at Pbilippi la 
Answering before we do demand of them. 
■ Tut, I am in their bo 



_ Jt, I am in their bosons, and I know 

Wherefore they do it : they could be content 
To vijit other place*; and come down 
With fearful braver)", thinking, by this face, 
To fallen in our thoughts that they hare courage , 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mat. Prepare you, generals : 

he enemy cornea on in gallant show ; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hung ouL, 

Jint. Oclaviuj, lead your battle softly on, 
Upon the left hand of die even held. 
Of. Upon the right hand I, keen thou the left. 
Jlnt. Why doyoucroes me in this exigent/ 
Oct I do not cross you ; but I will do so. 

[JrureL 
rrsan. Enter Brutus, Cassias, taut their army; 
Lucilius, Titiniiu, MeastJe, and other,. 
Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 
Cos. Sianduut,Titijiiu-: We must out and talk. 
Oct. Mark Antony, ahull we give sign of bailie? 
Aid. Nu.Carrar, we will answer mi their charge, 
lake forth, Ihe generals would have tome wolds. 
Oof. Stir not until (he signal. 
Bru. Words before blows: Is it so, countrymen' 
Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do, 
Bru. Good words are better Ihan bad strokes, 

Outavioj. 
Aid. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 

ViuiMB the hole you made in Cesar', heart, 
'tying, Long tivt' hail t Qaar! 

The posture of your blows ere yet unknown i 
But for your word., they rob Ihe Uvula bees, 
' *' " them hofleykse, 

i\ot stingiest loo. 
, yes, and soundless too ; 



ded ao tixlay, 
muse: If arguing m 
to redder drops. 



.ell aveng'd : or till another Cierar 
1 added slaughter 10 the sword 01' in 
*ii. Cstwr, thou canst nM die by Ira 
-1 thuu bring'sl them with thee. 



HhooHioy, worthless of auto 
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Jotn'd with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Cussius still ! 

Oct. Come, Antony : away. — 

Defiance, traitors, hurl' we in your teeth : 
II' you dare light to-day, come to tlic field ; 
It' not, when yon have stonuuh*. 

[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their army. 

Cas. Why now, blow, wind; swell, billow ; and 
swim, Iwirk ! 
The stomi is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Ho! 
Lucilius ; hark, a word with you. 

Luc. My lord. 

[Brutus and Luciliua converse apart. 

Cos. Mcssala, — 

Ales. What says my general ? 

Cos. Messala, 

This is my birth-day; as this very day 
Was Cas!>iutt torn. Give me thy hand, Messala : 
Be thou my witness, that, against my will. 
As lVanpey was, am 1 compell'd to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus strong:. 
And his opinion : now I change my mind, 
And (tartly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Surdis, on our former 3 ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they ucrch'd, 
CJorging and feeding from our soldiers' hands ; 
Wlw to Philippi liere con.«*orted* us. 
Thin morning arc thev tied away, and gone ; 
And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites. 
Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us, 
As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our array lies, ready to give up the ghost 

Mes. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly ; 

For I am fresh of spirit, and rcsolv'd 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lucilius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 
But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let's reason with the worst that may befall. 
I f we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we "shall speak together: 
W^at are you then determined to dor 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself: — I know not how, 
But 1 do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life : — arming myself with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern as below. 

Cos. Then, if we lose this battle, 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? 

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble 
Roman, 
TTiat ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But this .same day 
Must end that work, the ides of March begun ; 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Ca-Mii> ! 
If we do meet again, why we *hall >mile ; 
If not, why then thi* parting wa» well ma'lr. 

Cas. For ever, and for e.vrr, farewell, Brutus! 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed ; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made 

()) Throw. (2) Foremost. (3) Accompanied. 



Bru. Why then, lead ou. — 0,that a man might 
know 
The end of this day's business, ere it come ! 
Bat it HuiTktth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. — Come, ho ! away ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJYE II.— The same. The field of battle. 
Alarum, Enter Brutus ana Messala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 
bills* 
Unto the legions on the other side : 

[Loud alarum* 
Let them set on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius' wing, 
And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Mcssala : let them all come down. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE III.— The same. Anotlter part of the 
Jield. Alarum, Enter Cassius and Titinius, 

Cas. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly ! 
Myself have to mine own tum'd enemy : 
This ensign here of mine was turning back ; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too eiirly ; 
Who having some advantage on Octavius 
Took it too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil, 
Whilst we by Antony arc all cnclus'd. 

Enter Pindarus. 

Pin, Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord • 
Fly therefore, uoble Cassius, fly far off. 

Git. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titi- 
nius ; 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire ? 

Tit. They are, my lord. 

Cas. Titinius, if tliou lov'st me, 

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him, 
Till lie have brought thee up to \omler troops, 
And here again: that 1 mnv rest asaur'd, 
Whether yond' troops arc friend or enemy. 

Tit. I will be here again, even with a drought. 

Cos. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill ; 
My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not 1 st about the field. — 

[Exit Pindarus. 
This day I breathed first : time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there I shall end ; 
My life is run his t omjMWs. — Sirrah, what news? 

Pin. \Abovc] O my lord! 

Cos. What new* ? 

Pin. Titinius is 
Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to him on the spur;— yet lie >y\\r* on. — 
Now they nrc almost on him; now, ritiuiu* ! — 
Now some 'li^ht :— O, he 'lights too : — he's tnVn ; — 
and, hark ! [>SAoh<. 

They shout for joy. 

Cas. "Come down, behold no inoie.- - 

O, coward, that I am, to live «» loin;, 
To see my best friend ta'en befoic my tat c ' 

Enter Piudaru?. 

Come hither, -in ah : 
In J'arlliM * lid 1 take thee prisoner . 
And then I .-wore thee, siting of thy hlc, 
That what** ver I did bid thee do, 
Thou shouldM attempt it. Cum: now, keep dun* 
oath : 

(4) Dircctium tor the oAVeia. 



i 



JULIUS CESAR. 



Now bo ■ freeman : and, with lhi« good sword, 
That ran dirougl i Unift bowcfa, search this bosom. 
Stand no) (0 mi>wer : lien;, take ihou the hilts ; 
And, when my face it imer'd, us 'lis now, 
Guide thou tins swonl.-CH.-sir, thou art revrnjrM, 
Erin Willi the mvord that kill'd Ihec. |tto. 

Fin. Sii, I ain Tree ; yd would nol so hare been, 
Durst I have ikxic my will. O Cumins ! 
Par I'rufii Hi.- eounlry Piudarus shall run. 
Where never Roman shsl I take note of him. [Bi. 
Re-enter Tiliniiu witt Metsala. 

Jlfti. Il is but change, Tiliuius ; lor Octav 



la Urului 






With Hindu™, hit bonJma 
Ma. Is not that ]„,, i hn 
M. He Keg not like the 
Ma. 1* not that he > 



A- in thy ml rays thou ih**l Kink lo night, 
So in hn red blood CuweV day is net , 
The mm of Rome is Act ! Our day in gone ; 
Clouds, dew», and dangers came; our dec 



JUtt. Mill. 

dec 

hnteiiil em 
Why (lo-t ihr 



melancholy*) 



: apt thoughts or men. 



Bui kill'-t the mother that unrein it r'd lli.c. 
Tit. What, Piiidnrus! Where art lhou,Pindarai 
Afes. Seek him, Tiiinius: whilst I go lo meet 
Tlu' noble Brutui, thrusting this re|Br( 
Into his ears i i may my, thrusting it; 
I'nr piercing iteel, and darts envenomed, 
Shall be aa welcome to the earn of II mint. 
As tidings of this sight. 

Tit Hie yon, Meaaala, 

is the while. [Ex. Me 



Why dids 



lisgarir 



Didat thou not hn 



J.* 



The Brutus bid me give it thee 

Will do his bidding.— Brulus, i r .., 

And tee how 1 regarded Cuius Canius.— 

By your leave, gods :— This is a Roman's part i 

Come, Cutias' sword, and find Tiliniiu' heart. 

[M. 
Alarum. Reenter Messala, with Brutus, youn 
Cato, Strato, Vulumnius, and Ludlins. 

Bru. Where, where, Mossnla, doth his body lie 

Ma. Lo, yonder ; and Titinim mourning it. 

firu. Tilinins' face ia upward. 

Cata. Ho ii slain. 

Bru. Julius Cesar, Ihou art mighty yet ! 
Thy spirit watts abroad, and turns our swords 
In "iir own proper entrails. [Lena alarami 

Onto. UmTeTiiinim! 

Look, whe'r ho hate not crown'd dead Cassim .' 



The lail of all the Remans, rare thee well .' 


Should lim-d 111) 






Il llow.-Kriends,Iow 




r D da. dead ma 






shall find liim 


and loTbawm send 








lis funeral sluil 


nut be in our cani|i, 





, let us 'lo the field.— 

Labeo,and I'lanus, net our buttle* on:— 

""' ' -lock; and, Romans, Jet ere night 

fortune in a second light. [Kicunl. 
SCEA'E It'— Another port ofthcjitl J. Alar- 
JigMing, fiat," 



then Brutus, Cuto, Lucil 
Bra. Yet, countrymen, 0, 

heads! 
Cvto. What bastard doth ni 

[ am the son of Matci 






p your 



unlry's friend ; 
Hi of Marcus Cato, ho I 

i Charge* the rnem. 
nd I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ; 



[* 



it, charging 
pomertd, and fails. 
Luc. young and noble Cato, art thou down ? 

liuI may's! bi> htinuur'il, b>in;( CaOj's son. 

1 Hold. Yield, or tliou cliest. 

Luc. Onlv I yield to die : 

Tier.: is so much thai thou wilt kill n>c straight; 

[OJt'extHg money. 
WW lEmlus, and be lionour'd in his death. 

ISM. WemnstnuL— A noble orisoncr! 

2N<Jd. Ram, ho! Tell Anlony.UnitusislaVn. 



Enter Antony, 
rutus is ta'en, Brulus is la'en, my lord. 
Ant. Where is he? 
Luc . Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough : 

Shall ever take ali've the nobla Brutus : 
The gods defend him from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead, 
""■ will be (bund like Brutus, like himself. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, friend; but, I asm 



you, 






Jisafc, 



id bring us word, unto Octaviu 



SCEJVE F.— Another part of Ike field. Enter 
Brutus, Dar.la.iius, Clilus, Slrato, and Voluin. 
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Dar. I do inch a deed ? i 

CH. O, Dardanius ! | 

Dar. O, Clitus! 

Cli. What ill request did Brums make to thee? 

Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he meditates. 

Cto. Now is that noble vessel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volummus: list a word. 

Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bru. Why, this, Vohimnhii : 

The ghost of Caesar hath appeared to me 
Two several times by night: at Sardis, once ; 
And, this last night, here in Philippi* fields. 
I know, my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, ray lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volummus. 
Thou see'st the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 
Than tarry UK they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know*st, that we two went to school together ; 
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee, 
Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it 

VoL That's not an office for a friend, my lord. 

[Alarum stilL 

Cfa*. Fly, fly, my lord ; there is no tarrying here. 

Bra, Farewell to you \ — and you ;—and you, 
Volumnius. — 
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Strato. — Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 
I shall have glory by this losing day, 
More than Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 
So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue 
Hath almost ended his life's history : 
Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rest, 
That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry within, Fly, fly, fly. 
CU. Fly, my lord, fly. 

Bru. Hence ; I will follow thee. 

\ Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumnius. 
I nr'ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord : 
Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 
Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it : 
Hold then ray sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra. Give me your hand first : Fare you well, 
my lord. 



(1) Receive into my service. (2) Recommend. 



Bru. Farewell, good Strata— Caesar, now be 
still : 
I kilPd not thee with half so good a will. 

[He rims on his sword f and dies. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Octa\ ius, Antony, Mes- 
sala, Lucilius, and their Army. 

Oct What man is that? 

Jttet. My master's man. — Strato, where is thy 
master? 

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in,Measak} 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 
For Brutus only overcame himself, 
And no man erae hath honour by his death. 

Luc So Brutus should be found. — I thank thee, 
Brutus, 
That thou hast prov'd Lucilius' tavmg true. 

Oct. All that *erv'd Brutus, 1 will entertain' them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 

Stra. Ay, if Mcssala will prefer 3 me to yon. 

Oct. Do so, Messala. 

Mts. How died my master, Strato ? 

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it 

Met. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant This was the noblest Roman of them nil : 
All the conspirators, save only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Cfesar \ 
He, only, in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world, This was a man: 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him. 
With all respect and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night *hall lie, 
Most like a «>ldier, ordcr'd honourably. — 
So, call the field to rest : and let's away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. [ExtsoU. 
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Of this tragedy many particular pa ssag e s du a em 
regard, and the contention and reconcilement of 
Brutus and Cassius is universally celebrated ; hut 
I have never been strongly agitated in perusing it, 
and think it somewhat cold and unafTccting, com- 
pared with some otlier of Shak»peare's plays : ma 
adherence to the real story, and to the Roman man- 
ners, seems to have impeded the natural vigour of 
his genius. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



M. Antony, ) 

Octavius Caesar, > triumvirs. 

M Mnul Lepidus, ) 

Sextus Pompeius. 

Domitios Enobarbus, 

Ventidius, 

Eros, 

Scants, 

Dercetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 

Maecenas, 



friends of Antony. 




* friends of Guar. 



Dolabella, 

Proculeius, 

Thyreus, 

Callus, 

Menas, ) 

Menecrates, > friends of Pompey. 

Varrius, } 



Taurus, lieutenant-general to Ccesar. 
Canidius, lieutenant-general to Antony. 
Silius, an officer in rentidivs's army. 
Euphronius, an ambassador from Antony to ( 
Alexas, Mardian, Seleucus, and Diomedes ; attend- 

ants on Cleopatra. 
A Soothsayer. A Clown. 

Cleopatra, queen of Egypt 

Octavia, sister to Oaesar, and vnfc to Antony. 

Cbarmian, ) attendants on Cleopatra. 

Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attend 

ants. 



Scene, dispersed; in several parts of the Roman 

empire. 



ACT I. 

SCENE V.— Alexandria. A room tn Cleopatra's 
palace. Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

Philo. 

IN AY, but this dotage of our general's, 

Overflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 

That o'er the files and musters of the war 

Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, 

The office and devotion of their view 

Upon a tawny front : his captain's heart, 

Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 

The buckles on his breast, reneges 1 all temper; 

And is become the bellows, and the fan, 

To cool a gipsy's lust. Look, where they come ! 

flourish. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with their 
trains; Eunuchs fanning her. 

Take but good note, and you shall nee in him 
The triple pillar of the world transformed 
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see. 

Cleo. If it be love indeed, tell me hew much. 
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be 

reckon'd. 
Geo. I'll set a bourn 3 how far to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven, 
new earth. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Alt. News, my good lord, from Rome. 
Ant. Grates* me : — The sum.- 

Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony : 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 

(1) Renounces. (2) Bound or limit 

(3 N Oflends. (4) Subdue, conquer. 
vol. it. 



If the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this ; 
Take in* that kingdom, and enfranchise that; 
Perform't, or else we damn thee. 

Ant. How, my lore ! 

Cleo. Perchance, — nay, and most like. 
You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Caesar ; therefore hear it, Antony.— 
Where's Fulvia's process? 5 Caesar's, I would say? — 

Both?— 
Call in the mMvngers. — As I am Egypt's queen. 
Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blood of thine 
Is Oesar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame, 
When shrill-tongu'd Fulvia scolds. — The messen- 
gers. 

Ant Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch 
Of the rang'd empire fell ! Here is my space ; 
Kingdoms are clay : our duney earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, 

[Embracing. 
And such a twain can do't, in which, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world to wect,* 
We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her?— 
I'll seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will be himself. 

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra. — 

Now, for the love of Love, ana her soft hours, 
L*»t's not confound 7 the time with conference harsh : 
There's not a minute of our livt-.s should stretch 
Without *>me pleasure now : What sport to-nig^t? 

Cleo. 1 loar the ambassadors. 
' Ant. Fie, wrangling queen ! 

Whom ever}' thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

(5) Summons. (6) Know. (7) Consuma. 
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To weep; whose every pns«i«»n fully strive* 
To mak«* it—If, in tint", fair and admir'd .' 
No mcseeugt r ; but thine and all alone, 
To-uight, we'll ivsmdi r through tlie streets, oud note 
The qiialiiir.-. of j»eople. Come, my queen ; 
Last night you did desire it : — S)>eak not to us. 

[A mini Ant. and Clco. with their train. 

Dem. is Cu:sar with Antonius priz'd *o >light? 

Phi. Sir, sometimes when he is not Antony, 
He conies ton >hort of th:»t jrrvnt property 
Which still slwiuld £0 with Antony. 

Dem. I'm full sorry, 

That be approve? the common liar, 1 who 
Thus speak.* of him ut Rome : Hut 1 will hope 
Of better deeds to- morrow. Rest you happy J 

[Ext wit. 

SCENE II.— The same. A nother room. Enter 
Charmiun, Iras AU-xus, and a Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any 
thing Alexas, almust im>.-<t absolute Alexas, whero's 
the soothsayer that \ ou prai*ed so to the queen ? O, 
thai I knew this liusbaud, which, you say, must 
Thsjnrr his horns with garlands ! 

AUx. Sootlifcaver. 

Sooth. Your will? 

Char, h this the man ? — Is't you, sir, that know 
thing* ? 

Sooth. In nature** infinite book of secrecy, 
A Vttle I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Guar. Pray then, foresee inc one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you arc. 

Char. lie means in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shail paint when you ore old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

AUx. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let 
me be married to three, kings in a forenoon, and 
widow them all : let me have a child at fifty, to 
whom Herod of Jewry mav do homage : find me 
to marry me with Octavius L'a?sar, and companion 
me with my mistress. 

Sooth. You shall outlive the ladv whom you serve. 

Char. O excel lent ! I love long fife better thau figs. 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former 
fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no 
names : 3 Pr'ythec, how many boys and wenches 
must I have ? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 
And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! 1 forgive thee for a witch. 

AUx. You think, none but your sheets arc privy 
to your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Ira" hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 
-J* * Mine, and mo*t of our fortunes, to-night, 
■*U be— drunk to bed. 
.****' There's a palm presages chastity, if noth- 




(1) Fame. 



(2) Shall be bastards. 



Char. Even as tlie o'crflowing Nilus presagetb 
famine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot sooth- 
say. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog- 
nostication, I cannot scratch mine car. — Pr'ythce, 
tell her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Yoor fortune are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how ? give me particulars. 

Sooth. 1 have said. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
letter than I, where would you choose it? 

Iras. Not in my huslrand's nose. 

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend ! A- 
lexas — come, hi> fortune, hi* fortune. — O, let him 
many a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I be- 
scei-h thee ! And let her die too, and give him a 
worn; .' and let worse follow worse, till the worst 
of all follow him laughing to his grave, filly-fold a 
cuckold ! Good Isis, 3 btiiu me this prayer, though 
thou deny me a matter of more weight ; good Isis, 
I beseech thee ! 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of 
the people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a 
hancLome man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sor- 
row to behold a foul knave uncuckolded ; There- 
fore, dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him ac- 
cordingly ! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Ix), now ! if it lay in their hands to make 
me a cuckold, they would make themselves whores, 
but they'd do't. 

Eno. Hu»h ! here comes Antony. 

Char, Not he, the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Geo. Saw you my lord ? 

~~ No, lady. • 



Eno. 



Was he not here 7 



Geo. 

Char. No, madam. 

Geo. He was dUnos'd to mirth; but on the sud- 

deu 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — Enobarbus, — 
Eno. Madam. 
Geo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where's 

Alexas? 
Alex. Here, madam, at your service. — My lord 

approaches. 

Enter Antony, with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Geo. We will not look upon him : Go with us. 
[Exeunt Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Alexas, Iras, 
Charmian, Soothsayer, and Attendants. 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mess. Ay : 
But soon that war had end, and the time's state 
Made friends of them, joining their force 'gainst 

Ctesar ; 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 
Upon the first encounter, drave theiiL 

ylnt. Well, 

W r hnt worst ? 

Mess. The inturrof bad news infects the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — On: 
Things, that are p;;*t, are done, with me — 'Tis thus 
Who tells mo true, i hough in hi* tale lie death, 
I hear him as he flatter'd. 

M'SS. I«abicnus 

f This i« stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force, 
Extended 4 Asia fiorn Euphrates; 

(3) An Egyptian goddess. (4) SdsctL 
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His conquering banner shook, from Syria 
To Lydia, and to Ionia ; 
Whilst 

Ant. Antony, thou would'st say, — 

Mess. ' O, my lord ! 

Ant. Speak to mc home, niincc not the general 
tongue ; 
Name Cleopatra as she's call'd in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase ; and taunt my faults 
Willi tmch lull license, as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weed*, 
When our quick winds 1 lie .still ; and our ills told u>, 
Is a* our earing. 3 Fare thee well a while. 

Mess. At your noble pleasure. [ E* it. 

Ant. From Sicyon how the new* ? Speak there. 

1 Att. The man from Sicyon. — Is there such a 

one? 

2 Att. He stay* 3 upon your will. 

Ant. Let him appear. — 

These strong Egyptian fetters 1 must break, 

Knter another Messenger. 

Or lov myself in dotage. — What arc you ? 

2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died she ? 

2 Mess. In Sicyon : 
Her leugth of sickness, with what else more seriou" 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Gives a letter. 

Ant. Forbear ine. — 

[Exit Messenger. 
There's a great spirit gone ! Thus did 1 desire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 
We wi«h it ours again ; the pre*-eiit pleasure, 
By. revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself: she's good, being cone ; 
Tlie hand could pluck her back, that shov'u her on. 
i must from this enchanting queen break oil'; 
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My idleuess doth hatch. — How now ! Euobarbus ! 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What's your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : We 
see how mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they 
suffer our departure, death's the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women 
die : It were pity to cast them away for nothing ; 
though, between them and a great cause, they 
should be esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catching 
but the least noise of this, dies instantly ; I have 
t>een her die twenty times upon far poorer moment 
I do think, there is mettle in death, which commits 
some loving act upon her, she hath such a celerity 
in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man's thought. 

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of 
nothing but the finest part of pure love. ? We can- 
not call her winds and waters, sighs and tears; they 
are greater storms and tempests than almanacs 
can report ; this cannot be cunning in her; if it be, 
she makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. 'Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonder- 
ful piece of work ; which not to have been ble&*- 
«d withal, would have discredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

(1 ) In some edition* minds. 

(2) Tilling, ploughing ; pi* pairs us to pioduce 
good seed. 



Eno. Fulvia? 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gtxU a thankful sacri- 
tiro. When it please th their deities to take the wife 
of a man from him, it shows to man the tailors of 
the earth ", comforting therein, that when old robes 
are worn out, then; ure membei> to m.ike new. If 
there wi-re no more women but Fulvia, then had 
you indeed a < i<t, iukI the case to be. lamented: 
this grief is crowned with consolation; Your old 
►mock biiwr- forth a iir-w petticoat: — anrf, indeed, 
the tear? live in an onion, that should water this 
sorrow. 

Ant. The business the hath broached in the state, 
Cannot endure in) absence. 

Eno. And the business vou have broached here, 
cannot be without you ; esjxxially that of Cleo- 
patra's which wholly depends on \our abode. 

Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice, what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience 4 to tlie queen, 
And get her love* to part For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 
Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : Sextus Pomjieius 
Hath given the dare to Cawar, and commands 
The. empire of the nea : our slippery people 
(Whose love i.M never link'd to the denorver, 
Till lii*4 deserts are pa>t,) liegin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities, 
Upon his son ; who, high in name and power, 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier : whose quality, going on, 
Tlie aides o'the world may danger : Much is breed- 
ing, 
Which, like the coursei V hair, hath yet but life, 
And not a scrjient's poison. Say, our pleasure. 
To such wbo»e place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. I shall do't [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, 

and Alcxas. 

Cleo. Where is lie ? 

Char. I did not see him since. 

Cleo. See where lie is, who's with him, what he 
does : — 
I did not send you ; 7 —If you find him sad, 
Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

[Exit Me*. 
Char. Madam, raetliinks, if you did love him 
dearly, 
Y'ou do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

CI to. What should I do, I do not ? 

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in 

nothing. 
Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool : die way to lose 

him. 
Char. Tempt him not so too far : I wish, forbear; 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here corned Antony. 
Cleo. I am sick, and sullen. 

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my pur- 

poH-, — 
Cleo. Help mc away, dear Charmian, I shall fall: 

(:i) Waits. (4) Expedition. 

«'j> leave. (6) Horse's. 

< # } I.^k ps if I did not tend vou. 
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It cannot bo thus long, ibc sides of nature 
Will not sustain it 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 

CUo. Pray you, stand further from me. 

Ant. What'i the matter ? 

CUo. I know, by that same eye, mere's some 
good news. 
What says the married woman ?— You may go ; 
'Would she had never given you leave to come ! 
Let her not say, 'tis I that keep you here, 
I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant. Tne gods Dcst know,— 

Geo. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray'd ! Yet, at the first, 
I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra, — 

CUo. Why should I think, you can be mine, and 
true, 
Though you in wearing shake the throned gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

Ant Most sweet queen, — 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour foryourgoing, 
But bid farewell, and go : when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words : No going then ; — 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes ; 
Bliss in our brows 1 bent ;> none our parts so poor, 
But was a race 3 of heaven : They are so stilt, 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greatest liar. 

Ant. How now, lady ! 

CUo. I would, I had thy inches \ thou should'st 
know, • 

There were a heart in Egypt 

Ant Hear me, queen : 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services a while ; but ray full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords : Seitus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port 1 of Rome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to 

strength, 
Are newly grown to love : the condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as huve not tnrivM 
Upon the present state, wIkmc uumbcrs threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : My more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe 4 my 

going, 
Is Fulvia's death. 

CUo. Though age from folly could not give me 
freedom. 
It does from childishness : — Can Fulvia die ?* 

Ant. She's dead, my queen : 
Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awak'd :* at the laot, best : 
See, when, and where she died. 

CUo. O most false love ! 

Where be the sacred vials thou *hould'*t till 
With sorrowful water ? Now I se«-, I Me, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd shall be. 

Ant Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
Tne purposes I bear ; which are, or eeate, 
As you snail give the advice : Now, by the fire 
That quickens Nilus' slime, 7 1 go from hence, 

(1) The arch of our eye-brows. 
fS) Smack or flavour. (3) Gate. 
(4) Render my going not dangerous. 
g} Can Fulvia be deed? 
(&) The commotion she occasioned. 



Thy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war, 
As thou affect's t 

CUo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ; — 

But let it be.— I am quickly ill, and well : 
So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious queen, forbear ; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

Qeo. So Fulvia told me. 

Iur*ytbee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 
Then bid adieu to rue, and say, the tears 
Belong to Egypt * Good now', play .one scene 
Of excellent Oirtscmbling ; ami let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more. 

CUo. You can do better vet ; but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now, by my sword, — 

Oeo. And target,— Still he mends; 

But this is not the best : Look, pr'ythee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe.* 

Ant. 1*11 leave you, lady. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part — but that's not it: 
Sir, you and I have lov'd, — but there's not it; 
That you know well : Something it is I would, — 
O, ray oblivion 10 is a very Antony, 
And I email forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

CUo. Tis sweating labour, 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eve well to you : Your honour calls vou hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to mv unpiticd folly, 
And all the gods go with you ! upon your sword 
Sit Iaurel'd victory ! and smooth success 
Be strew'd before your fcet ! 

Ant. Let us go. Come ; 

Our .separation so abides, and flies, 
That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. [Exnmt. 

SCFJTE /P.— Rome. An apartment in Cesar's 
home. Enter Octavius Caesar, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. 

Cos. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Caesars natural vice to hate 
One great competitor : 11 From Alexandria 
This is the news ; He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or 
YouchsaPd to think he bad partners: You shall 

find there. 
A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I must not think, there are 

E\ ils enough to darken all his goodness : 
His fault*, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More firry by ni^ht'- blackness ; hereditary, 
Rather than purrhas'd ;>2 what he cannot change. 
Than what he chooses. 

Ccrs. You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it 
is not 

(7) Mud of the river Nile. 

(8) To me, the queen of Egypt. 

(9) Heat. (10) Oblivious memory. 

(11) A?*nriate or partner. 

(12) Procured by his owu fault 
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Annas to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to ait 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 
To reel tne streets at noon, and stand the bullet 
With knaves that smell of sweat: say, this becomes 

him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed, 
Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must An 

tony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness 1 . If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 
Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones, 
Call on him? toft : but, to confound 1 such time, 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
At his own stale, and ours, — 'tU to be chid 
As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure, 
And so rebel to judgment 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lep. Here's more news. 

Meu. Thy biddings have been done ; and every 
hour, 
Most noble Caesar, shalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Porapcy is strong at sea ; 
And it appears, he is belov'd of those 
That only have fearM Caesar : to the ports 
The discontents 4 repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Cos. I should have known no less : — 

It hath been taught us from the primal state, 
That he, which is, was wish'd, until he were ; 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd, till ne'er worth love, 
Qomes deaVd, by being lack'cL* This common 

body, 
Like a vagabond flag upon the stream, 
Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide, 
To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Caesar, I bring thee word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the sea serve them ; which they ear 8 and 

wound 
With keels of every kind : Many hot inroads 
Thev make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood 7 to think on't, and flush 8 youth revolt : 
No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon 
Taken as seen : for Pompey's name strikes more, 
Than could his war resisted. 

Oat. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassals. 9 When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought* st against, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer : Thou didst drink 
The staled of horses, and the gilded puddle" 
Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did 

deign 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees tbou browsed'at ; on the Alps 
It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh, 
Which some did die to look on: And all this 
(It wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,) 
Was borne to like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not 

(1) Levity. (2J Visit him. (3) Consume. 
(4) Discontented. (5) Endeared by being missed. 
(6) Plough. (7) Turn pale. (8) Ruddy. 
(9) Feasting* : in the old copy it is vaissaiUs, . 
i. e. vassals. I 



Istp. It it pity of him. 

Cms. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome : Tis time we twain 
Did ."how ourselves i'the field ; and, to that end, 
Assemble wc immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in oar idleness. 

Ijtp, To-morrow, Caster, 

I shall be furnish'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 
To 'front this present time. 

Cos. Till which encounter, 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord : What you shall know 
mean time 
Of stirs abroad, 1 shall beseech yon, sir, 
To let me be partaker. 

Gets. Doubt not, sir ; 

I knew it for my bond.» [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE F— Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, oust 

Mardian. 

Cleo. Charmian, — 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha!— 
Give me to drink mandragora. 1 * 

Char. Why, madam ? 

Cteo. That I might sleep out this great gap of 
time 
My Antony is away. 

Char. You think of him ♦ 

Too much. 

Cleo. O, treason ! 

Char. Madam, I trust, not so. 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch ! Mardian ! 

Mar. What's your highness' pleasure ? 

Cleo. Not now to bear thee ting; I take no 
pleasure 
In aught an eunuch hat : Tis well for thee, 
That, being unseminar'd, 14 thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt Hast thou affections? 



lav not ny lo 
Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 



Cleo. ' Indeed ? 

Mar. Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing 
But what in deed is houest to be done : 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think, 
What Yenus did with Mars. 

Cleo. O Charmian, 

Where think'st thou he it now? Stands he, or 

tits he? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 
O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horse! for wot'st thou whom thou 

mov'st ? 
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And nurgonet 15 of men. — He's speaking now, 
Or murmuring, Where's my serpent of old Nik? 
For so he calls me ; Now I feed myself 
With most delirious poison : — Think on me, 
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Caesar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and srneat Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With looking on his life. 



Enter Alexas. 



Alex. 



Sovereign of Egypt, hail ! 



(10) Urine. (11) Stagnant, slimy water. 
(12) My bmindrn duty. (13) A sleepy potion. 
(14) Unmanned. (15) A helmet. 
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CUo. How much unlike trf thou Mark Antony ! 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded thee.— 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Lai t thing he did, dear queen, 
He kiss'd, — the last of many doubled kisses, — 
This orient pearl ; — His speech sticks in my heart 

CUo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

AUx. Good friend, quoth he, 

Say, thejirm Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster; at whose foot 
To mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms; All the east, 
Say thou, shall call her mistress. So be nodded, 
And soberlv did mount a termagant 1 steed, 
Who neigh'd so high, that what f would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb'd by him. 

CUo. What, was he sad, or merry ? 

AUx. Like to the time o'the year between the 
extremes 
Of hot and cold ; be was nor tad, nor merry. 

Geo. O well-divided disposition ! — Note him, 
Note him, (rood Cbarmian, 'tis the man ; but note 

him: 
He was not sud ; for be would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy : but between both ; 

heavenly mingle ! — Be'st thou sad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes ; 

So does it no man else. — Met'st thou my posts? 
$ Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick f 

CUo. Who's born that day 

When 1 forget to send to Antony, 
Shall die a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian. — 
Welcome, my good Alexas.— Did 1, Charmian, 
Ever love Caesar so ? 

Char. O that brave Caesar ! 

CUo. Be chok'd with such another emphasis ! 
Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caesar ! 

CUo. By Ieis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Cicsar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your most gracious pardon, 

1 sing but after you. 

Clio. My salad days; 

When I was green in judgment : — Cold in blood, 
To say, as I said then ! — But, come, away : 
Get me ink and paper : he shall have every day 
A several greeting, or I'll unpeople Egypt [Exe. 



ACT II. 

SCEJVE /.—Messina. A room in Pompey's 
house. Enter Porapey, Mcnecratcs, and Menas. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. While* we are suitors to their throne, de- 
cays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mene. We, ignorant ot" ourselves, 

Beg often our own harms, which the wi«<e power* 
Deny us for our good ; so find we proni, 
By losing of our prayers. 



%) 



Furious. {2) I)f»linrd, fad*rl 

To. 'A) Done on ; i. e . put on. 



Pom. I shall do well : 

Hie people love me, and the sea is mine ; 
My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will conic to the full Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money, where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus natters both, 
Of both is natter'd ; but be neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Caesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this ? 'tis false. 

Men. From Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams; I know, they are in Rome to- 
gether, 
Looking for Antony : But all charms of love, 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan'd 2 lip ! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, li«t with both ! 
Tie up the libertine, in a field of feasts, 
Keep nis brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ; 
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour. 
Even till' a Lethed dulness. — How now, Varrius * 

Enter Varrius. 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, 'tis 
A space for further travel 

Pom. I could have, given leas matter 

A better ear. — Menas, I did not think, 
This amorous surfeiter would have don'd 4 his helm* 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck • 

The ne'er lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 

Caesar and Antony shall well greet together : 
His wife, that's dead, did trespasses to Cjesar ; 
His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I think, 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

How leaser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were't not that we stand up against them all, 
'Twere pregnant they should square 6 between them- 
selves ; 
For they have entertain'd cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be it as our gods will have it ! It only stands 
Our lives u])on, to use our strongest hands. 
Come, Menas. [Exeunt. 

SCEWE 7/.— Rome. A room in the house of 
Lepidus. Enter Enobarbus and lepidus. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus 'tis a worthy deed. 
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft an<J gentle speech. 

Eno. 1 shall entreat him 

To answer like him***lf : if Oiesar move him, 
Let Antony look over Caesar's head. 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antoniiis* beard, 
I would not -have to dny. 

Lep. *Tis not a time 

For private «tomncbin£. 

Eno. Even- time 

Serves for the matter that is then born in it. 

Lep. But small to ureater matter* mutt give way. 

Eno. Not it th«* *mall come tii>t. 



<.'») Helmet. 



i f>) Quarrel 
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Lep. Your speech is passion : 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 



Eno. 



Enter Antony and Vcntidius. 

And yonder, Caesar. 



Enter Caesar, Maecenas, and Agrippa. 

Ant. If we compose 1 well here, to Parthia : 
Hark you, Venodius. 

Ctes. I do not know, 

Maecenas ; ask Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble friends, 

That which corabin'd us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiss, 
May it be gently heard : When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for F earnestly beseech,) 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, 
Nor curstness 3 grow to the matter. 

Ant. Tis spoken well : 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. 
Cats. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant. Thank you. 

Cos. Sit 

Ant. Sit, sir! 

Cos. Nay, 

Then— 

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not so ; 
Or, being, concern you not 

Cces. I must be laugh'd at, 

If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i'the world : more laugh*d at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your 

name 
It not concern'd me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar, 

What was't to you ? 

Cats. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Mi^ht be to vou in Egypt : Yet, if you there 
Did practise* on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 4 

Ant. How intend yon, practis'd ? 

Cos. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befall me. Your wife, and brother, 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 
Ant. You do mistake your business ; my brother 
never 
Did urge me in* this act : I did inquire it; 
And have my learning from some true reports, 5 
That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 
And make the wars alike against my stomach, 
Having alike your cause ? Of this, my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you have not to make it with, 
It must not be with this. 

Cats. You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patcn'd up your excuses. 

Ant. Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 
Very necessity of this thought, that I 
Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 

(1) Agree. (2) Let not ill humour be added. 

(3) Use bad arts or stratagems. 

(4) Subject of conversation. 

(5) Reporters. (6) Opposed. 



Which 'fronted* mine own peace. As for my wile, 
I would you had her spirit in such another : 
The third o'the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 7 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. 'Would we had all such wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So modi uucurable, her garboil*,' Caesar, 
Made out of her impatience (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) I jrric\ing grant, 
Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it 

Cces. I wrote to you, 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive 9 out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what 1 was i'the morning : but, next day, 
I told him of myself; which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon : Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend, 
Out of our question 10 wipe him. 

Cats. Yon have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Iaj>. Soft, Caesar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 
The honour's sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that 1 lack'd it : But on, Caesar; 
The article of my oath, — 

Cats. To lend me arms, and aid, when I requir'd ^ 
them ; 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; 

And then, when poison'd hours had bound me up 
Fronvmine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
I'll play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it : Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as bents mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. 'Tis nobly spoken. 

Mac. If it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs 11 between ye : to forget them quite, 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone 12 you. 

Lep. Worthily spoke, Maecenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for 
the instant, you may, when you hear no more 
words of Pompey, return it again : you shall have 
time to wrangle in, when you have nothing else 
to do. 

Ant. Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent, I had almost 
forgot 

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak 
no more. 

Eno. Go to then ; your considerate stone. 

Cos. I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech : for it cannot be, 
We shall remain in frkncWiip, our conditions 15 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch, 14 from edge to 

ed^o 
O'the world 1 would pursue it 

Agr. Give me leave, Caesar,— 



(7) Bridle. 
(9) Messenger. 
(11) Grievances. 
(l;i) Dispositions. 



(8) Commotions. 
(10) Conver*atiou. 
(12) Reconcile. 
(l4) Firm. 
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CteJ. Spctk, Agrippa. 

A$r. Thou hart a sister by the mother's side, 
AdmirM Octavia : great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Cau. Say not so, Agrippa ; 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv'd of rafthiios. 

Ant. I am not married, Caesar : let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband thaw tin; best of men : 
Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none, else can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dan- 
gers, 
Would then be nothing: truths would be but tales, 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both, 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke; 
For 'tis a studied, not a present thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant. WillCiesar speak? 

Cces. Not till he hears how Antony is touch'd 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

If 1 would say, Agrippa^ be it so, 
To make this good? 
I Ccu. The power of Caesar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment ! — Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and, from this hour, 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 
And sway our great designs ! 

Oaf. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my vword 'gainst 
Pompey ; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 
Of late upon me : I must thank him only, 
Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep. Time calls upon us : 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 
Or else he seeks out us». 

Ant. And where lies he ? 

Cats. About the mount Misenum. 

Ant. What's his strength 

By land? 

Cos. Great, and increasing ; but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant. So is the fame. 

'Would, we had spoke together : Haste we for it : 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talk'd of. 

Gets. With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister's view, 
Whither straight I will lead you. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, 

(1) Suits with her merits. 

(2) Added to the warmth they were intended to 
diminish. 



Not sickness sltould detain me. 

\Fiouruh. Exeunt Csjs. Ant and Lep. 

Mctc. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Ciesar, worthy Mwcenas ! 
— my honourable friend, Agrippa ! — 

Apr. Good Enobarbus.' 

Mac. We have cause to be glad, that matters 
are so well digested. You staid well by it in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out of counte- 
nance, ana made the night light with drinking. 

Mac. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a break- 
fast, and but twelve persons there; Is this true? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we had 
much more monstrous matter of feast, which wor- 
thily deserved noting. 

Mar.. She's a most triumphant lady, if report bt 
square to her. 1 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she 
pursed up his heart upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed ; or my re- 
porter devised well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you : 
The barge she sat in, like a bumish'd throne, 
Burn'd on the water : the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love-sick with them: the oars 

were silver ; 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and uutde 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 
As amorous of tltcir strokes. For her owu person, 
It beggar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion (cloth of gold, of tissue,) 
O'er-picturing that Venus, where we see 
The fancy out-work nature : on each side her, 
Stood nretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With aiverse-colour'd fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
Ana what they undid, did. 2 

Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i'the eyes, 
And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flowcr-toft hands, 
That rarely frame 3 the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her peopie out upon her; and Antony, 
Enthron'd in the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian ! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
Invited her to supper : she replied, 
It should be better, he became her guest ; 
Which she entreated : Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er the word of JVo woman heard speak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast ; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 
For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench! 

She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed ; 
He ploughed her, and she cropp'd. 

Eno. I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street : 
And having lost her breath, sbe spoke, and panted, 
That fche did make defect, perfection, 
And, breathlev*, power breathe forth. 

Mtc. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never : he will not ; 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 

(3) Readily perform. 
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Her infinite variety e Other women 
Cloy th' appetites they feed ; but the makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests 
Bless her, when she's riggish. 1 

Meec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery 3 to him. 

Agr. Let us go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest, 
Whilst you abide here, 

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ)TE 111.— The tame. A room in Caesar's 
houM. Enter Caesar, Antony, Octavia between 
them ,* Att en dan t *, and a Soothsayer. 

Ant. The world, and my great office, will some- 
time.* 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Ocia. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

R*»d not my blemishes in the world's report : 
I have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
lady. — 

Octa. Good night, sir. 

Cos. Good night. [Exeunt Caesar and Octavia. 

Ant. Now, sirrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt? 

Sooth. ' Would I had never come from thence, 
nor you 
Thither! 

Ant. U you can, your reason ? 

Sooth. I see't in 

Mv motion, have it not in my tongue : But yet 
Hie you again to Egypt 

Ant. Say to me, 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar's, or mine ? 

Sooth. Caesar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side: 
Thy daemon, that's thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 
Where Caesar is not; but near him, thv angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpower'a ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee; no more, but when to 
thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game, 
Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee 'gainst the odds ; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 
But, he away, 'tis noble. 

Ant Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him : 

[Exit Soothsayer. 
He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap, 
He hath spoken true: The rery dice obey htm; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds : 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine, 
When it is all to nought ; and his quails' over 
Beat min*, inhooiVd,* at odds. I will to Egypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 

Enter Ventidius. 
F the east my pleasure lies : — O, come, Ventidius, 

(1) Wanton. (2) Allotment 

(3) The ancients used to match quails as we 
match cocks. 
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You must to Parthia ; your commission's ready : 
Follow me, and receive it [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— The same. A street. Enter Lepi- 
dus, Maecenas, and Agrippa. 

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, 



Your generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e'en but kis* Octavia, and we'll follow. 

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mac. We shall, 

As I conceive the journey, be at mount 5 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter, 

My purposes do draw me much about ; 
You'll win two days upon me. 

Mac. Agr. Sir, good success ! 

Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Alexandria. A room in the palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmtan, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, mood) 4 food 

Of us that trade in love. 
Attend. The music, ho ! 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let us to billiards : 
Come, Charmian. 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 

Cleo. As wellti woman with an eunuch play'd. 
As with a woman ; — Come, you'll play with me/sirr 

Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show'd, though it 
come too short, 
The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now :— 
Give me mine angle, — We'll to the river : there. 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn'd fishes ; my bended lraok shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 
I'll think them every one an Antony, 
And say, Ah, ha ! you're caught. 

Char. 'Twas merry, when 

You wager'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That fame !— O times !— 

I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh'd him into patience : and next morn, 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires 7 and mantles on him, whilst 
I won his sword Fhflippan. O ! from Italy ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ram thou dry fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

Mus. Madam, madam, — 

Cleo. Antony's det/d? — 
If thou say so, villain, thou kill'st thy mistress : 
But well and free, 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluot veins to kiwi; a hand, that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First madam, he's well. 

Cleo. Why, there's more gold. But, sirrah, 
mark : We u*e 
To say, the oVad are well : bring it to that, 
The ^old I icivc thee, will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

jytcjs. Good madam, hear me. 



(4) Inclose* 1. 
(6) Melancholy. 



(5) Mount Misenum. 
(7) Head-dress. 
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Well, co to, I will ; 
But there's no goodness in thy face : If Antony 
Be free, and healthful,— why so tart a favour 1 
To trumpet such good tidings ? If not well, 
Tbou ahouldst come like a fury crown'd with snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 3 

Mess. Will't please faa hear mc ? 

Geo. I have a mind to strike thee, ere tbou 
« peak's t : 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives »* w c11f 
Or friends with Cwsar, or not captive to him, 
I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mess. Madam, he's well. 

CUo. Well said. 

Mess. And friends with Caesar. 

Geo. Thou'rt an honest man. 

Mess. Cxsar and he are greater friends than ever. 

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess. But yet, madam, — 

CUo. I do not like but yrt, it does allay 
The good precedence ;* tie upon but yet: 
JhU yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Pr'y thee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: He's friend with 

Caesar ; 
In state, of health, thou say'st ; and, thou say'st, free. 

Mess. Free, madam! no; I made no such report: 
He's bound unto Octavia. 

CUo. For what good turn ? 

Mess. For the best turn i'the bed. 

CUo. I am pale, Charmian. 

Mess. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

Geo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

[Strikes him down. 

Mess. Good madam, patience. 

CUo. What say you ? — hence, 

[Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain ! or 111 spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before mc ; I'll unhair thy "head ; 

[She hales him up and down. 
Thou ahalt be whipp'd with wire, and stew'd in 

brine, 
Smarting in ling'ring pickle. 

Mess. Gracious madam, 

I, that do brinfj; the news, made not the match. 

CUo. Say, 'tis not so, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ; • 
And I will boot* thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess. He's married, madam. 

CUo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. 

*f,~ M [Draw* a dagger. 

What mean you, madam? I have made no fault 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within your- 
self; * 
The man is innocent 

CUo. Some innocents 'scape not the thunder- 
bolt.— 

Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents !— Call the alave a«ain ; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him T— Call. 
€Xuxr. He is afcard to come. 

tS* , , . , , I will not hurt him:— 
Thtjehands do lack nobility, that they strike 

H«* given myself the cause.-Come hither, sir. 



2J A °^ ,Pa countenance. 
(*) A man in hi. senses. 



(3) Preceding. 



Re-enter Messenger. 

Though it lie honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : Give to a gracious message 
A host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt 

Mess. I have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worser than I do, 
If thou again say, Yes. 

Mess. He is married, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost tbou hold 
there still ? 

Mess. Should I lie, madam ? 

CUo. O, I would, thou didst ; 

So half my Egypt were submerg'd,* and made 
A cistern for scard snakes ! Go, get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ? 

Mess. I crave your highness' pardon. 

Geo. He is married ? 

Mess. Take no offence, that I would not offend 
you : 

To punish me for what vou make me do, 
Seems much unequal : he is married to Octavia. 

CUo. O, that his faults should make a knave of 
thee, 
That art not!— What? thou'rt sure oft?— Get 

thee hence : 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from 

Rome, 
Are all too dear for me ; Lie the? upon thy hand, 
And be undone by 'era ! [ Exit Messenger. 

Char. Good your highness, patience. 

Geo. In praising Antony, I have disprais'd 
Caesar. 

Char. Many times, madam. 

Geo. I em paid for't now. 

Lead mc from hence. 

I faint ; O Iras, Charmian, — Tis no matter : — 
Go to the fellow, good Alexos ; bid him 
Report the feature* of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair :— bring me word quickly.— 

[Exit Alexas. 
Let him for ever go : — Let him not— Charmian, 
Though be be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
T'other way he's a Mars : — Bid you Alexa* 

<To Mardian. 
Bring me word, how tall she is. — Pity me, Char- 
mian, 
But do not speak to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VL— Near Misenum. Enter Pompey 
and Menas, at one side, with drum and trumpet .- 
at another, Ciesar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, 
Maecenas, with Soldiers marching. 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And wc shall talk before we fight 

Cojs. Most meet. 

That fir»t we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent; 
Which if thou hast considered, let us know 
If 'twill tie up thy di.-contented sword; 
And carry back to Sicily much tall" youth 
That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods, — I do not know, 
Wherefore my father should revengers want. 
Having a son, and friends; since Julini Caesar, 

(4) Recompense. (5) Whelmed under water 
(6) Beauty. ',7) Brave. 
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Who at Fhilippi the good Brutus ghosted,' 
There saw you labouring for him. What was it, 
That mov'd pale Cassius to conspire ? And what 
Made the all honoured, honrat, Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it, 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 

Cos. Take your time. 

AnL Thou can'st not fear 3 us, Pompcy, with 
thy sails, 
We'll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know'st 
How much we do o'er-count thee. 

Pom. At land, indeed, 

TTkmi dost o'er-count me of my father's bouse : 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 
Remain in't as thou may'st. 

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us, 

(For this is from the present, 1 ) how you take 
The offers we have sent you. 

Cets. There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrae'd. 

Cces. And what may follow, 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom, You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : This 'greed upon, 
To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our targe 4 undinted. 

Cos. Ant. Lep. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 

I came before von here, a man prepar'd 
To take this odor : But Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — Though I lose 
The praiae of it by telling, You must know, 
When Caesar and your brothers were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey ; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here 

Ant. The beds i'the east are soft ; end thanks 
to you, 
That call'd me, timelier than my purpose, hither ; 
For I have gain'd by it. 

Cos. Since I saw you last, 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

What counts* harsh fortune casts upon my face ; 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 
To make my heart her vassal. 

Lep. Well met here. 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus.— Thus we are agreed : 
I crave, our composition may be written, 
And seal'd between us. 

Cces. That's the next to da 

Pom. We'll feast each other, ere we part ; and 
let us 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first, 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius 
Caesar 

* 

(1) Haunted. <2) Affiight. 

(3) Present subject. (4) Target, shield. 



Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : — 
And I have heard, Apollodoru* carried — 

Eno. No more of that : — He did so. 

Pom. What, I pray you ? 

Eno. A certain queen to Csrsar in a mattress. 

Pom. I know thee now: — How far'st thou, soldier? 

Eno. Well; 

And well am like to do ; for, I perceive, 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom, I^t me shake thy hand ; 

I never hated thee : I have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never lov'd you much ; but I have prais'd you, 
When you have well deserv'd ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness, 

It nothing ill becomes thee. — 
Aboard my galley I invite you all : 
Will you lead, lords ? 

Cent. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir. 

Pom. Coma. 

[Exeunt Pompey, Caesar, Antony, Lepidus, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have 
made this treaty. — [Aside.] — You and I have 
known/ sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me : 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by 
land 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safetv : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny ray land service. But give 
me your hand, Menas : if our eyes had authority, 
here they might take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their 
hands are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true 
free, 

Men. No slander ; they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
drinking. Pompey doth this way laugh away his 
fortune. 

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep it bark again. 

Men. You have said, sir. We. looked not for 
Mark Antony here ; Pruy you, is he married to 
Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Gesar's sister is called Octavia. 

Men. True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Mar- 
cel lus. 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonioa, 

Men. Pray you, sir ? 

Eno. 'Tis true. 

Men. Then is Caesar, and he, for ever knit to- 
gether. 

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I 
would not prophi^y «». 

Men. I think, the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the parties). 

Eno. I think so too. But you shall fiud, the 
band that sums to tie their friendship together, 

■ »: ??'.r;rts, marks. '6) Bern *<o/>aintc£ 
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will be the vrry strangler of their amity : Octavia 
ii of holy, cola, and still conversation. ' 

Men. Who would not have, hi* wife to ? 

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so; which is 
Mark Antony. He will to hi* Egyptian dish again : 
then shall the sigh* of' Qrtavia blow the fire up in 
Cesar ; and, as I said before, that which if the 
strength of their amity, shall prove the immediate 
author of their variance. Antony will use his af- 
fection where it is; he married but his occasion 
here 

Men. And thus it may he. Come, air, will you 
aboard * 1 hare a health for you. 

F.nn I hhall take it, sir : we have used our throats 
in Egypt. 

Men. Come ; let's away. [Exeunt 

SCF-YE fit —On fx*rd Pompey'sg«fty,/ytn*: 
near Miw-num. .Viutr. Enter has or three 
Servants snM a banquet* 

1 Serr. H*re they'll be, man : Some o'tbeir 
plan:* 1 are ill -rooted "already, the least wind i*the 
world will blow them down. 

J Serr. L*-pidus is hurh-colnurcd. 

1 Sen. Tb> r have made him drink alms-drink. 

2 Serr. A* ?:wy ;_n«.-h one another by the dis- 

Ei*s,in. he rr.t-» ;*.:. t%.i more; reconciles them to 
* enr-van. ani !uni«*!f to the drink. 

1 Sfrr rlu! .: r«:w« :be greater war between him 
an.. h:> di** ration. 

5 Srrr. Why, this it is to hare a name in great 
men** iel«.- w --hip . 1 ha J a* hrf have a reed that will 
dt? mr n;. vmrrv. a* a partizan 4 I could not heave. 

1 Serr. Tc> hi calird into a huge sphere, and not 
I* Iv wv-n to more in'l, are the hole* where eyes 
should be, which pitifully disayter the cheeks. 

A sennet sentnded. Enter Canar. Antony, Pnmpey, 
Ixpidw*. Agnppa, Mareenas, Enobarbus, Menas, 
trirt oiler captains. 

.-lis/. Thu* do they, sir : [ 7b Cswar.] They take 
the flow o'ihe Mir 
P> crrtain M*alen i*ih<» pyramid ; they know, 
Pi ihe h< ii;ht, the lowne«S"r the mean,* if dearth, 
l^i I'twitti," tollow . The higher Nilu* .«well«, 
Tin more it promise* : a* it ebbs, the jw-edwian 
I'jvm the »lmic And ixwe Mutter* hid grain, 
And khtuiU come* to harvest. 

/ ef\ \ t«i Imve strung* H?r|vnt.« tliere. 

.7 if A\, l.i-pulii«. 

I ep. \ mir M-rpeiit itf' Eirypt i* bred now of yoar 
urn. I, l>v the operation of your sua: so u your 
rmrodile. 

Ant They ore *» 

IVw. Sit, and some wine. — A health toLrpidu .. 

l*P- 1 **»» ""* *> wt« II us 1 should be, but I'lfncVr 
out.^ 

Kiiii. N"t till you hove slept ; I fear me, you'll 
In* in, tiff then. 

l-e/i. Niiy, iTrtninlr, I have heard, the Ptolemies' 
pyrnmiseV nre veiy goodly tilings ; without contra- 
diction, I have heard that. 

Men. Pmiipt'v, a word. \ Aside 

Pom. Say in mine ear.- What is't: 

Men. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, captain, 

A-J [Aside. 

_^Mahemr me speak a word. 

^^sr^»«BP» Forbear me till anon. — 

f VT 18 Wr ^ r pi^UM. 

•■ "hat manner o'thii>£ i* vour crocodile ? 



^^■■tloar, 



(2) Detstrt. (3) Fc«t 
(5) Middle. (6) Plenty. 



Ant. It is shaped, sir, lskt ioaaf; and iC ■ sjs 
broad as it hath breadth : it is jsat so hsgh as it ss, 
and mores with its own organs : it bras by that 
which noumheth it ; aad the •!«■— i aac* osa of 
it, it transmigrates. 
Ltf. What colour is it of ? 
Ant Of its own colour too. 
Zrtp. *Tis a strange serpent. 
Ant Tis sa And the tears of it are wet. 
Cm. Will this description *ati*ry him? 
Ant. With the health that Pompey gfres bib, 
else he is a very epicure. 
Pom. [To Menas aside.] Go, hang, sir, hang ! 
Tell me of that ? away ! 
Do as I bid voa.-Where f s this cup I call'd far ? 

Men. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear roe. 

Rise from thy stouL [.^sstfc. 

Pom. I think, thon'rt mad. The matter? 

[Rises, and walks aside. 
Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunea. 
Pom. Thou hast serv'a me with much nufh : 
What's else to say ? 
Be idly, lords. 

Ant. These quick-sands, Leptdni, 

Keep off them, for you sink. 
Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 
Pom. What say'st then ? 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world? 

That's twice. 
Pom. How should that be? 
Men. But entertain it, and, 

Although thou mink me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee ail the world. 
Pom. Hast thou drunk well ? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept roc from the cop. 
Thou art, if thou darVt be, the earthly Jove : 
Whate'er the ocean pales," or sky incfips,* 
Is thine, if thou wilt have*t 
Pom. Show me which way. 

Men. These three world-sharers, these competi- 
tor*,w 
Are in thy vessel : Let me cut the cable ; 
And, when wc are put o$ fall to their throats : 
All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou sbould'st have done, 

And not hnve spoke on't! In me, 'tis villany ; 
In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
*Ti« not my profit that docs lead mine honour ; 
Mine honour, it Repent, that e'er thy tongue 
Hath so betray 'd thine act : Being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 
But iniikt condt mil it now. Deusl, and drink. 

Men. For ihi-s [As ids. 

1*11 never follow thv pall'd" fortunes more. — 
Who *eeks, and will not take, nbenooce'twofler'd, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom. This health to Lepidns. 

Ant. Bear him ashore.— I'll pledge it for him, 

Pompey. 
Eno. Here's to thee, Menas. 
Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cup he hid. 
Eno. There's n strong fellow, Menas. 



[ Pointing to the attendant who carries o/TLepidus. 
-Voi. Why? 

Eno. He bears 



The third part of the world, man; See'st not? 

Mm. The third part then is drunk: 'Would it 
were all. 
That it might p> on whcel> ! 

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 

fftt EnrompaAMs. ($) Embraces. 
(10) Confederates. (11) Cloyed. 
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Mm. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast 
Ant. It ripens towards it— Strike the vessels, 1 bo ? 
Here is to Caesar. 

Cces. I could well forbear it 

It's monstrous labour, when I wash my brain, 
And it grows fouler. 
Ant. Be a child o'the time. 

Gas. Possess? it, I'll make answer : but I had 
rather fast 
From all, /bur day's, than drink so much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor ! [To Antony. 
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 
And celebrate our drink ? 
Pom. Let's ha't,good soldier. 

Ant Come, let us all take hands. 
Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands. — 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music .-— 
The while, I'll place you: Then the boy shall sing ; 
The holding* every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plays. Enobarbus placet them hand 
in hand. 

SONG. 
Come, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne .•* 
In thy vote our carts be drovnCd ; 
With thy grapes our hairs be crown? d; 
Cup us, tut the world go round; 
Cup us, till the world go round! 

Cos. What would you mora ?— Fompey, good 
night Good brother, 
Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let's part ; 
You see, we have burnt our cheeks : strong Eno- 

barbe 
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks ; the wild disguise bath almost 
Antic'd us all. What needs more words ? Good 

night — 
Good Antony, your hand. 
Pom, I'll try you o'the shore. 

Ant. And shall, sir : give's your hand. 
Pom. O, Antony, 

You have my father's house, — But what ? we are 

friends : 
Come, down into the boat 

Eno. Take heed you fall not — 

[Exeunt Pom. Caes. Ant and Attendants. 
Menas, I'll not on shore. 

Men, No, to my cabin. — 

These drums ! — these trumpets, flutes ! what ! — 
I/et Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows: Sound, and be hang'd, 
sound out 

[A flourish of trumpets, with drums. 
Eno. Ho, says 'a ! — There's my cap. 
Men. Ho ! — noble captain .' 

Come. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.—A plain in Syria. Enter Venti- 
diui, as after conquest, with Silius, and other 
Romans, Officers, and Soldiers; the dead body 
of Pacorus borne before him. 

Fen. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and 
now 



(1) Kettle-drums. 
(3) Burden, chorus. 



(2) Understand. 
(4) Red eyes. 



Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death 
Make me revenger. — Bear the king's son's body 
Before our army : — Thy Pacorus, Orodes,* 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Sil Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthian* follow; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough : A lower place, note well. 
May make too great an act: For learn this, Silius ; 
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
Too high a fame, when him we serve's away. 
Caesar, and Antony, have ever won 
More in their officer, than person : Soasios, 
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 
For quick accumulation of renown, 
Which he achiev'd by the minute, lost his favour. 
Who does i'the wars more than his captain can, 
Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition, 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of lots, 
Than rain, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good, 
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. 

SiL Thou hast, Ventidius, 

That without which a soldier, and his sword, 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to An- 
tony? 

Ven, I'll humbly signify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected ; 
How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks, 
The ne'er-yct-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o'the field. 

SiL Where is he now? 

Ven, He purposeth to Athens: whither with 
what haste 
The weight we must convey with us will permit, 
We shall appear before him. — On, there; pass 
along. [Exeunt. 

SCENE //.—Rome. An ante-chamber in Cae- 
sar's house. Enter Agrippa, and Enobarbus, 
meeting. 

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ? 
Eno. They have despatch'd with Pompey, be if 
gone ; 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Caesar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey's feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 
Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Caesar ! 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark An- 
tony ! 
Eno. Ctrsar ? Why, he's the Jupiter of men. 
Agr. What's Antony ? The god of Jupiter. 
Eno. Spake you of Caesar ? How ? the nonpareil ! 
Agr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird !* 
Eno. Would you praise C*.«ar, say, — Caesar; — 
go no further. 
Agr. Indeed, he ply'd them both with excellent 

praises. 
Eno. cut he loves Caesar best ; — Yet he loves 
Antony : 
Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, 

cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love 

(5) Paconift wu* the feomof Orodes, king of Parthia. 

(6) The phoenix. 
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To Antony. But is for Cesar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his shards, 1 and he their beetle. 

- So,— [Trumpets. 

This is to bone. — Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and farewell. 

Enter Csesar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant. No further, sir. 

Cat. You take from me a great part of myself; 
Use me well in it — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest 

bancP 
Shall pass on thy approof. — Most noble Antony, 
Let not the piece or virtue, 1 which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
The fortress of it : for better mi^ht we 
Have loved without this mean, if on bom parts 
This be not cherish* d. 

AnL Make me not offended 

In your distrust 

Cat. I have said. 

AnL You shall not find, 

Though you be therein curious, 4 the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you. 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends ! 
We will here part 

Cat. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well ; 
The elements* be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Octa. My noble brother ! — 

Ant. The April's in her eyes: It is love's spring, 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 

Octa. Sir, look well to my husband's house ; and — 

Cat. What, 

Octavia? 

Octa. I'll tell you in your ear. 

AnL Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor 
can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the swan's down 

feather, 
That stands upon the swell at full of tide, 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Caesar weep ? [Aside to Agrippa. 

Agr. He has a cloud in's face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were be a horse ; 
So is he, being a man. 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus ? 

When Antony found Julius Csesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring : and he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a 
rheum; 
What willingly he did confound,* he wail'd : 
Believe it, till I weep too. 

Cat. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

AnL Come, sir, come ; 

I'll wrestle with you in my strength of love : 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 

Com. Adieu ; be happv .' 

hep. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way ! 

Cat. Farewell, farewell ! 

[Kisses Octavia. 

AnL Farewell. 

[ Trumpets sound. Extunt. 
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Wings. (I) Bond. (3) Octavia. 
4) Scrupulous. >J>) Of air and v+atat. 



SCENE ///.—Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Chaimian, Iras, and 
Aleut. 

Geo. Where is the fellow ? 

Akx. Half afeard to coma. 

Geo. Go to, go to : — Come hither, sir. 

.Enter a Messenger. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
Bat when yon are well pleas'd. 

Geo. That Herod's head 

I'll have : But bow ? when Antony is gone, 
Through whom I might command it — Come thou 
near. 

Men. Most gracious majesty, — 

Geo. Didst thou 

Octavia ? 

Mess. Ay, dread queen. 

Geo. Where ? 

Mess. Madam, in 

I look'd her in the foce ; and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Geo. Is she as tall as me? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Geo. Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill-tongu'd, 
or low? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low- 
voie'd. 

Geo. That's not so good : — he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her? O Isds ! 'tis impossible. 

Geo. I think so, Charmian : Dull of tongue, and 
dwarfish I — 
What majesty ■ in her gait ? Remember, 
If e'er thou lookUst on majesty. 

Meet. She creeps ; 

Her motion and bar station 7 are as one : 
She shows a body rather than a life ; « 

A statue, than a breather. 

Geo. Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Geo. He's very knowing, 

I do perceive't : — There's nothing in her yet : — 
The fellow has good judgmenj. 

Char. Excellent 

Geo. Guess at her years, I pr*ythee. 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Geo. Widow ?— Charmian, hark. 

Mess. And I do think, she's thirty. 

Geo. Bear'st thou her face in mind ? is it long, 
or round ? 

Mett. Round even to faultiness. 

Geo. For the most part too. 

They are foolish that are so. — Her hair, what colour? 

Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead is as low 
As she would wish it. 

Geo. There is gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpnew ill : 
I will employ thee lxick again ; I find thee 
Must tit for business : <>o, make thee icndy ; 
Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Messenger. 

Char. A proper mun. 

Geo. Indeed, he. is so: I repent me much. 
That so I harry'd 8 him. Why, methinks, by him. 
This creature's no such thin^. 

Char. O, nothing, madam. 

Geo. The man hath seen *ome majesty, and 
«hould know. 

Char. Hath he seen maicstv ? Isis else defend, 

(6) Destroy. (7) Standing. (8; Polled, lugged. 



9ctm IP, T, FT. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



965 



And taring yon so long ! 

CUo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Charmian : — 
Bat 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write : All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you, maaam. [Exeunt. 

SCEJYE JF.— Athens. A room in Antony's 
house. Enter Antony and Octaria. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octaria, not only that, — 
That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import, 1 — but be hath wag'd 
New wan 'gainst Pompey; made his will, and 

read it 
To public ear : 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not 3 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented' them; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took't, 
Or did it from his teeth. 4 

Oct. O my good lord, 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach 5 not all. A more unhappy lady, 
Jf this division chance, ne'er stood between, 
Praying for both parts : 
And the good gods will mock mc presently, 
When 1 shall pray, O, bless my lord and husband! 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
O, bless my brother ! Husband win, win brother, 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
•Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that^point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lot* BM honour, 
I lose myself: better I were not fours, 
Than yours so branchless! Bvrt, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady, 
I'll raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain* your brother ; Make your soonest haste ; 
So your desires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most 

weak, 
Your reconciler ! Wars 'twixt you twain would be 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder 7 up the rift 8 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to, [Exeunt. 

9CEJVE V.— The same. Another room in the 
same. Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's strange news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros. Caesar and Lepidus have made wars upon 
Pompey. 

Eno. This is old ; What is the success * 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him 10 in the 
wars 'gainst Pompey, presently denied him rival- 
irj ;' * would not let him partake in the glory of the 
action : and not resting here, accuses him of let* 
ters he had formerly wrote to Pompey ; upon his 
own appeal, u seizes him : So the poor third is up, 
till death enlarge his confine. 

ri) Similar tendency. (2) Could not help. 
r3) Published. (4) Indistinct, through his teeth. 
f5) Resent (6) Disgrace. (7) Cement, close. 
(S) Opening. 



Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no 
more ; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast, 
They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony? 

Eros. He's walking in the garden — thus ; and 
spurns 
The rush that lies before him ; cries, Fool, Lepidus! 
And threats the throat of that his officer, 
That murder'd Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy's ringed. 

Eros. For Italy, and Caesar. More, DomiUus ; 
My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eno. 'Twill be naught : 

But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE VL— Rome. A room in Caesar's house. 
Enter Csesar, Agrippa, and Maecenas. 

Ccu. Contemning Rome, he has done all mis : 
And more ; 
In Alexandria, — here's the manner of it, — 
I'the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himself, in chairs of gold, 
Were publicly enthron'd: at the feet, sat 
Clarion, whom they call my father's son ; 
And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
1 le gave the 'stablishment of Egypt ; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Absolute queen. 

Mote. This in the public eye ? 

Cos. I'the common show-place, where they ex- 
ercise. 
His sons he there proclaim'd, The kings of kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign'd 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She 
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 
That day appear'd ; and oft before gave audience, 
As 'tis reported, so. 

Mac. Let Rome be thus 

Inforra'd. 

Agr. Who, queasy 13 with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cos. The people know it ; and have now roceiv'd 
His accusations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse ? 

Cos. Caesar : and that, having; in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated 14 him 
His part o'the isle : then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets, 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this should be answered. 

Cos. Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel; 
That he his high authority abus'cl, 
And did deserve his change ; for what I have coa- 

quer'd, 
I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer*d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mac. He'll never yield to that. 

Cos. Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia. 

Oct. Hail, Ca»*ar, and my lord ! hail, most dear 
Ctesar ! 

(9) What follows. (10) i. r. Lepidus. 

(11) Equal rank. (12) Accusation. 

(13) Sick, disgusted (14) Assigned. 
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On. That ever I should call thee, cast away ! 

Oct You have not call'd roe to, nor have yon 
cause. 

Ccu. Why hare you itorn upon us thus ? You 
come not 
Like Casar*s nister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neigh* of hone to tell of her approach, 
Long ere she did apj>car ; tlie tree* by the way, 
Should have home men ; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it hud not : nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous troops : But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The extent 1 of our love, which, left unshown, 
Is often left unlov'd : we nhould have met you 
By sea, and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Oct. Good my lord, 

To come thus was I not conxtraiu'd, but did it 
On iii)- free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal ; whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Cm. Which soon he granted, 

Being an obstruct' 'tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 

Cces. I have eves upon him, 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 
Wliere is he now ? 

Oct. My lord, in Athens. 

Cat. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings o'the earth for war : He hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya ; Archelaus, 
Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphia, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas : 
King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont ; 
Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintat, 
The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with a 
More larger list of sceptres. 

Oct. Ah me, most wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do afflict each other ! 

Ccu. Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 
Till we perceiv*d, both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities ; 
But let determined thiug* to destiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods, 
To do you justice, make mem ministers 
Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort; 
And ever welcome to us. 

Art. Welcome, lady. 

Mate. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you : 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment 1 to a trull, 4 
That noises it 6 against us. 

Oct. Is it so, sir ? 

Cos. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you, 
Be ever known to patience : My dearest sister ! 

[Exeunt. 

(1) Show, token. (2) Obstruction. 

fS) Government (4) Harlot. (5) Threatens. 

(6) Forbid. (7) Absolutely. " 



SCEWE r//.— Antony 1 * cat*p f n*ar the promon- 
tory o/* Actium. Enter Cleopatra and Eao- 
barbus. 

Cite I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

JBnot But why, why, why ? 

Geo. Thou hast forspoke* my being in these 
wars; 
And say*st, it is not fit 

Eno. Well, is it, is it? 

CUo. Is'toot? Denounce against us, why should 
not we 
Be there in person ? 

Eno. [Aide.] Well, I could reply:— 
If we should srrve with horse and mares together, 
The hone were merely 7 lost; the mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 

CUo. What ib't you say ? 

Eno. Your preseiv-c needs must puz/.le Antony; 
Take from his neart, take from his brain, from hb 

time, 
What should not then be spar'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for levity ; and 'tis said in Rome, 
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

Cleo. Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot. 

That speak against u* ! A charge we bear i'the war. 
And, as the prenidcuit of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 
I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done : 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enter Antony and Canidius. 

Ant. Is't not strange, Canidius, 

That from Tarentam, and Brundusium, 
He could so quiefcr/ col the Ionian sea, 
And take in 8 Torynt.*— Too have beard on't, sweet ? 

CUo. Celerity fe never more admir'd, 
Than by the negligent 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well l>ecomM the best of men, 
To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

Cleo. By sea ! What else ? 

Can. Why will my lord do so ? 

Ant. For* he dares us lot 

Eno. So hath my lord dar*d him to single fight 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalta, 
Where Caesar fought with Pompey : But these oners, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well mann'd : 

Your mariners are mul«terr*,i° reapers, people 
Ingross'd by swift impress; 11 in Cussar's fleet 
Are those, that often have 'gainst Pornocy fought : 
Their ships are yare;" yours, heavy. 1 * No disgrace 
Shall fall you fur refusing him at sea, 
Being prepar'd for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea. 

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therciu throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mat k'd foot-men; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowWgc ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to cliance and hazard. 
From farm security. 

Ant. I'll fi^ht at sea. 

CUjq. I have sixty sail*,'* Ciesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn ; 

(B) Take, subdue. (0) Because. 

(10) Mule-drivers. (11) Pressed in haste. 

(12) Kcady. (13) Incumbered. (14) Ships. 
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And, with the rest full mann'd, from the hoad of 

Actium 
Beat the approaching Ca?sar. But if we fuil, 

Knter a Messenger. 

Wc then ean do'l at land. — Thy business? 

Mess. The new* is true, my lord ; he is descried ; 
Cie.-rir has taken Toryne. 

Aid. Can he be there in person ? 'tis impossible ; 
Strange, that his jxnver should be. 1 — Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thousand hone : — We'll to our ship; 

Knter a Soldier. 

Away, my Thetis I 2 — How now, worthy soldier? 

Sold. O noble emperor, do not ti&ht by sea ; 
Trust not to rotten pl.mks : Do you misdoubt 
TTiU sword, and these my wounds? Let the Egyp- 

tian.M, 
And the Phoenicians, go a dm king ; we 
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. "Well, well, away. 

[ Kxeunt Antony, Chop ,tru, and Enobarbus. 

Sold. By Hercules, 1 think, 1 mn i'thc right 

Can, Soldier, thou art: but his whole action 
grows ' 

Not in the power on't : So our leader's led, 
And we are women's men. 

Suld. You keep by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do yu u not ? 

Can. Marcus Octaviub, Marcus J ustcius, 
Piiblicolu, and (\elius, are for .tea : 
Hut we keep whole by land. Thu speed of Caesar's 
Carries' beyond belief. 

Sold. While lie was yet in Rome, 

Hi> |*»weH went out in such distractions, 5 as 
Beguil'd all spies. 

Can. Wlio's his lieutenant, hear you? 

Sold. The) say, one Taurus.. 

Ci/k Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The emperor call* foi Canidiu«. 
Can. With uew» tlte time's with lalxiur; and 
throes 6 forth, 
Each minute, some. 



[Eicunt. 



SCEjVE VIII— A plain near Aftium. Enter 
Ciena r, Taurus, tlfficers, and others. 

CtP'f. Taurus, — 

Tan. My lord. 

Cais. Strike not by land ; keep whole : 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 
Do m.f exceed the prescript of this scroll : 
Our fortune lies ujkot tins jump. 7 [Ereunt. 

Enter Antony and Enobnrbus. 

Ant. S-t we our squadron* on von' side o'the hill, 
In e)** «»f C'.evar's h.itle ; fiom whi« h place 
We may tlie number of the ships behold, 
And so proceed accordingly . [ Exeunt. 

Enter Canidius marching irith his land army one 
inay over the stage ; and Tauru«, the. licuilaant 
of ( V sar, the other way. . ']fter their going i/i, 
is heard the. noise, of a sea-fight. 

(\) Grange that his forces should l>e there. 

(2; Cleopatra. ('.*) r.oes. 

(4/ Forces. (f») D«-ta» hinenla, separate lxnlie'. 

(t>; Aifoiiues. (7) Hazard. ;8j Si~ht. 

(9 • N'ame of CleopatroN ship, 
vol.. If. 



Alarum. Re-enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught ! I can behold 
no |i»i:^i'i : 
Tl»e Antoniad,'' !:»■ Egyptian admiral, 
With all uVir mvv, fly, and turn the rudder; 
To see't, mine vy f?s are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. God*, and goddesses, 

All the whole synod of them ! 

Eno. W T hat's thy passion ? 

Scar. The greater cnntle*" of the worlu is lost 
With very ignorance ; we have kisu'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appears the fight ? 

.Scar. On our side like the token d 11 pestilence. 
Where death is sure. Yon' ribald- rid nag l3 of Egy pt, 
Whom leprosy o'ertake ! i'the midst o'the fight, — 
When vantage like a pair of twins apjjear'd, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, IJ — 
The brire 14 upon her, like a cow in June,' 
Hoists sails, and flies. 

Eno. That I beheld : mine eyes 

Did sicken at the sight on't, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. She once being loof 'd,'* 

The noble ruin of her ma<ric, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mallard, 
Irving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never saw an action of such shame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno. Alack, alack ! 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
O, he has given example for our flight, 
Most grossly, by his own. 

Eno. Ay, are yoa thereabouts? Yfhy then, good 
night 
Indeed. [Aside. 

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar. 'Tis easy to't ; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can. To Csesar will I render 

My legions, and my horse ; six kings already 
•SIkjw me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I'll yt-A follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX— Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Antony, and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the landbidsraetrendno more upon't, 
It is asham'd to bear me ! — Friends, come hither, 
1 am so lated 1 ' 5 in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever : — I have a ship 
Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Ciesar. 
Alt. Fly ! not we 

Ant. I have fled myself; and have instruct <! 
cowards 
To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends*, bo 
gone ; 

I have myself resolv'd upon a course, 

(10) Corner. (11) Spotted. 
(12) Lewd, < ommoii strumpet. (I J) Better. 
(l'O The g-ul-tly, that stings cattle. 
'I. 1 *) Brought < li»*e to the wind. 
(HI; Belated, lieni-'hted 
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Which has no need of you ; he> gone : 

My treasure's in the luirlxmr, take it.— O, 
I follow M that 1 blush to look iiimui : 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the. brown for riMim**, Arid they them 
For fear arid doling. — Friends, be gone : vcmi shall 
Have letters from rne to some friend* that will 
Sweep vour way for you. Pray \ou, look not sod, 
Nor make, replug of loithne.v* : take the hint 
Whirh my d» *pair proclaim* ; let that be left 
Which leave* itself : to the sea-side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little; 'pray you now : — 
Nay, do so: for, indeed, I have lout rommand, 
Therefore l pniy you : — I'll see )ou by and by. 

[Sits down. 

Enter Eros, and Cleopatra, led by Charmian and 

Iras. 

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him - — Comfort him. 

Iras. . Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do r Why, what else ? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno ! 

Ant No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir ? 

Ant. O fie, fie, fie. 

(Tiar. Madam, — 

Iras. Madam ; good empress ! — 

Eros. Sir, sir, — 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes* ;— He, 1 at Iliilippi, kept 
His sword even like a "dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 'twas 1, 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutcnantry, 2 arid no practice had 
Io the brave squares of war : Yet now — No matter. 

Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him ; 
He is unqualified 3 with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then, — Sustain me : — O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap- 
proaches ; 
Her head's declined, and death will seize her; but 4 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation ; 
A mwt unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt ? Sec, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes, 
By looking back on what I huve left behind, 
'Stroy'd in dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought, 
You would have follow'd. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'st too well, 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings, 
And thou should'st tow me after : O'er my spirit 
Thy full supremacy thou knew'st ; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I mu«t 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o'lhc world play'd as F pleas'd, 
Making, and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were mv conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 

(1) Cmsar. ("2) Fought by his officers. 

(3) Divested of hi* faculties. (A) Unless. 

(5) Values. 

(6) Euphronius, schoolmaster to Antonv's chil- 
drau. 



Oliey it on all cause. 

Cleo. O pardon, pardon. 

Ant Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates* 
All that is won and lost : Give me a kiss ; 
Even this repays me. — We sent our schoolmaster, 
Is he come back ? — Love, I am full of lead : — 
Some wine, within there, and our viands : — For- 
tune knows, 
We scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE X— Caesar's camp, in Egypt Enter 
Cwsar, Dolabclla, Thy reus, and'uthers. 

^ Can. Let him appear that's come from Antony. — 
Know you him ? 

Dol. Ca>:*". 'lis his schoolmaster :• 

An argument that he ■ "urk'd, when hither 
He sends so poor a pin..>ii of hi* wing, 
Which had superfluous kings for messengers. 
Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius. 

Cos. Approach, and speak. 

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is tire morn-dew ou the myrtle leaf 
To his grand sea. 7 

Goes. Be it so ; Declare thine, office. 

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted, 
He lessens his requests; and to thee sues 
To l«>t him breathe Ixstwccn the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens: This for him. 
Next, Cleopatra doei confess thy greatness ; 
Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle 8 of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Cats. • For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend, 9 
Or take his life there : This if she perform, 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup. Fortune pursue thee ! 

Cars. Bring him through the band*. 

[Exit Euphrouiu*. 
To try thy eloquence;, now 'tis time : Despatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promi.se, 

[7Y>Thyreus. 
And in our name, what slie requires ; add more, 
From thine invention, offer* : women are not, 
In their beat fortunes, strong; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd vestal : Try thy cunning, Thy- 

rcus; 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr. Caesar, I go. 

Cats. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ; w 
And what thou think'st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. \Ex€. 

SCENE XI. — Alexandria. A room in ttte pal- 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmiun, 
and Iras. 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 
Eno. Think, and the. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or wc, in fault for this? 
Eno. Antony only, that would make lus will 

(7) As U the dow to the sea. 

(8) Diadem, the crown. (9) Paramour. 
(10) (\mK>ini« himself tothit breach of hi* for* 

tune. 
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Ix>rd of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted ca»h other? win should he. follow? 
The it« h of his aftectiou should not then 
Have nickM his captainship ; at such a point, 
When half to half die. world oppou'd, he being 
The mercd question :' 'Twas a sliame no lew* 
Than wa> his loss, to course your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 
CUo. Pr'ythee, peace 

Enter Antony, urith Euphronius. 

Ant. Is this his answer ? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen 

Shall then have courtesy, so she will yield 
V* up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. I*et her know it. — 

To the. boy < -a?*ar send this gruiled head, 
And he will fill ihv wislics to the brim 

w 

With principalities. 

Cteo. That head, my lord ? 

Ant. To him again ; Teil him, he wears the rose 
Of youth uptni him ; from which tlie world should 

note 
Something ]>articular: hist coin, ships, legions, 
May be a coward's ; whose ministers would pre- 
vail 
I'nder the service of a child, an soon 
As i'lhe command of Ca'sar : I dare him therefore 
To lay hi* gay comparisons? apart, 
And answer me decliti'd,' sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone : I'll write it; follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony ami Euphronius. 

Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will 
1 T n«.la(e his happiness, and be stag'd to the show, 
Against a sworuVr. — I sec, men's judgments are 
A parcel* of their fortunes; and things outward 
IX) draw the inward quality after them, 
To Mirier all alike. 'I hut he should dream, 
Knowing all measures, tin: full Cicar will 
AiiMver his emptiness ! — Ca>»ar, thou hast subdu'd 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant. 

AH. A messenger from Caesar. 

Cieo. What, no more ceremony? — .Sec, my 
women ! — 
Against the blown rose may they stop their now, 
That kuerl'd unto the buds.- - Admit him, sir. 

Eno. Mine honesty, and I, Iwgin to square. 5 

[Aside. 
The loyally well held lo fools, does make 
Our faith men.- folly : -Vet, he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 
!>.«'- conquer him that did his master conquer, 
-\r>(1 i arns a place i'the utorj . 

Enter Thjuus. 

Cieo. Caesar's will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

CUo. .None but friends; say boldly. 

Thyr. So, hapiy.' ;,iv they friends to Antony. 

l''.nu. fie m-eds ".it many, *ir, as C;e-»ar has; 
Or needs n.,i u-. If (* ( »sar plea**.*, our master 
Will leap to be his friend : For u*, you know, 



WImk he 



i-, we air 



and that's, ( Cesar's. 



( I The only rail* of the (lignite. 

: 1 1 f'ircumstaiN *s ot splendor. 

-.1) In age ami |«>\v i. 

^ I; \rr of a pin* with them. x ») Quunrl. 

.ill iVrlniM. 



Thyr. So.— 

Thus then, tliou most renown'd ; Caesar entreats, 
Not to collider in what case thou stand's t, 
Further than he isCirsar. 

CUo. Coon: Right royal. 

Thyr. Me know>, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as \ou fear'd him. 

Cteo. O! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pitv, as constrained blcmislies, 
Not as desert 'd. 

CIco. He is a pnl, and knows 

What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded, 
Kut conquer'd merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, [Aside. 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, tir, thou'rt so leaky, 
Tliat we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Enobarbus. 

Thyr. Shall I say to C:esar 

What yiMi require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be de«ir'd to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourself under his shrowd, 
The universal landlord. 

C/vo. What's your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

CUo. Most kind messenger, 

Say to great Csrsar this, In disputation 7 
I ki«s his conqu'ring hand : tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 
Tell him, from his all-obeying 4 breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the. former dare but what it can, 
i\o chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Crcsar's father 

Oft, when he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 10 
Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it raiu'd kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enolmrbus. 

Ant. Fa\ours, by Jove that thunders f — 

What art thou, fellow ? 

Thyr. One, that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest" man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will l>e whipp'd. 

Ant. Approach, there: -Ay, you kite !— Now 
gods and devils ! 
Authority melts from me : Of late, when I cry'd, ho 
Like boys unto a u us>, 13 kings would start forth, 
And cry, Your will / Have you no ears ? I am 

Enter Attendants. 

Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, 13 and whip him 
Ewo.'Tis Is tter playing with a lion's whelp, 



n' 



Than with an old one djir 
Ant. Moon and stars ! 

Whip him :- Wcre't twenty of the greatest tribu- 
taries 

That do uiAiiowU-d^i Cesar, should I find them 

S> s-.iu.y with the hand of ?he brie ; What's her 
name, 

Since slic was Cleopatra ?)— Whip him, fellows, 

(7) Supposed to be an error for dtputation, i. e. 
by pn»\). 
(Kj OUyt-d. ;M'; Grant me the favoui. 

, 10. ( 'otiquerin;;. ( 1 1 1 Most complete and perfect. 
^IJ) "« lanible. L»> A l« Nil o| contempt. 
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Till, like a boy, you sec him cringe his free, 
Ami whim* aloud for mercy : Take him heiicc. 

ZViyr. Mark Antony, — 

Ant. Tug him away: beuig whipp'd, 

Bring him again : — This Jack of Cuesar s shall 
Bear us an errand to him. — 

[ Ex eunt Attend, trith Thy reus. 
You wore half blasted err I knew you : — Ha ! 
Have 1 my pillow It-It unpress'd in Home, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders r 1 

CUo. Good ray lord, — 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever : — 
But whtai we in our viciou&ness grow hard, 
(0 miser)' on't !) die wise gods seel 3 our eyes ; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

CUo. O, is it come to this ? 

Ant. I found you as a morsel, cold upon 
Dead Caesar's trencher: nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey'a; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously 3 pick'd out : — For 1 am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance should be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 
And say, God quit you ! be familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand; this kingly seal, 
And phghter of high hearts ! — O, that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
Tnc homed herd ! for 1 have savage cause ; 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A hulter'd neck, which does tlie hangman thank 
For being yare 4 about him. — Is he whipp'il ? 

Re-enter Attendants, with Thyreus. 

1 Att. Soundly, mv lord. 

Ant. Cry'd he ? and begg'd he pardon ? 

1 Att. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thv father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter; and be thou sorry 
To follow Caesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him : hence- 
forth, 
Tlie while hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thou to look on't — (let thee back to Caesar, 
Tell him thy enlertaiument : Look, thou say, 
He make* me anury with him : for he seems 
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what 1 am ; 
Not what he knew I was : He makes me angry; 
And at this time most easy 'tis to do't; 
When my good >tars, dial wc« my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he imslike 
My speech, and what is dime; tell him, he has 
Hipparrhu*, my enfranchiu'd bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 
A* he *hall like, to quit 5 me : I'riie it thou : 
Heme, with thy stripes begoiu-. [Exit Thyreus. 

Cleo. Have you done \el ? 

Ant. Aluck, our terrene 6 moon 

Is now eclip^'d ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Ci'ro. I mu*t stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Civsar, would vou mingle, eves 
ft ith one dial Lies his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

(1) Seiv.iiiti<. (2) Close up. (3; Wantonly. 
(1} Kiaidv, handy. (5) K-quit«. (<>) Earthly. 
(7) Dissolves (8) Her sou by Julius Cicsar. 



Ant Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Geo. Ah, dear, if I be to, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines, 7 so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Cassation* smite ! 
Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
Bv the diftcandyingf of this pelleted storm, 
Lie graveled ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Csrsar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held ; our sever'd navy toe 
Have knit again, and fleet, 10 threat'ning most soft- 
like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart ? — Dost thou hear, 
lady? 

If from the field 1 shall return once more 
To kiss these lip?, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sworn will earn our chronicle ; 
Then: is hope in it yeL 

Geo. That's my brave lord ! 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight maliciously : for wlien mine hours 
Were nice 11 and lucky, men did ransom Uvea 
Of me for jests ; but now, I'll set my teeth, 
And send to darkness all that stop me. — Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy 13 night : call to me 
All my sad captains, fill our bowls ; once more 
Let's mock the midnight bell, 

CUo. It is my birth-day : 

I had thought, to have held it poor ; but, since ruy 

lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We'll yet do well. 

CUo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

AnL Do so, we'll speak to them ; and to-night 
I'll force 
The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, my 

queen; 
There's *ap in't yet. The next time I do fight, 
I'll make death love me ; for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Eztunt Antony", Cleopatra, and Attend. 

Eno. Now he'll out-stare the lightning. To be 
furious, 
Is, to be frighted out of fear : and in that mood, 
The dove will peck the estridge; 1 ' and I see still, 
A diminution in our « aptain's brain 
Restort * his heart : When valour preys on reason, 
Ft eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
.'Some way to leave him. [JExtl. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Osar's camp at Alexandria. En- 
ter Cicsar, reading a Utter; Agrippa, Maecenas, 
and others. 

Cos. He calls me boy; and chides, as Lc had 

power 
To beat ine out of Eu\pl : my messenger 
He hath whippM with rods; dares me to personal 

comlmt, 
C«r*ar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 
1 have many other ways to die ; mean lime, 
Laugh at his challenge. 

(0) Melting. (10) Float. (11) Triflng. 
(13; Feasting. (13) Ostrich. 



Some //, ///, IV. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



87! 



Mate. Gesar most think, 

When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot 1 of his distra'tion. Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cccs. Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files there are 
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See k be done ; 
And /east the army : we have store to do* t, 
And they have eara'd tlie waste. Poor Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE //.—Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Cbar- 
mian, Iras, Alexas, and others. 

Ant He will not fight with rae, Domitius. 

Eno. No. 

Ant. Why should he not ? 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better 
fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land I'll fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo*t thou fight well ? 

Eno. I'll strike ; and err, Take alL 

Ant. Well said ; come on. — 

Call forth my household servants ; let's to-night 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast thou; — 
And thou, — and thou, — and thou : you have serv'd 

me well, 
And kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo. What means this ? 

Eno. Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow 
shoots [Aside. 

Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

I wish, I could be made so many men ; 
A nd all of you clanp'd up together in 
An Antony ; that I might do you service, 
So good as you have done. 

Serv. The gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to- 
night: 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me, 
As when mine empire was your fellow too. 
And suffer'd my command. 

Cleo. What does he mean ? 

Eno. To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night ; 

May dp, it is the period of your duty : 
Haply, 3 you shall not see me more ; or if, 
A inanglcd shadow : perchance, to-morrow 
You'll sc rvc another master. I look on yon, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good vrvice, stay till death : 
Tend mv. to-uight two hours, I a*k no more, 
And the gods yield 1 you for't ! 

Eno. What mean you, sir, 

To «f ivc thrm this discomfort ? Look, they weep ; 
And I, an ass, am omon-ry'd ; fur shame, 
Transform us not to woiiH-n. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho I* 

Now the wiu-h take me, if I meant it thus ! 
Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty 
friends, 

(1) Take advantage. (2) Perhaps. 



You take me in too dolorous a sense : 

I spake to you for your comfort : did desire you 

To burn this night with torches : Know, my hearts, 

1 hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, 

Where rather I'll expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. Let's to supper; come, 

And drown consideration. [Exeunt 

SCENE III.— The same. Before the palace. 
Enter two Soldiers, to their guard. 

1 Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the 

day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fore you weU. 
Heard vou of nothing strange about the streets ? 

1 Sold. Nothing : What news ? 

2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumour : 
Good night to you. 

1 Soil Well, sir, good night 

Enttr two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. Soldiers, 
Have careful watch. 

3 Sold. And you : Good night, good njgkt. 
\The Jirst tiro place themselves at their w 

4 Sold. Here we : [They take their posts] end 

if to-morrow 
Our navy thrive, 1 have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold. 'Tis a brave army, 
And full of purpose. 

[Music of hautboys under the slag*. 

4 Sold. Peace, what noise ? 

1 Sold. List, list! 

2 Sold. Hark! 

1 Sold. Music i'thc air. 

3 Sold. Under the earth. 

4 Sold. It signs 5 well, 
Does't not ? 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Sold. Peace, I say. What should this mean. 

2 Sold. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony 

lov'd, 
Now leaves him. 

1 Sold. Walk ; let's see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. 

[They advance to another post 

2 Sold. How now, masters? 

Sold. How now ? 

How now ? do you hear this? 

[Several speaking together. 
1 Sold. Ay ; Is't not strange ? 

3 Sold Do you hear, masters ? do you hear F 

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter; 
LetS si* how't will give off. 
Sold. [Several speaking.] Content : 'Tis strange. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IK— The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter Antony, and Cleopatra ; Charmian, and 
others, attending. 

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros ! 
Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come; mine armour, 
Eros I 

Enter Eros, with armour. 

C'ome, my good fellow, put thine iron on : — 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
I {.«rause we brave her. — Come. 

Cleo. Nav, I'll help too 

What's this for? 

Ant. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 

(3) Reward. (4) Stop. (5) Bodes. 
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The armourer of my heart :— False, false ; this, this. 

CUo. Sooth, la, I'll help : Thus it mu«t be. 

Ant. Wdlt well ; 

We shall thrive now.— See'st thou, my good fellow ? 
Go, put 011 thy defences. 

Eros. Briefly, 1 sir. 

CUo. Is not this buckled well? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To doff V for our repose, shall bear a storm.— 
Thou fumblcst, Eros ; and my oueen's a squire 
More tight* at this, than thou : Despatch.— O love, 
That thou could'st see my wars to-day, and knew'st 
The royal occupation ! thou should'st see 

Enter an Officer, armed. 

A workman in'L— Good morrow to thee ; welcome : 
Thou look'st like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To business that we love, we rise betime, 
And go to it with delight 

1 qffL A thousand, sir, 

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim,* 
And at the port expect you. . 

[Shout. Trumpets. Flourish. 

Enter other Officers, and Soldiers. 

% Offi. The morn is fair.— Good morrow, general. 

AtL Good morrow, general. 

Jlnt 'Tis well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 
So, so ; come, give me that: this way ; well said. 
Fare thee well, dame, whate'er become* of me : 
This is a soldier's kiss : rebukable, [Kisses her. 
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel.— You, that will fight, 
Follow me close ; I'll bring you to't.— Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony, Lros, Officers, and Sold. 

Char. Please you, retire to your chainlxjr ? 

Cleo. Lead me : 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 
Then, Antony,— But now,— Well, on. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Antony's camp near Alexandria. 
J'rumpcts sound. Enter Antony and Eros ; a 
Soldier meeting them. 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony! 
Ant. 'Would, thou and those tny scars had once 
prevailed 
To make me fight at land ! 

Sold. Hadst thou done so, 

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would nave still 
Follow'd thy heels. 

Ant. "Who's gone this morning ? 

Sold. Who? 

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus, 
He shall not hear thee ; or from Caesar's camp 
Say, / am none of thine. 

J]nt. What say'st thou? 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Caesar. 

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone * 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his ti-eas-ure after ; do it ; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus and greetings : 
Say, that 1 wi>h he never find morr cause 

(I) Shortly. ( i) Put it oft. (3) Handy. 



To change a master. — O t my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men :— Ert*, despatch. [Exeunt 



SCENE VI— Caesar's camp hefort Alexandria. 
Flourish. Enter Caesar with Agrippa, Enobar- 
bus, and others. 
Ctef. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight : 

Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 

Make it to known. 
Agr. Csesar, I shall. [Exit Agrippa, 

Cots. The time of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd world 

Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Men. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Cos. Go, charge Agrippa 

Plant those that have revolted in the van, 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. [Exeunt Caesar and his train. 

Eno. Alcxas did revolt; and went to Jewry, 
On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar, 
And leave his master Antony : for this pains, 
Caesar hath hang'd him. Canidins, and the real 
That fell away, nave entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill ; 
Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Caesar's. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Anton j 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus : The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now, 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus. 

I tell vou true : Best that you saf 'd the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 
Or would have done't myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [Exit Soldier. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am so most. O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how would^st thou hare paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold f This blows 5 my 

heart: 
If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought: but thought will do't,I feel. 
I fight against thee !— No : I will go seek 
Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul'st best fits 
My latter part of life. [E ril. 

SCENE VII— Field ofbattlt between the camps. 
Alarum. Drums ana* trumpets. Enter Agrip- 
pa, and others. 

Agr. Retire, we have enjrag'd ourselves too far : 
Caesar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Etcunt. 

Alarum, Enter Antony and Scanis, uwunded. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this i» fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their head*. 

jnt. Thou blccdVt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that wa* like a T, 
But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant. Thev do retire. 

Scat. We'll Ix at Vm into bt-nch-hej^s; I have yet 

(4) Riveted drrs*, diniour. (5) Swells. 
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Room for six scotches 1 more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and oar advantage 
serves 
For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us score their backs, 

And snatch *em up, as we take hares, behind ; 
Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy sprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. I'll halt after. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VUL— Under the walls of Alexandria. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, marching; Scarus, 
and forces. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp ; Run one 
before, 
A nd let the queen know of our guests. — To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see us, we'll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all ; 
For doughty 2 -handcd are you ; and have fought 
Not as you serv'd the cause, but as it had been 
Each man's like mine ; you have shown all Hectors. 
Enter the city, clip 3 your wives your friends, 
Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful tears 
"Wash the concealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour'd gashes whole. — Give me thy hand ; 

[7V> Scarus. 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great fairy 4 I'll commend thy acts, 
Make her thanks bless thee. — O thou day o*the 

world, 
Chain mine ann'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 
Through proof of harness 5 to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Lord of lords ! 

O infinite virtue ! com'st thou smiling from 
The world's great snare uncaught ? 

Ant. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl ? 

though grey 
Do something mingle with our brown ; yet have we 
A bruin that nourishes our nerves, and can 
(jet goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; — 
Kiss it, my warrior : — He hath fought to-day, 
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy'd iu such a shape. 

Geo. I'll give thee, friend, 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus' car. — Give me thy hand ; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 
lien r our hack'd targets like the men that owe them: 9 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup together ; 
And drink carouses to the next day's fate, 
Which promises royal peril. — Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city's ear ; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 7 
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds to- 
gether, 
Applauding our approach. [Exeunt. 

(1) Cuts. (2) Brave. (3) Embrace. 
(4) Beauty united with power, was the popular 
characteristic of fairies. 
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SCENE IX— Caesar's camp. Sentinels on their 
post. Enter Enobarbus. 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard : Tlie night 
Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 

By the second hour i'the mom. 

2 Sold. Tliis last day was 
A shrewd one to us. 

Eno. O, bear me witness, night, — 

3 Sold. What man is this ? 

2 Sold. Stand close, and list to him. 
Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent . — 

1 Sold. Enobarbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 
Hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge 8 upon me ; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 
May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault; 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder, 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
Forgive inn in tlune own particular; 
But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive : 
O Antony ! O Antony ! [Dies. 

2 Sold" Let's speak 
To him. 

1 Sold. Let's hear him, for the things he speaks 
May concern Caesar. 

3 Sold. Let's do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleeping. 

2 Sold. Go we to him. 

3 Sold. Awake, awake, sir ; speak to us. 

2 Sold, Hear you, sir ? 
1 Sold. The hand of death hath raught* him. 

Hark, the drums [Drums afar off. 

Demurely 10 wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out. 

3 Sold. dome on then ; 

He may recover yet [Exeunt with the body. 

SCENE X— Between the txoo camps. Enter 
Antony aud Scarus, with forces, marching. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 
We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would, they'd fight i'the fire, or in the air ; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is ; Our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 
Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 
They have put forth the haven : Further on, 
Where their appointment we may best discover, 
And look on their endeavour. 11 [Exeunt. 

Enter Caesar, and his forces, marching. 

Cas. But l 2 being charg'd, we will be still by land, 
Which, as 1 take't, we shall ; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales, 
And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt. 

(7) Small drums. 

(8) Discharge, as a sponge when squeezed dis- 
charges the moisture it had imbibed. 

(9) Reached. (10) Solemnly. 

(11) LWoter their numliers, and'see their mo- 
Itkms. (12,) Without. 
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Re-enter Antony and Scare*. 

Ant Yet they're notjoin'd: W r here yonder pine 
doe- stand, 
I shall discoier all : I'll bring thee word 
Straight, how 'tis like to go. [ Eiit. 

Srar. Swallow* haw built 

In Cleopatra's sai's their nest*: the a usurers 
Say, they know not, — tin y cannot f« II ; look grimly, 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
I* valiant, and dejtcted ; and, by start", 
Hi;* fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear, 
Of what he hart, and had not. 

Alarum afar o/T, as at a sca-Jight. lie-enter 

Antouv. 

Ant All is lost ; 

This foul Egyptian hatli bet rated me : 
My lleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yon li-r 
They ra«t their caps up, and carouse u>j.t mer 
I Ac- friends long loot. — Triple-turu'd who.c !' 'tis 

thou 
Hath sold me to this novice : and my heart 
Make? only wars on thee. — Bid them all ily; 
For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, 
I have done alt : — Bid them all Ily, lx gone. 

[Kiit Scams. 
O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here; even here 
l>o we shake hands. — All come to tins? — Tlie hearts 
That spauiel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do di«w andy, melt their sweets 
On blo—oniing Cu»*ar ; and this pine is hark'd 
That overtopp'd them all. lielray'd 1 am: 
O this faK: soul of Euypt ; this grave charm, 2 — 
Whowe eye beck'd 3 forth my ware, and call'd them 

home ; 
Whose bosom was mv crownet * rnv chief end, — 
Like a right gip-y, hath, at fa-t and l<x»se,* 
B**tcuil'd me to the \ery h« art of loss. — 
What, Eros, Eros ! 

KiUer Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou spell ! A vaunt ! 

Cleo. Why is my lord eur.t^'d atraiu-i his love? 

Ant. Vanish; or I .-hall ^iv«- thee ih\ deserving. 
And blemi-h Cie-ar'.s triumph. l*:t him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to the -hooting plclx-ian* : 
Follow his chariot, li!-.e the »n ate-t .-juit 
Of all thy sex ; iiMn«t moiisier-like, be .-hovvu 
For poor'st diminutive-, to dolls .0 and let 
Patient (Vtavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepind nail.-" [Erit Cleo.] 'Tis Well 

ttioii'rt none, 
If it be. well to hw : I Jut better 'twere 
Thou felPst into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho! — 
The shirt of Nck-uh is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides, 7 thou mine ancestor, thy rage: 
Let me lodge. Lichas 8 on the; lionis o'the moon ; 
And with those hands, that gta-p'd the heavieM club, 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die; 
To the Roman boy she hath void me, and I fall 
Under this plot : she dies for't.— Eros, ho! [Exit. 

(1) Cleopitra first belonged to Julius Caesar, 
then to Antony, and :iow, as Antony .-uppoMss, to 
Augustus. 

(2) Dea<ll> piece of witchcraft. 

f.'t) Wa- the motion for. (4) Finish. 

(&) A ' healing <;;iine, al pr» -cut named pricking 
•i the. helt. 

(6) For tlie smallest piei e of money, lo < lowus. 



SCFJVE XF.—A lexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter CleojBitra, Charmian, Iras, and 
Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Thau Telamou' 1 for his shield ; the boar of Tliessary 
Wss never so cmbossM. 1 ' 1 

Char. To the monnment ; 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are 

dead. 
The sdul and body rive" not more in parting, 
Than greatness going off*. 

Ctfo. To tl>e monnment : — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 
Say, that the lust I sjK»ke was, Antony, 
And word it, pr'y thee, pitenusly : Hence, 
Mardian; and bring me how he take? my death.— 
To die monument. [Exeunt. 

i'CAWTS XI f. — The sttme. Another room. En- 
ter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behoM'st inc ? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dragotiish ; 
A \u]H>ur, .sometime, like a liear, or lion, 
A tower' d cila:!el, a |m ndaut rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upcu't, that nod unto the world, 
And mock our eves with air : Thou bust seen tliesa 

feigns ; 
They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That, which is now a horse, even with a 
thought, 
The rack 13 dUlimns ; and makes it indistinct, 
As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, 11 Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a bodt : here I am Autonv ; 
Vet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
I made these wars for Egvnt ; and die queen, — 
Who>e heart, 1 thought, I nad, for she had nunc ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, hid aunex'd unto't 
A million more, now lost, — -he. Eros, lias 
I'ac k'd cards with Osar, and falne play'd my glory 
I .ii to nu cm rm'.- triiiiiiph — 
Nay, weep not, gentle En*; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. O, thy vile lady! 

Enter Mardian 

She ha* robb'd me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony ; 

My mi-trt ss lov'd thee, and her (orlum s mingled 
With Uiiuc enliicly. 

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ; 

She hath bctray'd nu\ and shall die the death. 

Mar. lHath of one person can be paid but once ; 
And that slic ha* discharged: What thou would'otdo, 
I- done unto thy hand ; the last ?he spake 
W:,«, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 
Then in die midst a tearing grotfn did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
flctwtcn her heart and lips : she rendei'd life, 
Thy name, so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead U»en ? 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Eros, unarm ; the long day's tusk is done 

(7) Hermits. 

\\i) Tlie bo> that brought tlie r«oisoned shirt to 
Hercules. 

f'.M Ajax Te1ami.n for tlw: -hit-Ul of Achilles. 
(Kh Fotiiniii^ at lite niotith. (11) Split. 
{12) The tUtting clouds. :\A) Servant. 
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And we must sleep:— That tbou depart'st hence safe, 
Docs pay thy labour richly ; Go.- Of£ pluck off; — 

[Exit Mardiau. 
The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The batter}' from my heart. O, cleave, my sides ! 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, 1 
Crack thy frail case ! — Apace, Eros, apace. — 
No more a soldier : — Bruised pieces, go ; 
You have been nobly borne. — From me a while. — 

[Exit Eros. 
I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 
Lie down, and stray no further : Now all labour 
Mars what it does ; yea, rery force entangles 
Itself with strength: Seal then,? and all is done. — 
Eros ! — I coma, my queen : — Eros ! — Stay for me : 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll band in 

band, 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her JEneas shall want troops, 
And all the haunt be ours.— Come, Eros, Eros ! 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest mv baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarter'^ the world, and o'er green Neptune's back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 
/ am conqueror of myseff. Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when I should sec behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command. 
Thou then would'st kill me : do't ;*thc time is come : 
Tbou strik'at not me, 'tis Caesar thou defeat's! 
Fut colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ? 

Ant Eros, 

Would'st thou be window'd in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach'd' arms, bending down 
His corrigible 4 neck, his nice subdued 
To penetrative* shame ; whilst the wheel'd teat 
Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued r* 

Eros. I would not see't 

Ant. Coma then; for with a wound I must be 
cur'cL 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eros. O, sir, pardon me. 

Ant When T did make thee free, swor'st thou 
not then 
To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Tum from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worship 7 of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lothee. " [ Turning from him. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it 

Eros. My dear master, 

My captain, and my emperor ! let me say, 
Before I itrike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. *Ti* said, man ; — and farewell. 

(1) i. e. The thins mat contains thee. 

(2) Sealing completes a contract. 
vol. w. 



Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now? 

Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why, there thent — [Falls on his sword. 
Thus do I escape the sorrow 
Of Antony's death. [Diss. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
1 should, and thou could'st not. My queen and Erot 
Have, by their brave instruction, cot upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I willbe 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into't 
As to a lover's bed. Come then ; and, Eros, 
Thy master dies thy scholar ; to do thus 

[Falling on his svtord. 
I leam'd of thee. How ! not yet dead ? not dead ?— 
The guard ! — ho ! — O, despatch me. 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What's the noise f 
Ant I have done my work ill, friends ; O, make 

an end 
Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 
1 Guard. And time is at his period. 
All. Alas, and wo i 
Ant Let him that loves me, strike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [Eveunt Guard. 
Der. Thy death aod fortunes bid thv followers fly. 

This sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings. 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where's Antony? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he f 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? !?*& Dercetae, 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed.' Draw thy sword, 
and give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Most absolute lord, 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ? 

Dio. Now, my lord. 

Ant Where is she? 

Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a pro- 
phesying fear 
Of what bath come to pass : for when she saw 
(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had dispos'd* with Caesar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, she sent you word she was 

dead; 
But, fearing since bow it might work, ham sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 
I dread, too late. 

Ant Too late, good Diomed :— Call my guard, 
I pr'ythee. 

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor's guard ! The guard, 
what, ho ! 
Come, your lord calls. 

Enter some of the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 
bides; 
'Tis the last service that I shall command you. 
1 Guard. Wo are we, sir, you may not are to 
woar 
All your true followers out 
All. Most heavy day ! 

(3) Folded. (4) Corrected. (5) Penetrating. 
(6) Followed. (7) Dignity. (8 ; Settled. 



) Dinitj. (8; Settled. 
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Ant. Nay, good ray fellows, do not please sharp 
fate 
To gpace it with your sorrows : hid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take roe up : 
I have fed you oft ; carry me now, gooa friends, 
And have my thanks for all. 

[Exeunt, bearing Antony. 

SCENE XIII.— The same. A monument. En- 
ter above, Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are welcome. 
But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow, 
Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great 

Enter Diomedes. 

As mat which makes it. — How now ? is he dead ? 

Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o*the other side your monument, 
Hb guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard. 

CUo, O thou sun, 

Bum the great sphere thou mov'st in ! — darkling 1 

stand 
The varying shore o*the world ! — O Antony ! 
Antony, Antony ! — Charmian, help : help, Iras ; 
Help, friends below ; let's draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace : 

Not Caesar's valour hath overthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph'd on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but wo 'tis so ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I here imp6rtune death a while, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. — 

CUo. I dare not, dear 

(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 
Lest I be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortun'd Ciesar ever shall 
Be brooch'u? with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, 

have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 
Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes, 
And still conclusion, 1 shall acquire no honour 
Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony, — 
Help me, my women, — we must draw thee up ; — 
Assist, good friends. 

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone. 

CUo. Here's sport, indeed ! — How heavy weighs 
my lord ! 
Our strength it aH gone into heaviness, 
That makes the weight : Hod I great J uno's power, 
Use atrong^wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools ; — O, come, come, come ; 

[They draw Antony no. 
And welcome, welcome ! die, where thou hast liv'd : 
Quicken 4 with kissing; had my lips that power, 
That would I wear them out 

AIL A heavy pight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 
Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Geo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 
Hiat the false house-wife Fortune break her wheel, 
Ptovok'd by my oflence. 

Ant One word, sweet queen : 



(1) Without light. 

(3) Sedate determination. 



(2) Ornamented. 



Of Caesar seek tout honour, with your safety .—O ! 

CUo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me : 

None about Caesar trust, but Proculetus. 

CUo. My resolution, and my hands, 111 trust ; 
None about Caesar. 

Ant The miserable change now at my end. 
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts. 
In fe e din g them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv'd, the greatest prince o'the world. 
The noblest: and do now not basely die, 
Nor cowardly ; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanqutsh'd. Now, my spirit is going ; 
I can no more. [Dim. 

Geo. Noblest of men, woo't die ? 

Hast thou no care of roe ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye ? — Q, see, my women, 
The crown o'the earth doth melt :— My lord ! — 
O, wither'd is the garland of the war, 
The soldier's pole is fallen ; young boys, and girls, 
Are level now with men : the odas is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [She faints. 

Char. O, quietness, lady ! 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady, — 

Iras. Madam,-— 

Char. O madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras. Royal Egypt ! 

Empress! 

Vhar. Peace, peace, Iras. 

CZro. No more, but e'en a woman; and com- 
manded 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks, 
And does the meanest chares. 4 — It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but naught ; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does 
Become a dog that's mad : Then is it sin, 
To rush into the secret house of death, 
Kre death dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 
What, what ? good cheer ! Why, bow now, Char- 
mian ? 
My noble girls ! — Ah, women, women ! look, 
Our lamp is spent, it's out: — Good sirs, take heart: — 

[To the guard below. 
We'll bury him : and then, what's brave, what's 

noble, 
Let's do it after the high Roman fashion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away : 
This case of that nuge spirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

[Exeunt ; those above bearing off An- 
tony's body. 



ACT V. 

SCRYE I.— Caesar's camp before Alexandria. 
Enter Caenar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Maecenas, 
Callus, Proculeius, ana others. 

Cces. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 
Being so frustrate ,c tell him, be mocks us by 
The pauses that he makes. 7 



(4) Revive. 
(6) Frustrated. 



(5) Taak-work. 
(?) He trifles with us. 
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DoL 



Caesar, I shall. 

[Exit Dolabella. 



Enter Dercetas, with the sword of Antony. 

Cos. Wherefore is that? and what art thou, 
that dar'st 
Appear thus to us ? 

Der. I am calPd Derates ; 

Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy 
Best to be aerv'd: whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life, 
To spend upon his haters : If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
1*11 be to Caesar ; if thou pleaaest not, 
I yield thee up my life. 
Ceu. What iVt thou say'st ? 

Der. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead. 
Cos. Hie breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack : The round world should have 

shook 
Lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens : — The death of Antony 
Js not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Caesar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 
Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart — Tliis is his tword, 
I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stain'd 
With his most noble blood. 

Ccts. Look you sad, friends ? 

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr. And strange it is, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mate. His taints and honours 

Waged equal with him. 

-Agr. A rarer spirit never 

Did bteer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ca\«ar is tmich'd. 
Mac. When such a spacious minor's set before 
him, 
He needs must see hirroelf. 

Cos. O Antony f 

I have followed thee to this ; — But we* do lance 
Disea*cs in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day, 
Or look on thine ; we could not stall together 
Fn the wlioie world : But yet let me lament, 
With tears as sove rfign a* the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Wher*» minn hi* 1 thoughts did kindle, — that our 

stan, 
Unreconciliabte, should divide 
Our cqualness to this. — Hear me, good friends, — 
But I will tell you at some meeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

The business of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he says. — Whence are you ? 
Mess. A poor Egyptian yet The queen my 
mistress, 
Confin'd in all she has, her monument, 
Of thy intents desires instruction ; 
That ihe preparedly may frame herself 



Wluu 



[2) Servant. 






To the way she's (bread to. 

Cos. Bid her have good heart ; 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 
How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Caesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 
Mess. So the gods preserve thee .' [Exit. 

Cces. Come hither, Proculeius ; Go, and say. 
We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 
l^st, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 
And, with your speediest, bring us what she says. 
And how you find of her. 
Pro. Caesar, I shall. [Exit Pro. 

Cos. Callus, go you along.— Where's Dolabella, 
To second Proculeius ? f Exit Gallus. 

Agr. Mac. Dolabella ! 

Ccts. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he's employed ; he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writings : Go whh me, and tee 
What I can show in this. [ffimrrtf. 

SCENE //.—Alexandria, A room in the monu- 
ment. Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better lite : 'Tis paltry to be Caesar ; 
Mot being fortune, he's' but fortune's knave,? 
A minister of her will ; And it is great 
To do that tiling that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolt* up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar's nurse and Ciesar's. 

Enter, to the gates of the monument, Proculeius, 
Gallus, and Soldiers. 

Pro. Cresar sends greeting to the queea of 
Egypt; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou mnn i'st fo have him grant thee. 

Cleo. [ H itkin. j What's thy name ? 

Pro. Mv name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [IVithin.] Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd, 
That have no u*e for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
iVo less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son, 
He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer ; 

You are fallen into a princely hand, Mar nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 
Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need : Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependancy ; and you shall find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindnesa, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 

Cleo. [Within.) Pray you, toll Mai 

I am his fortune's vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i'the face. 

Pro. This I'll report, dear lady. 

Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pitied 
Of* him that caus'd it. 
Gat You v:e how easily she may be surpris'd ; 
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[Her* Proculeius, and two ofthtruard, ascend 
the mon um ent by a ladder placed against 
a window, and having descended, come be- 
hind Cleopatra Some of the guard unbar 
and open the gates. 
Gourd her till Caesar come. 

[To Proculeius and the guard. [JExstGaL 

Trot. Royal queen ! 

Char. O Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen ! — 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drawing a dagger. 

Pro, Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

[Seizes and disarms her. 
Do not Yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Relieved, but not betray'd. 

Cleo. What, of death too, 

That rids our do£s of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty, by 
The undoing of yourself: let the world see 
Hit nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 

Pro. 0, temperance, ladv ! 

Geo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, sir; 
If idle talk will once be necessary, 
m not sleep neither i This mortal bouse I'll ruin, 
Do Csesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinionM' at your master's court ; 
Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, 
And show me to the shouting varietry 2 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country's high pyramides my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

Enter Dolabella. 

DoL Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knows, 
And be hath 'sent for thee : as for the queen, 
I'll take her to my guard. 

Pro. So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her. — 
To Csesar I will speak what you shall please, 

(7\> Cleopatra. 
If Tpu'U employ me to him. 

Geo. Say, I would die. 

[Exeunt Proculeius, and Soldiers. 

DoL Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

DoL Assuredly, you know me. 

Geo. NoMttar, sir, what I have heard, or known. 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ; 
Is't not your trick ? 

DoL I understand not, madam. 

Gee. Idream'd, there was an emperor Antony ; — 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
Bat such another man ! 

DoL If it might please you, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein 
stuck 
A tun, and moon ; which kept their course, and 

lighted 
The little O, the earth. 

(1) Bound, confined. (2) Rabble. (3) Crash. 



DoL Most soraeta creator** — 

Geo. His legs bestrid the ocean : hi* rear'd arm 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to mends; 
But when be meant to quail 3 and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in't ; an autumn 'twas, 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they show'd his back above 
The element they liv'd in : In his livery 
Waik'd crowns, and crownets; realms and islands 

were 
As plates 4 dropp'd from his pocket 

DoL Cleopatra,— 

Geo. Think you, there was, or might be, such a 
man 
As this I dream'd of? 

DoL Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were one such, 
It's past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy, 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good madam : 

Your loss is as yourself, great ; and vou bear it 
As answering to the weight : 'Would I might never 
O'ertake pursu'd success, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots 
My very heart at root 

Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you, what Caesar means to do with me? 

Dol. I am loath to tell you what I would you 
knew. 

Geo. Nay, pray you, sir, — 

DoL Though he be honourable, — 

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph ? 

DoL Madam, he will ; 

I know it 

IVithin. Make way there, — Csesar. 

Enter Csesar, Gallus, Proculeius, Maecenas, Seleu- 
cus, and Attendants. 

Cos. Which is the queen 

Of Egypt? 

DoL Tis the emperor, madam, [Cleo. kneels. 

Cos. Arise, 

You shall not kneel : 

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt 

Geo. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my ford 
I must obey. 

Cars. Take to vou no hard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
A< thing* but done by chance. 

Geo. Sole sir o'the world, 

I cannot project 5 mine own cause so well 
To make it clear; but do confess, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sham'd our sex. 

Cas. Cleopatra, know, 

We will extenuate rather than enforce : 
If you apply yourself to our intents 
(Which towards you arc most gentle,) you shall 

find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's course, you shall boreave yourself 
Of my good purpojos, and put your children 
To that destruction which I'll guard them from. 
If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. 

(4) Silver money. (5) Shape or form. 
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Cko. And may, through all the world: 'tii 
yours; and we 
Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord. 

Get. You snail advise me in all for Cleopatra. 

Geo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess'd of: 'tis exactly rallied ; 
Not petty things admitted.— Where's Seleucus? 

SeL Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer; let htm speak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have resenr'd 
To myself nothing. Speak the troth, Seleucus. 

ScL Madam, 
I had rather seel 1 my lips, than, to my peril, 
Speak that which if not 

Cleo. What have I kept back ? 

ScL Enough to purchase what you have made 



Cats. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Caesar! O, behold, 

How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be yours ; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild -. — O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that's hir*d !— What, goest thou back ? 

thou shalt 
Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes, 

O rarely a base ! 

Cats. GoooVqueen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo. O Csssar, what a wounding shame it this; 
That, thou vouchsafing here to visit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parrel* the sum of mv disgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Csssar, 
That I some lady trifles have reserv'd, 
Immotnrnt toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern* friends withal ; and say. 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia, 5 and Octavia, 8 to induce 
Their mediation; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred? The gods! It smites me 
Beneath the fall I have. IVy thee, go hence ; 

[To Seleucus. 
Or I "hall show the cinders 7 of my spirits 
Through the ashes of my chance: — Wert thou a 

man, 
Thou would'st have mercy on me. 

Cw. Forbear, Seleucus. 

[Exit Seleucus. 

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are 
mis-thought 
for things that others do ; and, when we fall, 
Wi> answer others' merits' in our name, 
A no therefore to be pitied. 

Cats. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserv'd, nor what acknowledg'd, 
I'm we i'the roll of conquest: still be it yours, 
H»-<ttow it at your pleasure; and believe, 
f Viar'a no merchant, to make prize with you , 
Of tilings that merchants sold. Therefore be 

cheer'd; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear 
queen ; ^ 

For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep : 

ll) Sew up. (2) Uncommonly. (3) Add to. 
.'4) Common. (5) Csesar's wife. 
'ff» Osar's sinter. (7) Fire. 
(8) Merits or demerits. 



CXir care and pity is so morn upon you, 
That we remain your friend ; And so adieu. 
Cleo. My master, and my lord ! 
Ctes. Not so: Adieu. 

[Exeunt Csssar, and hit from. 
Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I 
should not 
Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Chairman. 

AWTiispersChtiramn. 
e bright day is done. 
And we are for die dark'. 

Geo. Hie thee again : 

I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 
G&put it to the haste. 
Char. Madam, I wilL 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

DoL Where is the queen ? 

Char. Behold, sir. J£*i<Char. 

Cleo. Dolabella ? 

DoL Madam, as thereto sworn by your command. 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and, within three days, 
You with your children will he tend before : 
Make your best use of this : I have perform'd 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Oeo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

DoL I your servant 

Adieu, good queen ; I mutt attend on Caesar. 

Geo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dol.] Now, 
Iras, what think'st thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded, 
And fore'd to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid! 

Geo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras : Saucy lictors* 
Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out o'tunc : the quick 10 comedians 
Extrmporallv will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy 11 my greatness 
I'the posture of a whore. 

Iras. O the good gods ! 

Geo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. I'll never see it ; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Geo. Why, that's the way 

To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most absurd intents. — Now, Chairman ? — 

Enter Chairman. 

Show me, my women, like a queen ; — Go latch 
My best attires; — I am again for Cydnos, 
To meet Mark Antony : — Sirrah, Iras, ga— 
Now, noble Charmian, we'll despatch indeed : 
And, when thou hast done this chare, 13 I'll give thee 

leave 
To play till dooms-day. — Bring our crown and alL 
Wherefore's this noise ? [ Ex. Iras. A noise within. 

Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow, 

That will not be denied your highness' presence; 
He brings you figs. 

(9) Beadles. (Ift) Lively. 

(11) Female characters were played by Don. 

(12) Job of work. 
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On her dead mistress; tremblingly ihe Hood, 
And on die Midden dropp'd. 
Ou. O noble 



If tbey had swallow'd poison, 'twould appear 
By external swelling : but the looks like sleep, 
As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 1 

DoL Here, on her breast, 

There is a rent of blood, and something blown: 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Chuard. This is an aspic's trail : and these fig- 
leaves 
Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

Qss. Most probable, 

That so she died; foe her physician tell* me, 
She hath parsu'd conclusions 2 infinite 
Of easy ways to die.— Take up her bed ; 
And bear her women from the monument : — 
She shall be buried by her Antony : 
No grave upon the earth shall clip 1 in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them : and their story is 
No less in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented, Our army shall, 

(1) Graceful appearance. 

(8) Tried experiments. (3) Enfold. 



In solemn show, attend this funeral ; 
And men to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. [ExnmL 



TUs play keeps curiosity always busy, and the 
passions always interested The continual hurry 
of the action, me variety of incidents, end theories 
succession of one personage to another, call the 
mind forward without intermission, from the first 
act to the last But the power of delighting is de- 
rived principally from the frequent changes of the 
scene ; for, except the feminine arts, some of which 
are too low, which distinguish Cleopatra, no charac- 
ter is very strongly discriminated Upton, who did 
not easily miss what he desired to find, has discov- 
ered that the language of Antony is, with great 
skill and learning, made pompons and superb, ac- 
cording to his real practice. But I think his die* 
toon not distinguishable from that of others : the 
most tumid speech in the play is that which Casta? 
makes to Octavia. 

The events, of which the principal ere des crib ed 
according to history, are n rodttceq wjmoat sjay ejf 
of connection or care of aamoajtiaav 
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CYMBELINE. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



rynibeline, king qf Britain. 

Cloteji, son to the queen by a former husband. 

Leonatus Posthumus, a gentleman, husband to 

Imogen. 
Belarius, a banished lord, disguised under tfu 

name of Morgan. 
Guiderius, J*°" t0 CymUUne d^ised under 
Amramt? i names qf Polydm-e and Cad- 

ragusi y y^^ supposed .ions to Belarius. 
Philario, friend to Posthumus,) .. ,. 
lat hin*> % friend to Philario, $ """***• 
A French Gentleman, friend to Philario. 
Caius Lucius, general of the Roman forces. 
A Raman Captain. Two British Captains. 
Pisanio, servant to Posthumus. 



Cornelius, a physician. 
Two Gentlemen. 
Two Gaolers. 

Queen, wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen. 

Helen, woman to Imogen. 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apmn* 
ritions, a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a 
Spanish Gentleman, Musicians, Officers, Cap* 
tains, Soldiers, Me ss enge rs , and other Attend' 
ants. 



Scene, sometimes in Brtah; 



ACT I. 

SCEJYE /.—Britain. The garden behind Cym- 
beline's palace* Enter Two Gentlemen. 

1 Gentleman. 

OU do not meet a man, but frowns : our bloods* 
No mom obey fhn heavens, than our courtiers ; 
Still seem, as does the king's. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his king- 

dom, whom 
He purposed to his wife's sole son (a widow. 
That late he married,) halh referr'd herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : Sim's wedded ; 
Her husband banfsh'a; she imprison'd : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart 

2 Gent. None but the king ? 

1 Gent He, that hath lost her, too: so is the 
queen, 
That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their feces to the bent 
Of the King's looks, hath a heart that is not 
GloH at the thing they scowl at 

IGent. And why so? 

1 Gent. He that hathmiss'd the princess, is a thing 
Too bad for bad report : And be that hath her, 

(I mean, that married her, — alack, good man ! — 
And therefore banish'd) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think 
So fair an outward, ana such stutF within, 
Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent. You speak him far.' 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within hiimelf ; 
Crubh him together, rather than unfold 

(1) Inclination, natural disposition. 

(2) i. e. Yon praise him extensively. 

(3) My praise, however extensive, is within his 
snerit. 

vol. If 




^sUssssaat sss lasW 



His 

3§ml " mi his name, and birth? 

1 Gent I cannot Are him to the root: His father 
Wat calTd Sidlin% who did join bis honour, 
Against the Romans, with Oassibelan ; 

But had his titles by Tenanting whom 

He senr'd with gtorr and admir'd success : 

Socaio'd the sur-aadition, Leonatus: 

And had, besides this gentleman in question. 

Two other sons, who, m the wars n'the time, 

Died with their swords in hand ; for which their 

father 
(Then old and fond of issue,) tank such sorrow, 
That he quit being ; and bis gentle saOJ, 
Big of tliis gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As be was bom. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus ; 
Breed* him, and makes him of his bed-chamber 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ; and 
In his spring became a harvest : Liv'd in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais'd, most lov'd : 
A sample to the youngest ; to the mora 
A glass that feated* mam; and to 
A child that guided dotards : to his 
For whom he now is banish'd, — her, 
Proclaims how she esteem'd ban 
By her election may be truly read, ^ 
What kind of man he is. "V" 

2 Gent. I honour bhu 

Even out of your report But, 'pray yon, tdl SW, 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

1 Gent. His only child. 
He had two sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the. eldest of them at three years old, 
I'the swathing clothe* the other, from their nursery 
Werestoleu : and to this hour, no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went 

2 Gent. ' How long is this ago ? 
1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

(4) The father of Cymbeline. 
(')) Formed their manners. 
3C 
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The pug! of 
Hath chargM you 

into. 




2 Gent. That a Icing's children should be so con- 
vey'd ! 
So slackly guarded ! And tins search mo slow, 
That could not trace lliem! 

1 Gent. Howsoc'er 'tis strange, 
Or tlftut the negligence may well be laugh'd at, 
Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gent. I do well believe you. 

1 Gent. Wo must forbear : Herecornis the queen, 
and prince**. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— The same. Enter the Queen, Pos- 
thumus, and Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assur'd, you shall not find me, 
daughter, 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Tour gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthunras, 
So soon as 1 can win the offniided king, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good, 
~[oq tean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Wfadom may inform you. 

Please your highness, 

You know the peril ;— 
pitying 
; though the king 
tocether. 

Dissembling courtesy ! Row net (bit tyrant , 
Can tickle where sne wounds!— My dBeratttna- 

band, 
I something fear my father's wrath ; bat nothing 

(Always rescrv'd my holy duty,) whet 
His rage can do on me : You must be gone; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes; not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may see again. 

Past 9 My queen ! my mistress ! 

O, lady, weep do more ; lost I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth. 
Mr residence in Rome at one Philario's ; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen. 
And with mine eyes Pll drink the words you send, 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen. 

Be brief, I pray you -. 
I shall incur I know not 
hit displeasure:— Yet Pll move him 

[Aside. 
farey : I never do him wrong, 
i boy my injuries, to be friends; 
Dm dear for my offences. [Exit. 

PbsL Should we be taking leave 

At long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imo. Nay, stay a little : 
^Vere you but riding forth to air yourself, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 
Tins diamond was my mother's : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
Post How! how! another?— 

(1) Close up. (2) Sensation. (3) Fill. 
(4) A more exquisite feting. ( 5) Only. 




You gentle gods, give me but tikis I have, 
And sear up 1 my c mbrareracnts from a next 
With bond* of death !- -Remain thou here 

[ Hutting on the ring. 
While sense 2 con keep it on ! And sweetest, faire«t, 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, 
To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles 
I still win of you : For my sake, wear this ; 
It is a manacfe of love ; I'll place it 
Upon this fairest prboner. 

[Putting a bracelet on her arm. 
Imo. O, the gods ! 

\Micn .shall we see again ? 

Enter Cymbcline and fiords. 

Post Alack, the king! 

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from my 
sight ! 
If, after this command, thou fraught 1 the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou dicst : Away .' 
Thou art poison to ray blood. 

Post The gods protect you ' 

And bless the good remainders of the court ! 
I am gone. [Exit. 

Imo. Tliere cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing, 

That should'&t repair my youth: thou heapest 
A year'* age on me ! 

Imo. 1 beseech you, sir, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 4 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past 
grace. 

Cym. That might's! have had the sole 5 son of 
my queen ! 

Imo. O bless'd, that I might not ! I chose an 
eagle, 
And did avoid a pultock.* 

Cym. Thou took'st a beggar; would'st have made 
my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov'd Posthunms : 
You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 
A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym. What !— art thou mad ! 

Imo. Almost, sir : Heaven restore me ! — 'Would 
I were 
A neat-herd's 7 daughter ! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

Rc-erdcr Queen. 

Cym. Tiiou foolish tlung !— 

They were again together : you have done 

[ To the Quern. 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And p»»n her up. 

Queen. *Be«*eech your patience : — Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace ; — Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself so 

comfort 
Out of your best advice. 8 

Cym. Nay, let lier languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 

(fi) A kite. (7) Cattle-keeper's. 

9) Consideration. 
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And had 
Uy Kmll. 

J™. Your in'i my fitber- 

Todi^w apoi ui exile! — bmvr iir.'— 
I would iheV wero in Afrit boili iqgFriwr ; 
" If br with * m-edlf, that I mirhl prick 
.-WhjrcBnvr 

To bring him lo [hi- k.vi-n : I 
<H what commands i should 
Whm il plraa'd you 10 
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from thence that honour of hen, which you imagine 
so reserved. 

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it : 
my ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it 

lack. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. 
If you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you 
cannot preserve it from tainting : But, I see, you 
have some religion in you, that you fear. 

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpose, 1 hope. 

loch. I am the roaster of my speeches; and 
would undergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return: — Let there be covenants drawn 
between us : My mistress exceeds iu goodness the 
hu£*-ue*s of your unworthy thinking .- I dare you 
to tliis match : here's my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

Jack. By the gods it is one . — If I bring you no 
sufficient testimony that 1 have enjoyed the dearest 
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand du- 
cats an*, vours ; so is your diamond too. If I come 
off, and feave her in such honour os you have trout 
in, she your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold 
are your* : — provided, I have your commendation, 1 
for my more frt* entertainment. 

Post I embrace these conditions; let us have 
artic|p«t>ctwixtus:--oniy,thusfar you shall answer. 
If you make your voyage upon her, and give me 
directly to understand you have prevailed, 1 am no 
further vour enemv, she is not worth our debate : 
if she remain unseduced (you not making it appear 
otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and tlic assault you 
have made to her chastity, you shall answer me 
with your sword. 

Inch. Your hand; a covenant: We will have 
tht->c things *etwLgwAi by lawful counsel, and| 
straight away for Brmfin ; lest the bargain should 
■ rated cold, and starve : I will fetch my gold, and 
have our two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. [ Exe. Pu* thumus and Iachimo 

French. Will this bold, think you ? 

Phi. Siguier Iachimo will not from it Pray, let 
us follow 'em. [Exeunt 

SCEJTE VI.— Britain. A room in Cymbcline's 
palace. Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornel ius. 

Queen, While* yet the dew's on ground, gather 
those flower* ; 
Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

] I*ady. I, madam. 

Queen. Despatch.—— [Exeunt Ladies. 

Nuw, master doctor ; have you brought those d rug* ? 

Cttr. Plea*eth your highness, ay : here thev are, 
madam : [Presenting a small box. 

Rut I beseech your grace, (without offence ; 
My conscience bids me ask;) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous com- 
pounds, 
'Which are the movers of a languishing death ; 
But, though slow, deadly ? 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor, 

TIkhi ask'sit me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not learu'd me how 
To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? yea, so, 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded 
(Unless thou think'st me devilish,) is't not meet 
That I did amplify mv judgment in 
Other conclusions ?3 Twill try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none human,) 



il) Recommendation. 



(2; Experiments. 



To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayment* to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart; 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee. — 

Enter Pisanio. 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him [Aside. 
Will I fir«t work : he's for his master, 
And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? — 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 
Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam; 

But you shall do no harm. [Aside. 

Queen. Hark thee, a word. — 

[To Pisanio. 

Cor. [Aside.] I do not like her. She doth think, 
she has 
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such darmi'd nature : Those, aha hat, 
Will stupify and dull the 




Which ur»t, perchance, shell : 

dogs; 
Then afterward up ugh 
i\o danger in what ^M^aTaTYsWlli it 
More than the kxABi^ ajBha spirits a time, 
To be snore fresh, mhi&l She U fool'd 
Wiframoat fries eBtct?ifcd I the truer, 
So to- be false with bat 1 . 

Oajam. No further service, doctor, 

Unarl aand far thee, 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. 

[Exit 

QtaWM. Weeps she still, say'st thou ? Dost thou 
think, in time 
She will not quench ;* and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses ? Do tliou work ; 
W r hcn thou bhalt bring inc word, the loves my son, 
I'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : greater ; for 
Hid fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp : Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being, 1 
Is to exchange one misery with another ; 
And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : What shalt thou expect, 
To be depeuder on a thing that leans : 
Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 

[ The Queen drops a box ; Pisanio takes il IU*. 
So much as but to prop him ? — Thou tak'sl op 
Thou know'st not what ; but take it forth/ M 1- 
It is a thing I made, which bath the ' " 
Five times redeem'd from death : 1 1 _ _ _^ 

What is more cordial : — Nay, ( pi J ythee v ^Ur$ '; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistreat how 
The case stands with her ; dn't, as from thysett , 
Think what a chance thou chariest on ; but thiest 
Hiou hast thv mistress still ; to boot, my son, 
Who shall take notice of thee : I'll move the king 
To any shupe of thy nrrferment, such 
As thou'lt desire; and then myself, I chiefly, 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Think on my words. [Exit Pis.] — A sly and 

constant knave ; 
Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 
And ihe remembrance r of her, to hold 

(.i) i. c. (jrow cool. (4; To < hange hi* abode. 
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The hand fast (o her lord. I have given him that, 
Which, if ho take, shall quite uum-ople her 
Of licgi-r* 1 tor nor sweet ; ami which ulie, after, 
Except ^ht> bend her humour, shall be uvur'd 

Re-tnter Pisanio, and Ladies. 

To taste of t«w. — So, so: — well done, well done : 
The violet*, cowslip"*, and the primiwt'S, 
Bear to my < loset : Fare thee well, Pismio ; 
Tliink on iny words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Pis. And shall do: 

But when to inv good lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choke myself: (tare's all Til do lor you. [Ex. 

SCEXE VIL— -Another room in the same. En- 
ter Imogen. 

Itno. A father cruel, and a step-dame false; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 
That huth her hu-band bauish'd :— O, that husband ! 
My supreme crown of grie.f ! and those repeated 
Vexation-* of it ! Had I been thief-stolen, 
As my two brother*, liuppy ! but mo<<t miserable 
Is tin" desire that's glorious : Blessed l)e those, 
How mean soe'er, that huve their honest wills, 
Which season's pgpfcrt— Who may this be ? Fie ! 

JTiiftphiiinio *nd Iachimo. 

Fit. Madansf a rjobk gentleman of Rome ; 
Cornea from my ka^'mwi letters. 
lack. r Change yon, madam ? 

atrmi ~ 



The worthy Lconatus 

And greets your rughsftej dearly. 

[Present™ Idler. 

itno. Thanks, good dr • 

You hto kindly welcome. 

lack. All oi* her, that ii out of door, moat rich ! 

[Aside. 
If she be funiish'd with a mind so rare, 
She is alone the Arabian bird; unci I 
Have lost the wagor. Boldness be my friend ! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight; 
Father, directly fly. 

Imo. J Reads.]— He is one of the nohlest note, to 
whose kindness I am most infinitely tied. Reflect 
upon him accordingly, as you value yovr truest 

LEONATUS. 
So far I read aloud : 
But even the very middle of my heart 
I* warm'd by the rest, and take* it thankfully. — 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so, 
In all that I can do. 

Inch. Thanks, fairest ludy. — 

What! are men mad? Hath nature given them 

To lee Ml Wilted arch, and the rich crop 
Of ftaa ejpi land, which rnn distingu^h 'Iwixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinnM stones 
Upon the manber'd beach ? and can iv* not 
Partition make with sjiectacl*-* so precious 
Twill fair and foul ? 

Imo. What makes your admiration ? 

lack. It cannot be i'the c\ e ; lor ape? and mon- 
keys, 
Twixl two such shes, ivould chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mow.-- the other: Nor i'the judg- 
ment ; 
For idiots, in this caw of favour, wouid 
Be wisely definite . Xor i'the. appMite ; 
Slutterv, to mii h neat excc.llf nr e oprjo^'d, 
Shoum make den re vomit rniptin*-**, 



(1^) Ambd^MiduM. 



;J: Mikni'j; mouths. 



Not so allur'd to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter, trow ? 
Jack. The cloyed will 

Shat satiate yet unsati&fied desire, 
at tub both fill'd and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir. 

Thus raps you ? Are vou well ? 

lack. Thanks, madam ; well : — 'Beseech yon, 
sir, desire [ To Pisanio. 

My man's abode where I did leave him : lie 
Is strange and peevish. 1 

Pis. I was going, sir, 

To give him welcome. [Exit Pisanio. 

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health, 'be- 
seech you ? 

Inch. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he dispot'd to mirth ? I hope, ho. is. 

lack. Exceeding plca«aut; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here, 

He did incline to sadness; ami oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

lack. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it *eems, much loves 
A (tallian girl ut home : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from V free lung*, 

cries, O ! 
Can my sides hold, to tJunk,that man, — who knows 
By history, report, or his own pro* f, 
W 'hat woman is, yea, irhat she cannot choose 
But must he, — will his fret hours languish for 
Assured bondage ? 
. Imo. Will my lord say so ? 

lack. Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
It is a recreation to Ijc bv, 
And hear him mock the frenchman : But, heavens 

know, 
Some men arc much to blame. 

Imo. Not lie, I hope. 

Inch. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards 
him might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In hiiiMclf, 'tis much ; 
In you, — which I count his, beyond all talents, — 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pity, wr ? 

lark. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, sir * 

You look on me ; What wreck discern )ou in me. 
Deserves your pity ? 

Iach. " ' lamentable! What ! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
Pi he dungeon by a >nufl? 

Imo. ' I pray you, mi. 

Deliver with more opiums* your answers 
To my di'imnd". Why do you pity im ? 

Iach. Th:it othrr* do, 

I waj> about to *nv, enjoy your But 

It is an offict of the god* to 'venge it. 
Not mine 10 sjvak on't. 

Imo. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me ; Tray 

you 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be mif they do : For certainties 
Either -av*> pa-t ir-medie* ; or, timely knowing. 
The remcty thru born,) discover to me 
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What both jou spur and stop. 1 

lack. Had I this check 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here : should I (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the Main 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripe* with hand* 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour ;) then lie j)eepiiig in an eye, 
Raw and unlustrous a* the smoky light 
That'? fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell should atone time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, 1 fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

loch. And himself. Not I, 

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pionounre 
Tlte beggary of his change ; but 'tis yonr graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let mc hear no more. 

lack. O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my 
heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten' d to an empory, 2 
Would make the great'st king double ! to be 

partner'd 
W T ilh tomtwys 1 hir'd with that self-exhibition* 
Which your own coffers yield ! with discard ven- 
tures, 
That play with all infirmities for gold, 
Which rottenness can lend nature! such boil'd 

stuff, 
As well might poison poison ! Be. reveng'd ; 
Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Irnn. Reveng'd ! 

How should I be reveng'd ? If this be true 
(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true, 
How should 1 be reveng'd ? 

lack. Should he make me 

Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold slieets ; 
While* he is vaulting variable ramps, 
In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your affection, 
Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away ! — I do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For *urh an end thou «eck'st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrong'st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
SolicitVt here a lady, that di»duin* 
Thee and the devif alike. — What ho, Pisanio ! — 
The king my father shall he made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 
A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a RnmUh stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little care* for, and a daughter whom 
He not reelect* nt all. — What ho, Pisanio! — 

Inch. O happy Leonatus ! I may say ; 
The credit, that 'thy lady hath of thee, 

(1) What you seem anxious to utter, and yet 
withhold. 

(2) Swreign command. (3) Wantons. 



Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assur'd credit ! — Blcsccd live you long ! 
A lady to tlie worthiest sir, that ever 
Country, call'd his ! and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit ! CJi\ e. me your [lardon. 
I have spoke this, to know if your affianci- 
Were deeply rooted : and fhsill make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er : And Ik; is one 
The truest manner'd ; such a lioly witch, 
That he enchants *ocictics unto him : 
Half all men's licarts are his. 

Imo. You make amends 

lark. He sit* 'mongvt men. like a descendt-d pnd 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 
Most mighty princess, that 1 have odvt ntur'd 
To try your taking of a false report ; whit h hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 
Which you know, cannot err : The love I bear him 
Made me to fan 5 you thus; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, cha/fless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All's well, sir: Take my power i'the court 
for \ours. 

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreiil your grace but in ft SOBfJl request, 
And yet of moment too, for H concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the h"li"* M 

Imo. Pray, what ia't? 

lack. Some down Romans of us, and your lord 
(The best feather of oar wing,) have mingled sums, 
To buy a present for the em peror ; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In Prance : 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange/ 
To have them in safe stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn nune honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

lach. They are in a trunk, 

Attended bv my men: I will make bold 
ro send them to you, only for this night ; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo. O, no, no. 

lark. Yes, I be»eech ; or I shall *hort my word, 
By length'ning my return. From Gallia 
I crost'd the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains ; 

But not away to-morrow? 

Iach. 0, 1 must, madam ; 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-nsrht : 
I hat e outMood my time ; which ia material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to mc ; it shall »afr be kept, 
And truly y icldcd you : You ait: very welcome. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Court htfort- Cymbeline's palace. 
Enter Clotrn, and two Lords. 

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck ! when 



(A) Allowance, pension. 
■'5; To fun, i* to winnow. 
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I kissed the iack upon an up-curt,' to be hit away ! 
I had a hundred pound on't : And then a whoreson 
jackanapes inuat take me up for swearing ; as if I 
borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not spend 
them at my pleasure. 

1 lAtrd. What got he by that ? You have broke 
his pate with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If hi* wit had been like him that broke 
it, it would have run all out. [Aside. 

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it 
as not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : Ha ? 

2 Ijord. No, my lord; nor [Aside.] crop the ears 
of them. 

Clo. Whoreson dog! — I five him satisfaction? 
* Would, he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [Aside.. 

Clo. I am not more vexed at any thing in the J 
earth, — A pox on't .' I had rather not be so noble 
as 1 am ; they dare not fight with me. bet aitsc of 
the queen mv mother: every jack-slave hath his 
belly full of righting, and I musl go up and down 
like a cock that nobody can match. 

2 Lord, You are a cock and capon too ; and you 
crow, cock, with your comb on. [Aside. 

Oo. Seyeatsjwu? 

1 Lord. It i| ftot fit, your loro>hip should under- 
take every companion* that you give offence to. 

Clo. No, I know that : bat it is fit, I should com* 
mit offence to my inferiors, 

2 Lord. Ay, it is tt foe your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, id I say. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, thmt*a come 
to court to-night? 

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know on't ! 

2 Lord. He's a strange fellow himself, and knows 
it not [Aside. 

1 Lord. There's an Italian come; and, 'tis 
thought, one of Lconatus' friends. 

Clo. Leonatus? a banished rascal; and he's 
another, whatsoever lie be Who told you of tins 
stranger ? 

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages. 

Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon liini ? Is there 
ao derogation in't ! 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, 1 my lord. 
Clo. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your 
issues being fi olish, do not derogate. [Aride. 

Clo. Come, I'll go «ec this Italian : What I have 
lost to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, 
go. 

2 Lord. I'll attend your lordship. 

[fcceunt Cloten and first Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 



SCEfTE It.— A bed-chamber; in one mW of it 
« trunk. Imogen reading in her bta; a Lady 
attending. 

Jmo. Who's there ? my woman Helen * 
l<Ady- Plea*: vou, madam. 

Imo. What hour is it ? 

L*dy> Almost midnight, madam : 

/wo. I have read three hours then : mine eye* 
are weak : — 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 
Take not away the tuper, leave it burning ; 
And if thou const awake by four o'the clock, 
I pr'> thee, call roe. Sleep hath seii'd n>e wholly. 

[& it Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gul* f 
Krom fairies, and the tempters of u*»e night, 
(juard me, beseech ve ! 

[Sleeps. Iachimo, fnm the trunk, 
loch. The crickets sing, and man'* o'er-lubour'd 



Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bean all down with her brain; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess, 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st ! 
Betwiit a father by thy step-dame govern'd ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he'd make! The heavens hold 

firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind; that thou niny'st 

stand, 
To enjoy thy banisb'd lord, and this great land ! 

(1) He \% describing hi* fate at bowls ; the jack 
if the small tiowl at which the others are aimed. 

(2) fVilow. {A) i e. Degrade yourself. 



sen«e 
Repairs itself by rcrt : Our Tarrjisin thus 
Did softly press the rushes/ ere he waki-u'd 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'st thv bed ! fresh lilv ! 
And whiter than the sheets ! *f hat I might touch ! 
Hut kiss ; one kiss !— Rubies unparagnr.'d. 
How dearly they do't !— 'Tis her breathing tliat 
Perfumes the. chamber thus: The Haim o*th«» t:iper 
Bows toward her; and would undcr-peep her litis, 
To see the enclosed light;), now canopied 
Under these windows: White and, azure, lae'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct* — But my design ? 
To note the chamber : — I will write all down : — 
Such, and such, pictures: — There the window : — 

Such 
The adornment of her bed ;— The arras, 6 figures, 
Why, such, and such : — And the contents o'the 

story, — 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory : 
O sle^p, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her sense but as a monument, 
Thus in a chapel lying ! — (Jome off, come off; — 

[Taking tiff' her bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard I 
'Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly, 
As strongly as the conscience does within j 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drop* 
I'the bottom of a cowslip : Here's a voucher. 
Stronger than ever law could make : this «*ecret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and 

ta'en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what 

end? 
Why should I write this down, that's riveted, 
Screw'd to mv memory ? She hath been reading late 
The tale of IV reus ;" here the leaf's turn'd down, 
Where Philomel gave up; — I have enough : 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night !— thai dawn- 
ing 
May bare the raven's eye : I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here 

[Clock strikes. 
One, two, three, — Time, time ! 

[Gue.% into the trunk. The scene closes. 

(4) It was anciently the custom to strew cham- 
bers with ru«he*. 

(5) t. (. The white skin laced with blue veiua. 
(<•) Tapestry. 
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SCENE III.— An ante-chamber adjoining Imo- 
gen's apartment. Enter i 'lotcn and Lords. 

1 Ijord. Your lordship is die. most |ialicnt man 
in lofe, the m«t coldest that over tum'd up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not ctery man patient, after tlic 
noble temper of your lordihip ; You are most hot, 
and furious, when you win. 

Clo. Winning; would nut any man into courage: 
If 1 could get this foolish Imogen, I should have 
gold enough : It's almost morning, is't not ? 

1 I*ord. Day, my lord. 

_ Clo. I would tliis mufric would come : T am ad- 
vised to give lier music o'momings ; they say, it 
will penetrate. 

Enter Mmicians. 

Came on ; tune : If you can {leiicti ate lirr with your 
fingering, so; we'll try with tongue too: if none 
will do, let her remain ; but Til never give o'er. 
Kirst, si wry excellent good-cunivifed thing ; after, 
:i wonderful »wtcl air, with admirable rich word* 
to it, — and tlun lot her consider. 

SONG. 

Hark ! hark .' the lark at heaven's gate sings. 

And Phabus 'gins arise. 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On chalic'd* powers that lies; 
And winking Mary-tmds In gin 

To ope their golden eyes ,• 
With every thing that pretty bin: 

My lady street, arise ,• 
Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone: If this penetrate, I will consider 
vour music the tatter : 2 if it do not, it is a vice in 
in-r ear*, which horse-hairs, and cats-guts, nor tlie 
voi< v of unpaved eunuch to l>oot, ran never amend. 

[Exeunt Musician*. 

Enter Cymbelinc and Queen. 

2 ford. Here comes the king. 

(Ho. I am glad, I was up so late ; for that's the 
reason I was up so earlv : He. cannot clioose but 
take this service I have June, fatherly. — Good mor- 
row to your majesty, and to my gnu ion* mother. 

Cym. Attend you iiere the door of our stem 
daughter ? 
Will »he not forth ? 

Ch. I hnve assailed her with music, hut she 
vourhsifea no notice. 

t\tu. Tlie exile of her minion is too new ; 
She haih not yet forgot him : some more time 
Mu-it wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she's yours. 

Queen. You arc mo»t lv*md to the king : 

Who lets go by no \antau»-, that may 
Prefer you to hi* daughter : Frame \our*«»W 
To orderly solicits ; and In- Im-nded 
With aptm«<« uf the **a*m : m.ike denials 
I in riMi' your -en-ire* -o seem, as if 
Yon were m-pir'd to do thve duties which 
You tender to Iter: that you in all obey her. 
Save wlien « ommand to your disrui^ion tends, 
And therein you an- senseless. 

Clo. Senseless ? not so. 

Enter a Mes^-nger. 

.Wets. So like y mi, sir, embassadors fioni Home ; 
The one i- t.'aiu- Lucius. 

Cym A worthy follow, 



Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's ik) fault of his : We mti-t receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself his goodne.v* forespent on us 
We must extend our notice. — Our dear *i»n, 
When you have giit-n g<jod morning to your mis- 
tress, 

Attend the queen, and us ; we sliall have need 
To employ you towards thi- Koman.— Come, our 

i|ueen. 

I E revnt ( yin. Queen, Lords, and Mr«. 
Clo. If she Ik- up, (Ml t>prak with Iht; if nut. 
Let her lie still, ami dream.— By your It aw ho!- - 

; Knocks. 
I know her women am about her ; What 
If I do line one of their hands ? *Tis gold 
Wluch buys admittance ; oft it dotli ; yea, and 

makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer ; and 'ti« gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and »avc* tho 

thief; 
Nay, sometime, hnngs both thief and true man : 

Wliat 
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to ma; for 
T yet not understand the cue liiJMlf 
By your leaxc [Knocks. 

Enter n Lady. 

Lady. Who'* then, Oat knocks? 

A gentleman. 



Clo. 



Mo more 



(1) Cup*. 

\OL. II 



(2) Wdl pay you more lor it. 



Lady. 

Clo, Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Lady. That's more 

Than some, whose tailors are n« dear as yours, 
Can justly boast of : What's your lordship's plea- 
sure ? 

Clo. Your lady's person : Is she ready ? 

Ijufy. Ay, 

To keeji her chamlier. 

Clo. Tliere's gold for you ; sell me your good 
report. 

I<ady. lliiw ! my good name ? or to report of you 
Wliat I shall think i- good ? — Tlie princes* 

Enter Imogen. 

Ch. ( Jond morrow, fairest sister : Your sweet 

hand. 
Imo. Good morrow, sir : You lay out too much 
jnins 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks 1 irive, 
Is telling yon that I am poor of thanks, 
And scarce can spare them. 
Ch. Still, I swear, I love you, 

lmo. If you but said so, 'twere n» deep with DM: 
, If you swear -till, your recompense is still 
That I regard it not. 
( 'In. This i« no answer. 

I *no. But that you -hall not say I y i el d, being 
mU nt, 
1 1 would not ipt ik. I pray you, tparc roe : i'uutb, 
: I shall unfold e»jml di-LOUitrsv 
To your lx -t kindness ; «.m: of your great knowing 
Should learn, Ix-ing taught, forbearance. 

Clo. To leave y mi in y our m>idne«i, 'twere my sin : 
I will not. 

lino. Fool* are not mad folks. 
Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I um mad, I do - 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ; 

(ii) With solicitation* not only proper, but well- 
timed. 

3 I) 



2»2 



rVMBELITSE. 



Act II. 



That aire* u* both. I am much «ony, sir. 
You put in«- («> forget a Infix's manner*, 
By being ho verbal: 1 and learn now, fur all, 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 
By the very truth of it, I aire not fur you; 
And ain so near the lack of rharit)' 
(To accuse myself,; 1 hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, than mak< 'l in\ boast. 

Cla. . ' Yon sin against 

Obedience, which you owe vour father. For 
The contrail you pretend wilh that ba*e wretch, 
(One, bred of "alms and fostcr'd with cold dished, 
With scrap* o'the court,) u i« no contract, nooe : 
And thiiticrh it bo allijiv'd in meaner parties 
(Yet who, than he, more moan?) to knit their souls 

iOn whom then 1 is> no more dependency 
tut braid and beggary) in aelf-figur'd knot ; a 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The consequence o*the crown ; anil must not soil 
The precious note of it wilh a base slave, 
A hilding* for a livery, a Hjuire's cloth, 
A pantler, not so eminent. 

Into. Profane fellow ! 

Wait thou the son of J upiter, and no more, 
Bat what thou art, besides, tliou wert too lose 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of eavy, if 'twere, made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be »tyl'd 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferrM so well. 

Clo. The south fog rot him ! 

lino. lie never can meet more mischance, than 
come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer, 
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made such men. — How now, Pisanio ? 

Enter Pisanio. 

Clo. His garment? Now, the devil — 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently : — 

Clo. His garment ? 

Imo. I am sprited* with a fool ; 

Frighted, and anger' d worse : — (Jo, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master's : 'shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 
I saw't this morning: confident I am, 
Last night 'twas on mine arm ; I kiss'd it : 
I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Pit. Twill not be lost 

Imo. I hope so : go, and search. [Exit Pis. 

Go. You have abus'd me : — 

His meanest garment ? 

Imo, Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you wfll make't an action, carl witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 

fmo. Your mother too : 

She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 
To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

Clo. I'll be reveng'd :— 

His meanest garment ? — Well. [Exit. 



8CEJWE IV. — Rome. An apartment in Philario's 
house. Enter Posthumus and Philario. 

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would, I were so sure 

fl) So verbone, so full of talk. 
(2) In knot* of their own tyin^. 
(3) A low feJIow, only tit to weir a livery. 



To win the king, as I am bold, Her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him ? 

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter'6 state, and wish 
That warmer days would come : In these fear'd 

hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they /ailing, 
I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commissiou tnrough.lv: And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe 

(Statist 9 though I am none, nor like to be,) 
That thu will prove a war ; and you shall bear 
The legions, now in (value, sooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Caesar 
SmilM at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frownii.s; at: Their discipline 
(Now mingled with uioir courages) will make known 
To their approvers, 6 they are people, such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enttr Iachimo. 

Phi. See! Iachimo? 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land • 
And winds of all the comers kiss'd your sails, 
To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope, the briefness of your answer made 
The specdiness of your return. 

lack. Your lady 

Is one the fairest that I have look'd upon. 

Post And, therewithal, the best ; or let her 
beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false with them. 

loch. Here are letters lor you. 

Post. Their tenor good, I trust. 

loch. »Tw very like. 

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court. 
When you were there ? 

lack. He was expected then, 

But not approach'd. 

Post. All is well yet — 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

Iach. U I have lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night o( such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone's too hard to come by. 

Iach. Not a whit, 

Your lady being so easy. 

Post. Make not, sir, 

Your loss your sport : I hojie, you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

Iach. Good sir, we must. 

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were to question further : bill I now 
Prof«s« myself the winner of her honour. 
Together with your ring : and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 

(4) Haunted. (.V) Statesman. 

(t>) To tbote *vh«» tr> tbein. 



Scene F. 



CYMBEL1NE. 



»3 



By both jour wills. 

Post. If you can make 1 ! apparent 

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand, 
And ring, iff yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 
Your sword, or mine ; or masteries* leave* both 
To who -(hall find them. 

lack. Sir, mv circumstances, 

Being so near the truth, as I will make them, 
Musi first induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 
You'll gff e me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not 

Pott. Proceed. 

/itch. First, her bed-chamber 
( Where, 1 confiws, I slept not ; but, profess, 
Had that was well worth watching,) it was hang'd 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story, 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cyduus swell'd above the banks, or for 
The pro** of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
^o biavclv done, so rich, that it aid strive 
In workmanship, and value ; which, 1 wonder'd, 
(sould be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Sinre ihe true life on't was 

Post. This is true ; 

And this you might have heard of here, by mc, 
Or by some other. 

lack. More particulars 

MuM justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must, 

Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 

I* south the chamber; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Wat as another Nature, dumb ; outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing, 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 
Being, as it in, much spoke of. 

Inch. The roof o'the chamber 

With golden cherubim is fretted : Her andirons 
(I had forgot tbera,) were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one. foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 1 

Post. This is her honour ! — 

Let it be granted, yon have teen all this (and 

praise 
Be given to your remembrance,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

Iach. Then if you can, 

[PuUmr out the bracelet 
Be pale ; I be* but leave to air this jewel : See ! — 
And now 'tis up a^ain : It must be married 
To that your diamond ; I'll keep them. 

Post. Jove !— 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which 1 left with her? 

lack. Sir (I thank her,) that : 

She stripp'd it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too : She gave it me, and said, 
She prii'd it once. 

Post. Mxy be, she pluck'd it off, 

To &end it me. 

Jack. She writes so to you ? doth she ? 

Post. O, no, no, no ; 'tis true. Here, take this 

too ; [Gives the ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 

Kills me to look on't : — Let there be no honour, 

' }) Ton hr<i m the hands of Cupids. 



Where there is beauty ; truth, wfaera semblance: 

love, 

WTiere there's anouVr man : The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they art! to tlw-ir t irtuc* ; which is nothing : — 
O, above in* hmji-c, fa 1m: ! 

Phi. Have patience, sir, 

And talc your ring again; 'tis not yet won : 
It may be probable, she lost it ; or, 
Who know* if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath stolen it from her ? 

Post. Very true ; 

And so, I hope, he came by't : — Back my ring ; — 
Render to me <<unc corporal ngn about her, 
More evident tlian this ; for tin? was stolen. 

lack. Br Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by J upiter he swears. 
Tis true; — nay, kotp the ring — 'tis true: I am 

sure, 

She would not lose it : her attendants are 
All sworn and honourable: — They indue'd to 

steal it ? 
And by a stranger? — No, he hath enjoy'd her: 
The cognizance? of her incontinency 
I * this,— she hath bought the name of whom ims 

dearly. — 
There, tale thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between Ton ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient : 

This is not strong etKNsgjh to be believ'd 
Of one persuaded well of 

PosL Never talk on't; 

She bath been colted by him. 

Jack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : by my life, 
I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her ? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold. 
Were there no more but it 

Inch. Will you bear more? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the 
turns; 
Once, and a million ! 

Iach. I'll be sworn, 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done't, you he ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 

Iach. I will deny oothmg. 

Post. O, that I had bcr here, to tear her limb- 
meal ! 
I will go there, and do't ; ifhe court ; before 
Her father .—I'll do something [Exit 

Phi. <**• " 

The government of patience ! — Yosj in* 
Let's follow him, and pervert the 
He hath against himself. 

Iach. With all my heart. 

[EstmtL 

SCEA'E V.— The same. Another room in At 
same. Enter Posthumus. 




beside 
won : 
it wrath 



Post. Is there no way for men to be, but w< 
Murt U- half workers ? We are bastards all ; 
And th.it most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When 1 was stamp'd ; some coiner with his tools 
Made nit a counterfeit : Yet my mother seera'd 

K 2) The badge; the token. 
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The Dian of that time : *o doth my wife 

The nonpareil of (his. — O vengeance, vengeance 

Me of my lawful pleasure she reslrain'd, 

And pray'd mc, oft, forbearance : did it with 

A pudency 1 so rosy, (he sweet view on't 

Might well have warm'dold Saturn; that I thought 

lier 
An chaste as unsunn'd mow : — O, all the devils ! — 
This yellow Iachimo, in an hour, — was't not ? — 
Or less, — at first : Perchance he spoke not ; but, 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, oh ! and mounted : found no opposition 
But what he looked for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find oat 
The woman'.* part in me ! For there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but 1 affirm 
It is the woman** part : Be it l\ ing, note it, 
The woman's; Mattering, hew ; deceiving, hers ; 
Ambitions, coveting;*, change of prides, disdain, 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay that hell knows, 
Why, hers, in part, or all ; but, rather, all : 
For ev'n to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 
(fee vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half to old as that I'll write against them, 
Detest them, curse mem : — Yet 'tis greater skill 
In a (rue hate, to pray they have their will : 
The very devils cannot ptngne them better. [Exit. 



ACT III. 

SCENE /.—Britain. A room of state in Cvm- 
ViA.- beline'spa&uv. Enter Cvmbcline, Queen, fclo- 
*J* ; ten, ana Lords, at one door ; and at another, 
Caius Lucius, and Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, wliat would Augustus Cccsar 
with us ? 

Luc. When Julius Caesar (whose remembrance 
yet 
Lire's in men's eyes ; and will to ears, and tongues, 
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Ceesar's praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him, 
And his succession, granted Rome a tribute, 
Yearly three thousand pounds; wliich by jbec 

lutcly 
It left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill tho marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

Go. There be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay, 
For wearing our own nosv*. 

Queen. That opportunity, 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We hive again. — Remember, *ir, my liege, 
The king* your ancestors; tocher with 
The natural bravery of your i>le ; wliii.h -lands 
A* Neptune's park, ribla.-d and paled isi 
With rocks uiiscHlcahlc, and roariii-.r w.it. r- ; 
With sandy, that will not liear your euemiiV UmN, 
But suck them up lo tltu topmast. A kitiii ol < .in- 
quest 
Cscaar made here; but made not hi-ie !•:>; limy, 
QLcame, and saw, and vreruimr. with -h .m*- 
fltie fir*t that ever luiuh'J him. i in- v. i> i «.iu.-l 



(I,; Mud^iy 
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From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping 
(Poor ignomnt bauble.* !) on our terrible seas. 
Like egg-shell*) mov'd upon their surges, crack'd 
As easily 'gainst our rocks : for joy whereof, 
The fam'd Cassibclan, who was once at point 
(O, giglet 2 fortune .') to master Csesar's sword, 
Maw lad's town with rejoicing fires bright, 
And Britons strut with courage. 

Cto. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid : 
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; 
and, as I mid, there is no more such Caesars: other 
of them may have crooked nose* ; but, to owe such 
straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Cto. We have yet many among u.s can gripe as 
hard as Cas*ibelan : I do not say, I am one ; but 
I have a hand. — Why tribute ? why Jiould we paj 
tribute ? If Ciesar can hide die »un from us with a 
blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will pay 
him tribute for light; else, sir, no more tribute, pray 
you now. 

Cym. You must know, 
Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were tree : Caesar's am- 
bition 
(Which swell'd so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o'tbe world,) agaiust all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off, 
Become* a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 
Our ancestor was that Muhnutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ; (whose use the sword of Caesar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair, and fran- 
chise, 
Shall, by the power we hold, be oar good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutiu*, 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himself a king. 

Luc. I am sorrv, Cvmbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Geaar 
(Cicsar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then : — War, and confusion, 
In fair's name pronounce 1 'gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted : — Thus defied, 
I thank thee, for myself. 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caiua. 

Thy Caesar knighted mc ; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gatlier'd honour ; 
Which lie, to seek of me again, perforce, 
Behoves uie keep at utterance ;* I am perfect,* 
That the Puunouians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, arc now in arms : a precedent 
Which not to read, would show the Britons cold : 
So CVsar shall nut find them. 

Luc. Let proof speak. 

Ch. His majesty bids you welcome. Make 
pastime with u*'a miy, or two, longer : If you seek 
us afterwaids in other term*, you shall find us in 
our talt-water girdle : if \ou beat us out of it, it is 
your*: if you fall in the adventure, ourciows bhall 
fare the better lor you ; and there's an end. 

Luc. So, j.ir. 

Cym. I know \our ma-trr's pleasure, and he 
mine: 
All the k MKiiii i-, vv« !« (lint- [Exeunt. 

SCFA'T. II - . I.mthri mom in tin same. Enter 

IV mho. 

/•f» Ih'H ' nt iulultery^ Wherefore write you not 
What nioii teiV l>« r :n ■•■n-t-r ? ■- Leoiiatus! 

•'.»: h xti»riiiit;. ■#! d« Tram i -,4) Well informed 
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O, master ! what a strange infection 

Is fallen into thy car ? What false Italian 

(As poisonous-tongu'd, as handed,) hath prevail'd 

On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal ? No : 

She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 

As would take in 1 some virtue.— O, my master ! 

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 

Thy fortunes.— How ! that I should murder her? 

Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 

Have made to thy command? — I, her ? — her blood ? 

If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity, 

So much as this fact comes to ? Dart: (he Utter 

[Reading. 
Thai I have ami her, by her own command 
Shall five thee opportunity .— O damn'd paper ! 
Black as the ink that's on thee ! senseless bauble, 
Art thou a feodary 2 fbr this act, and look'st 
So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now, Pisanio ? 

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus? 
O, learn'd indeed were that astronomer, 
That knew the stars, as I his characters ; 
He'd lay the future open. — You good gods, 
Let what is here contained relish of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content, — yet not, 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve him, — 

i Sonic griefs are med'cinable ;) that is one of them, 
or it doth physic love ;— of his content, 
All but in that ! — Good wax, thy leave : — Bless'd be 
You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid's tables. — Good news, 
gods! [Reads. 

Justice, and your fathers wrath, should he take 
me in his dominion, could not be so cruel to me, 
as you, O the dearest of creatures, would not even 
renew me with your eyes. Take nortec, that I am 
in Cambria, at Milford-Haven. What your own 
love will, out of this, advise you, follow. So, he 
wishes you all happiness, thai remains loyal to his 
vow, and your, increasing in love, 

LEONATUS POSTHUMUS. 
O, for a horse with wings ! — Hear'st thou, Pisanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Pisanio 
(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord: who 

long'st, — 
O, let me 'bate, — but not like me : yet long'st, — 
But in a fainter kind : — O, not like me ; 
For mine's beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick, 1 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell ine how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of nil, 
How we may st»?al from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hencc-goinjr, 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get 

hence : 

M) To take in a town, is to conquer it. 
i/2) Confederate. 

(J) Crowd one word on another, as fast as pos- 
sible. 



Why should excuse be born or ere begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak, 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour? 

Pis. One score, 'twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, *s enough for you ; and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding 

wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i'the clock's behalf:— But this is foolery :— 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say, 
She'll home to herfather : and provide me, presently, 
A riding-suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's* housewife. 

Pi*. Madam, you're best-consider. 

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee ; 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt, 

SCENE ///.—Wales. A mountainous country, 
with a cave. Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Bel A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof's as low as ours ! Stoop, boys : This 

gate 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows 

you 
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet* through. 
And keep their impious rurband* on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, tbou fair heaven ! 
We house i'the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers da 
Gui. Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven ! 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : Up to yon hill, 
Your legs arc young ; I'll tread these fiats. Con- 
sider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told 

you, 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This service is not service, so being done, 
But being so allow'd : To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a profit from all things wc see: 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded 8 beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ; 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncross'd : no life to ours.' 
Gut. Out of your proof you t>peak : we, poor 
unfledg'd, 
Have never wing'd from view o'the nest ; nor know 

not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is best, 
If quiet life be l>est ; sweeter to you, 
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
Widi your stiff age; but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 
A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit.* 
Arv. What should wc speak of, 

(4) A freeholder'*. 

( r ») Strut, walk proudly. K 6) Scaly-winged. 

\T) i. c. Compared with twins. 

(B) To ovvipass his bound. 
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When we are old as you ? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away .' We have seen nothing: 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chace what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doll) (lie prison bird, 
And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city's usuries, 
And fe.lt them knowingly : the art o'the court, 
As hurt! to leave, 8* keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 
The fear'* as bad as falliug : the toil of the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
l'lhe name of mine, and honour ; which dies i'the 

search ; 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times, 
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse, 
Must court\v at the censure : — O, Iwys, this story 
The world may read in me : My body's mark'd 
With Roman swords : and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cy midline lov'd mc ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a tree, 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gut. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel. Mv fault being nothing (as I have told you 
oft,) 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline, 
I was confederate with the Romans : so, 
Follow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years, 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world : 
Where I have liv'd at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the moun- 
tains ; 
This is not hunters' language : — He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o'the feast ; 
To him the other two shall minister ; 
And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the val- 
leys. [Exeunt Gui. and Arv. 
How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little, they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think, they arc mine : and, though train'd up 

thus meanly 
I'the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In simple and low things to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call'd Guiderius, — Jove ! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into mv story : say, — Thus mine enemy fell ; 
And thus I set my foot on his neck ; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in pos- 
ture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure, 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous'd ! — 
O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows, 

(1) For behaviour. 



Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon, 

At three, and two years old, 1 stole these babes ; 

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 

Thou reit'st me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their 

mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
Myself Selanus, that am Morgan call'd, 
They take for natural father. The game is up. [Ex. 

SCENE IT.— Near Milford-Haven. Enter Pi- 
sanio and Imogen. 

Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse, 
the place 
Was near at hand : — Ne'er long'd my mother so 
To see me first, as I hare now : — Pisanio ! Man ! 
Where is Posthuraus ? What is in thy mind, 
That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks 

that sigh 
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a haviour 1 of less fear, ere wildncss 
Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter ? 
Why tender'st thou that paper to mc, with 
A look un tender? If it be summer news, 
Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'st 
But keep that countenance still. — My husband's 

hand ! 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craAied him, 
And he's at some hard point. — Speak, man ; thy 

tongue 
May take off sonic extremity, which (o read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you, read ; 

And you shall find roe, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain'd of fortune. 

Imo. [Reads.] Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath play- 
ed the strumpet tn my bed; the testimonies where- 
of lie bleeding in me. I speak not out of weak 
surmises ; from proof as strong as my grief, and 
as certain as I expect my revenge. Thai part, 
thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy faith be not 
tainted with the breach of hers. Let thine awn 
hands take away her l\fe: I shall give thee oppor- 
tunities at Milford-Haven : she hath my letter for 
the purpose: Where, \f thou fear to strike, and to 
make me certain it is done, thou art the pander to 
her dishonour, and equally to me disloyal. 

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the 
paper 
Hath cut ner throat already. — No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword; whose 

tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All comers ot die world : kings, queens and state*. 
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — What chet*r, madam? 

Imo. False to his bed ! What h it, to be false? 
To lie in wat< h there, aud to think on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge 

nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him. 
And cry myself awake ? That's false to his bed ? 
Is it ? 

Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. I false ? Thy conscience witness : — Ischuria, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, raethinks. 
Thy favour's good enough. — Some jay' of Italy, 

(%) Putta, in Italian, signifies both a jaj and a 
whore. 
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Whose mother washer painting, 1 hath betrayed him: 
Poor 1 am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ripp'd : — to pieces with me . — 0, 
Men's vows are women s traitors! All good seeming, 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born, where't grows ; 
But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo. True honest men being heard, like fislae 
Apneas, 
Were, in his time, thought false: and Sinonli 

weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Fosthu- 

mus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur'd, 
From thy great tail.— Corn*, fellow, be thou honest : 
Do thou thy master's bidding : When th<ju sce'st him, 
A little witness my obedience : Look .' 
I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart : 
Fear not; 'tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed, 
The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 
Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause ; 
But now thou seera'sta coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must die; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master's : Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine, 
That cravens 3 my weak band. Come, here's my 

heart; 
Something's afore't : — Soft, soft ; we'll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here ? 
The scriptures 1 of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turned to heresy ? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : Though those that are be- 

tray'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of wo. 
And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 
My disobedience 'gainst the king my father. 
And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely follows, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself, 
To think, when thou shalt be disedg'cl by her 
That now thou tir'st* on, how thv memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. — PrVthee, despatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher : Where's thy knife ? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding, 
When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady, 

Since I receiv'd command to do this business, 
I have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pis. I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 
Mine action, and thine own ? our horses' labour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court, 
For my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far, 
To De unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand, 
The elected deer before tbee ? 

(I) Likeness. (2) Cowards. (3) The writings. 



Pis. Bat to win time 

To lose so bad employment : in the which 
I have consider'd of a course ; Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 

I have heard, I am a *trwnp*;t ; and mine car, 
Therein false struck, can take, no greater wound. 
Nor tent to bottom that But >peak. 

Pis. Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither : 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be, 
But that my master is* abus'd : 
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtesan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 

I'll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded 
I should do so : You shall be miss'd at court. 
And that will well confirm it 

Into. Why, good fellow. 

What shall I do the while? Where bide? How lire? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband ? 

Pis. If you'll back to the court," 

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing : 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pi j. If not at court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Imo. Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain? I'the world's volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 
In a great pool, a swan's nest ; Pr'y thee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The embassacfor, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be, 
But by self-danger ; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least, 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on't, 
1 would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here's the point : 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and nicenras, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saury, ana 
As qtiarrelous as the wea«cl : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 
Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan ;* and forget 
Your laboursome and daintv trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

(4) Keedest or preyest on. (5) The 
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Pit. First, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this*, I have already At 
(*Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, how, all 
That answer to them : Would you, in their serving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a sea<<on, Yore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire hi*» service, tell him 
Wherein vou are happy 1 (which you'll make ham 

know, 
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless, 
With joy hi: will embrace \ ou ; fur he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your mean* abroad 
You have me., 3 rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplymcul. 

imo. Thou art all the comfort 

The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away : 
There's more to be con*idcr'd ; l>ut we'll even 
All that good time will give us : This attempt 
I'm soldier to, 5 and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell: 
Lest, being iiuWd, 1 be »uspccted of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress, 
Here is a box ; I had it from tlie queen ; 
What's in't is precious ; if you an* sick at 
Or stomach-quahnM at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — To wxne shade, 
And fit you to \'our manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imo. Amen : 1 thank thee. 

[ Exeunt 

SCENE V. — A room in CvmhelincVi palace 
Enter Cymbcline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and 
Lord*. 

Cym. Thus far; and so farewell. 

hue. Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 

Cym. Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Luc. So, *ir, I desire of you 

A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. — 
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that of- 
fice; 
The due of honour in no point omit : — 
So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Go. Receive it friendly : but from this tinie forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner ; Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
lords. 
Till he have cross'd the Severn. — Happiness ! 

[Exeunt Lucius, and Lords. 

Quern. He goes hence frowning : but it honours 
us, 
That we have given him cause. 

Clo. 'Tis all the bt tter ; 

Your valiant Briton* have their wishes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emj>eror 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horseman be in rcaaincss : 
The powers that he already hath in Gulliu 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence lie moves 

(1) i. e. Wherein you tire arr(nny>lisfud. 

(2) As for your subsistence abroad, you may re- 
ly on me. 



Hi* war for Britain. 

Queen, 'Tis not hlecpy business ; 

lint must l*e lonkM to sjiecdily, and strongly. 

Cym. Our cx|*i tatiou that it would be thus 
Hath mode us forward. But, my gentle queen. 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appcar'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day : She look- us like 
A thing more made' of malice, tluin of duty: 
We have noted it. — ("all her hefore us; for 
We have been too blight in sufferance. 

[ Exit an Attendant. 

Quern. Royal »ir. 

Since the exile of Pusthumus, most retir'd 
Hath her life been ; tlie cure whereof, my lord, 
*Tis time most do. 'Beseech your inajeMv, 
Forbear sharp speeches to her : she's a lutly 
So tender of rebuke*), that words art strokes, 
And strokes death to lier. 

Jit-enter an Attendant 

Cym. Where is she, sir? I Tow 

Can' her contempt be answer'd? 

Attend. PlcaSc you, sir. 

Her chambers are all lock'd; and there's no an»w« r 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to vis.it lier, 
Slie pray'd me to excuse her keeping cli**e 
Whereto constrained by her infirmity, 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily she was bound to proflcr : this 
She wi.xh'd me to make known ; but oar great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock'd ? 

Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that, which I feur, 
Prove false ! [ Exit. 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old sen ant, 
1 have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. — f Ei.it Cloten 

Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Postliiimu*! — 
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his al*enoe 
Proceed by swallowing that ; tor he believes 
It is a thiu^ most precious. But for her, 
Where is she ^one ? Haply, despair hath seij'd her ; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, «.lieN flown 
To her dcsirM Posthumus : Gone she in, 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of eitlter : She. being dowu, 
I have the placing of tlie British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son ? 

Clo. 'Tis certain, she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better : May 

This night forestall him of iIk* coming day ! 

j^Exit Queen. 

Clo. I love, and hate Iter: for she's lair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady. Indies, woman ; 4 trom every one 
The best she h;<tli, and she, of all coni)>ouiided, 
Outsells them all : I love her thcreiuiv ; But, 
j Ditduiuiii'j: me, nud throwing faiour* on 
The low Po.-tliuiuu>, slanders so Iter judgment. 
That w hat's eUc rare-, i>»< hokVI ; and, in that point, 
I will ctiuclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To l>c reveiigM iijkhi her. For, when fools 

(A) Ki|iinl to. 

;4) Than am lady, than all ladies, than ah* 
womankind. 



Thou an ilraightway with the fiends. 

Pit. 0, mod m 

Cio. Where is thy lady? or, rnrJupii, | 
I will nol ink again. Clow villain, 
I'll have thii secret from thy heart, orri ■ 
Thy heart to find it li ihe with PoatJv 
From whose to many weights of baser* pt 
A dram of north be drawn. 

Fit. Ala*, mj lord, 

How can she be wilh him' When wan 
He ii in Rome. 

Cle. Where is she, »ir> Cor 

No further baiting I satisfy me home, 
Whal is become of her? 
- Pit. O, my ill-worthy lord ! 

Cfo. All-worl Ij 

■OiKorer where thy mistress is, al once, 
At the nnt word, — No more oif worthy lord. 
Speak, or thy silence on the inslani 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Thii paper it the history of my knowler i . . 
Touehin- *— "■ " '" 

Cio. 
Even lo Augustas' throne. 

Pit. , Or thia, or [perish. 

She', far enough ; and what he learnt by this, 
Mar prove his (ravel, nol her danger. [JlsiJr. 

a. Humph ! 

Pit. I'll writs to my lord die'* dead. Imogen, 
Sale ma v'tt thou wander, safe return agnin ! 

[Aide. 

Cle. Sirrah, ii thii letter true ? 
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■i :i fee, good heavens ! [SAegoawo Ihe cant. 
Baler Be! onus, Guiderius, and Arviragua. 
'el. Von, Poljdon?, have prov'd beat woodman,' 



Cadwal, a 
Will play the cook and servant; 'tit 
The meat of induitrj would dry. (it 
Uul for the end it works Ii 



natch :> 



300 



CYMBELINE. 



Actrr. 



a*. There is cold meat i'tlie cave ; we*U browse 
on that, 

Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd. 
Bel. Stay; come not in : 

[Looking in. 
Bat that it eats our victual}", I should think 
Here were a fairy. 
GuL What's the matter, sir ? 

BeL By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not, 
An earthly paraxon ! Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good masters, harm me not : 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I hare look : 

Good troth, 
I hare stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had 

found 
Gold strew'd o'the floor. Here's money fojr my 

meat: 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gtsj. Money, youth ? 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo. I see, you are angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault," I should 
Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel. ^Iiither bound ? 

Imo. To Mil ford-Haven, sir. 

BeL What is your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Mil ford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in 1 this offence. 

Be L Pr'y then, fair youth, 

Think us no churls ; nor measure our pood minds, 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered ! 
*Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and cat it. — 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

GuL Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard, but be your groom. — In honesty, 
I bid for you, as I'd buy. 

Arv. I'll make't my comfort, 

He is a man ; I'll love him as my brother : — 
And such a welcome as I'd give to him, 
After long absence, such is yours : — Most welcome ! 
Be sprightly, for you fall Vnongst friends. 

Imo. 'Mongst friends ! 

If brothers?— ' Would it hod been so. mat they 
Had been my father's sons ! then had my prize 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumns. [Aside. 

BeL He wrings at some distress. 

GuL 'Would, I could free't T 

Arv. Or I ; wnate'er it be, 

What pain it cost, what danger ! Gods ! 

JBsi, Hark, boys. 

[Whispering. 

Imo. Great men, 
TTjat had a court no bigger than this cave, 
Tfcat did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal* d them, (laying by 
Tfasrf nothing gift of difierin^a multitudes,) 
(*e£d not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 
£d change my sex to be companion with them, 
■■» Leonatus folse. 

«*• It shall be so: 

(1) Id, for into. (2) Unsteady. 



Boys, we'll go dress our hunt —Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd, 
Well mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it 

GuL Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The s^t to the owl, and mora to the lark, 
leaf welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, air. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Esumf . 

SCENE PZZ— Rome. Enter two Senators oust 

Tribunes. 

1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ: 
That since the common men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fellen off Britons; that we do mcfte 
The gentry to this business : He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes, 
For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar ! 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces? 

2 Sen. Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. With those legions 

Which 1 have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant : The words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri. We will discharge our duty. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE /.— The forest, near the cave. Enter 

Cloten. 

Clo. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his 
garments serve me ! Why should his mistress, who 
was made by him that made the tailor, not be fit 
too ? the rather (saving reverence of the word) for 1 
'tis said, a woman's fitness comet by fits. Taenia 
I must play the workman. I dare speak it to my- 
self (for it is not Tarn-glory, for a man and his glass 
to confer ; in his own chamber, I mean,) the lines 
of my body are as well drawn as his; no less young, 
more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond 
him in the advantage of the time, above him in 
birth, alike conversant in general services, and more 
remarkable in single oppositions r 4 ret this iraper- 
scverant thing loves him in my despite. What 
mortality is ! Posthumus, thy bead, which now is 
growing upon thy shoulders, shall within this hour 
be off; thy mistress enforced ; thr garments cut to 

Eieccs before thy face : and all mis done, spurn her 
ome to her father : who may, haply, be a little 
angry for my so rough usage : but my mother, 
having power of his testiness, shall torn all into 
my commendations. My horse is tied up safe : 
Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune, put 
them into my hand ! This is me very description 
of their meeting-place ; and the fellow dares not 
deceive me. [Exit. 

SCJSJVE "//.— Before the cave. Enter, from the 
cave, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragua, and Imo- 
gen. 

Bel. You are not welt : [7b Imogen.] remain 
here in the cave; 

(3) L e. Because. (4) In single combat. 
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Well come to you after hunting. 

Arv. Brother, stay here .- 

[To Imogen. 
Are we not brother* ? 

Imo. So man and man abould be ; 

But clay and clay differs In dignity, 
Whose dust u both alike. I am very nek. 

Gut. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 

Imo. So sick I am not;— yet am I not well: 
But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you leave me ; 
Stick to your journal 1 course : the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable t I'm not very sick, 
Since I can reason of it Pray you, trust me here : 
FU rob none but myself; and let me die, 
Stealing to poorly. 

Chri. I love thee ; I have spoke it : 

How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 

Bel. What ? how ? how ? 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at door, 
And a demand who is't shall die, I'd say, 
My father, not this youth. 

BU. O noble strain ! [Aside. 

worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards rather cowards, and base things sire base : 
Nature hath meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace. 

1 am not their father ; vet who this should be, 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me. — 

Tin the ninth hour o'the morn. 

Art. Brother, farewell. 

Imo. I wish ye sport 

Aro. You health. — So please you. sir. 

Imo. [Aside.] These are kind creatures. Gods, 
what ties I have heard ! 
Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, thou disprov'sl report ! 
The imperious* seas breed monsters ; for the dish, 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still ; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
111 now taste of thy drug. 

Gut. I could not stir him : 

He said, he was gentle, 3 but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest 

Art. Thus did he answer me: yet said, hereafter 
1 might know more 

Bel To the field, to the field :— 

We'll leave vou for this time ; go in, and rest 

Arv. We'll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray* be not sick, 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo. Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. 

Bel And so shalt be ever. 

[Exit Imogen. 
This youth, howe'er distress'd, appears, he hath nad 
Good ancestors. 

Arv. How angel-like be sings ! 

Gut. But his neat cookery ! He cut our roots in 
characters; 
And saue'd our broths, as Juno had been sick, 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes , 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fiy 

(1) Keep your daily course. 

(2) Imperial. (3) Wellborn. 



From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at 

Gui. 1 do note, 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their spurs 4 together. 

Arv. Grow, patience ! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine ! 

Bel It is great morning. Come; away. — Who's 
there? 

Enter Clolen. 

Go. I cannot find those runagates ; that villain 
Hath mock'd me : — I am faint 

Bel Those runagates! 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten, the son o'the queen. I fear some ambush. 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know 'tis he : — We are held as outlaws : — Hence. 

Gut. He is but one: You and my brother search 
What companies arc near: pray you, away ; 
Let me alone with him. [Exe. Bel. and Arv. 

Go. Soft f What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers? 
I have heard of such.— What slave art thou ? 

Gut. A thing 

More slavish did I ne'er, than answering 
A stave, without a knock. 

Go. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield tbec, thief. 

Gui To who? to thee? What art thou? Have 
not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ; 
Why I should yield to thee? 

(ao. Thou villain base, 

Know'st me not by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal, 

Who is thy grandfather: he made those clotlies, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Go. Thou precious uarlet, 

My tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ; 
I am loath to beat thee. 

Go. Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gut. What's thy name? 

Go. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider, 
Twould move me sooner. 

Go. To thy further fear, 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I'm son to (he queen. 

Gut. I'm sorry for't ; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birth. 

Go. Artnotafear'd? 

Gut. Those that I reverence, those I fear; the 
wise: 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

Go. Die the death: 

When I have slain thee with my proper band, 
I'll follow those that even now flea hence, 
And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads { 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt, JightiHg. 

Enter Belarius and Arviragus. 

Bel No company's abroad. 
Arv. None in the world : You did mistake faun, 
sure. 

(4) Spurs are the roots of trees. 
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Bel I cannot tell . Ixmg is it since I nw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of favour 1 
Which then he wore ; (he snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as hi* : I am absolute, 
'Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this* place we loft them : 

I wish my -brother make good time with him, 
You say lie is so fell. 

Bel. Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, lie had nut apprehension 
Of roaring terrors : for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the caui>e of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten's head. 

Gut. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty pune, 
There was no money in't : Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none : 
Bet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head as 1 do his. 

Bel. What hast thou done ? 

Gut. I am perfect, 3 what : cut off one Cloten's 
head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who calPd me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore, 
With his own single hand he'd take us in, 1 
Kaplan* our heads, where (thank the gods !) they 

grow, 
And set them on Lud's town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gut. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose, 
But, that lie swore to take, our lives r The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge, and executioner, all himself ; 
FoH we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

Bel. No single soul 

Can wc set eye on, but, in all safe reason, 
He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation ;* ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav'd, 
To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps, 
It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some stronger head: the which he 

hearing 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 
He'd fetch us in ; yet ls't not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking, 
Or they so suffering : then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : bowsoe'er, 
My brother hath done well. 

Bel I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Did make my way long forth.* 

GuL With his own sword, 

Which be did wave against my throat, I have ta'cn 
His head from him : I'll throw't into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 
And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten : 
That's all I reck.' [Exit. 

Bel I fear, 'twill be revenW : 

'Would, Pblydore, thou had'st not done't ! though 
valour 
thee well enough. 

Countenance. 

I am well-informed what. 

Conquer, subdue. (4) For, because. 

Change, alteration. 



Arv. 'Would I had done't, 

So the revenge alone pursued me !— Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much, 
Thou hast robbM me of this deed: 1 would, revenges, 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us 

through, 
And put us to our answer. 

Bel Well, 'us done :- 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where mere's no profit I pr'ythec, to our rock *, 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll stay 
Till hasty Pblydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arv. Poor sick Fidele ! 

I'll willingly to him : To gain 8 his colour, 
I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood, 
And praise myself for charity. [Exit. 

Bel O thou goddess. 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon's! 
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his sweat head : and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rud'st wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Us wonderful, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearu'd ; honour untaught ; 
Civility not seen from other ; valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends ; 
Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius. 

Gut. Where's my brother ? 

I have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream. 
In embassy to his mother; his body's hostage 
For his return. [Solemn music. 

Bel. My ingenious instrument ! 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark ! 

Gut. Is be at homer 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gut. What does be mean ? since death of my 
dear'st mother 
It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys,* 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwal mad ? 

Re-enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen at dead in his 

arms. 

Bel Look, here he comes, 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 
Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv. The bird is dead, 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty, 
To have turn'd my leaping-time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

GuL O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well, 
As when thou grew'st thyself. 

Bel O, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare w 
Might casiliest harbour in ? — Thou blessed thine ! 
Jove knows what man thou might'st have made ; 
but I, 



(6) Did make my walk tedious. 

(7) Care. (8) Regain, restore. (9) 
(10) A slow-sailing, unwieldy vessel. 
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Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy ! — 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, 1 as you see : 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gut. Where? 

Arv. Ohhe floor ; 

His arms thus leagu'd: I thought, he slept ; and put 
My clouted brogues 3 from off my fcet, whose rude- 

ness 
AnswerM my steps too loud. 

Guu Why, he bat sleeps : 

If ho be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. With fairest flowers, 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidcle, 
111 sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azurM hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweetcn'd not thy breath : the ruddock 3 would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are 

none, 
To winter-ground 4 thy corse. 

Gui*. Pr'ythec, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt — To the grave. 

Arv. Say, where shall's lay him ? 

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be't so : 

And let u«, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gut. Cadwal, 
I cannot sing: I'll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. v We'll speak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for] 
Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : 
And, though he came our enemy, remember, 
He was paid 5 for that : Though mean and mighty, 

rotting 
Together, have one dust ; yet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gut. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 

We'll say our song the whilst— Brother, begin. 

[Exit Belarius. 

Gut. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the 
east; 
My father hath a reason for'L 

Arv. 'Tis true. 

Gut. Come on then, and remove him. 

(1) Stiff. (2) Shoes plated with iron. 

(3) The red-breast. 

(4) Probably a corrupt reading, for, wither round 
thy corse. 

(5) Punished. 
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So,— Begin. 
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Gui. Fear no more the heat o'the sun, 

JVbr the furious winter's rages ,• 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and td'en thy wages . 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Arv. Fear no more the/roum oUhe great, 
Thou art past the tyranVs stroke ; 

Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must ' 

All follow this, and come to dust. I 

Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 
Gui. Fear not slander, censure* rash ; 
Arv. Thou hast finished joy and moan .- 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign* to thee, and come to dust. 

i 

Gui. JVb exorciser harm thee ! 
Arv. JVbr no witchcraft charm thee ! , 

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee ! 
Both. Quiet consummation have ; 
And renowned be thy grave fl 

Re-enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten. 

Gut. We have done our obsequies : Come, lay 

him down. 
Bel. Here's a few flowers ; but about midnight, 

more : 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o'tbe night, 
Are strewing* fitt'st for graves. — Upon their faces: — 
You were as flowers, now wither'u : even so 
Tltesc herb'lets shall, which we upon you strew. — 
Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them first, has them again ; 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[Exeunt Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Imo. [Awaking.] Yes, sir, to Milford-Huvcn ; 

Which is the way ? — 
I thank you.— By yon bush ?— Pray, how far thither? 
'Ods pittikins !?— can it be six miles yet ? 
I have gone all night :— 'Faith, I'll lie down and 

sleep. 
But, soft ! no bedfellow : — O, gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeing the bodu. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, the care on't. — I hope, I dream ; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honest creatures : But 'tis not so ; 
'Twas but a bolt 10 of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good 

frith, 
I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
Asa wren's eve, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 
The dream's here still : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt 
A headless man ! — The garments of Posthumus ! 
I know the shape of his leg; this is his hand; 
His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 
The brawns of Hercule9 : but his Jovial 11 face.— 
Murder in Iteavcn ? — How ? — 'Tis gone. — Pisanio, 

(fi) Judgment (7) Seal iln- same contract. 
(8) See W. Cull ins'* song at (In: end of the Play. 
('.*) This diminutive adjuration is derived from 
(toil's my jut if. 

(10) An arrow (I I) A face like Jove's. 
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We'll slip you tar a season; but our jealousy 

[ToPmnio. 
Does yet depend. 

1 Lord. So please jour majesty, 

The Roman legions, all from Uallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate seat 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son, and qoeen ! 
I am amaz'd with matter. 1 

1 Lord. Good my liege, 

Your preparation can affront 3 no less 
Than what you hear of: come more, for more you're 

ready: 
The want is, but to put those powers 1 in motion, 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you : Let's withdraw : 

Andmeet the time, as it seeks us. We tear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We prieve at chances here. — Away. [Exeunt 

Pts. I beard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'Tis strange : 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings ; Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex'd in all The heavens still must work : 
Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be 

true. 
These present wars shall find I love my country, 
Even to the note* o'the king, or I'U fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steerM. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IT.— Before the cane. Enter Belarius, 
Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Gm . Tue noise is round about us. 

BeL Let us from it 

Aro. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

GuL Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us ; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 5 
During their use, and slay us after. 

BeL Sons, 

Well higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king's party there's no going; newness 
Of Cloten'sdeath (webeing not known, not muster'd 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd ; and so extort from us 
That which we've done, whose answer would be 

death 
Drawn on with torture. 

Gut. This is, sir, a doubt, 

In such a time, nothing becoming you. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Aro. It is not likely, 

That when they hear the Roman hor ses neigh, 
Behold their auarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cfoy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 7 
To know from whence we are. 

BeL O, I am known 

Of many in the army : many yean, 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore 

him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves ; 
Who find in my exfle the want of breeding, 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 



(1) Confounded by a variety of _ 

(2) Encounter. (3) Forces. 
(4) Notice. (5) Revolter*. 



To have the courtesy your cradle promised, 
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

GuL Than be so, 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known ; yourself, 
So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown, 
Cannot be questioned. 

Aro. By this sun that shines, 

Fll thither: What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ? 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd 
To look upon the holy son, to have 
The benefit of his bless'd beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

GuL By heavens, I'll go - 

If you will bless me, sir, and give roe leave, 
I'll take the better care ; but ff you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on roe, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Aro. So say I ; Amen. 

BeL No reason I, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys : 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie : 
Lead, lead. — The time seems long; their blood 
thinks scorn, [Aside. 

Till it fly out, and show them princes born. [Ex*. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Afield between the British and Ro- 
man camps. Enter Pbsthumus, with a bloody 
handkerchief. 

Post Yea, bloody cloth, 111 keep tbee; for 1 
wish'd 
Thou sbould'st be colour'd thus. You married ones. 
If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves, 
For wrying* but a little ? — O, Pisanio ! 
Every good servant does not all commands : 
No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on 9 this : so had you sav'd 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Mewretd^nxM^woithyourvengeance. But, alack, 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love, 
To have them fall no more : yen some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse ; 
And make them dread it to the doer's thrift. 
But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills, 
And make me bless'd to obey ! — I am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Agaimst my lady's kingdom : 'Tis 'enough 
That, Britain, 1 have kill'd thv mistress ; peace ! 
I'll give no wound to thee, 'therefore, good bee- 
vena, 
Hear patiently my purpose : I'U disrobe me 
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 
As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fiVht 
Against the part I come with ; so I'll die 
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown, 

(6) An account. (7) Noticing us. 

(8) Deviating from the right way. 

(9) Incite, instigate. 
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Here made by the Raman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take ; For mo, my ransom's death ; 
On either side I come to spend mv breath ; 
Which neither here I'll keen, nor bear again, 
Bat end it by some means tor Imogen. 

Enter two British Captains, and Soldiers. 

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Luciut is taken : 
*Tia thought, the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 
That gave the affront 1 with them. 

1 Cap. So 'tis reported : 
But none of them can be found.— Stand ! who it 

there? 
Pott. A Roman; 
Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had antwerM him, 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog ! 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell, 
What crows have peck'd them here. He brags hii 

service 
As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter Cymbeline, attended ; Belarius, Guiderius, 
Arviragus, Pisanio, and Roman captive*. The 
Captains present Posthumus to Cymbeline, who 
delivers him over to a Gaoler : after which, all 
go out. 

SCENE IF.— A prison. Enter Posthumus, and 

two Gaolers. 

1 GaoL You shall not now be stolen, you have 

locks upon vou ; 
So, graze, as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. 

[Exeunt Gbo\ct*. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 
I think, to liberty : Yet am I better 
Than one that' s sick o'the gout : since be had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur'd 
Bv tltc sure physician, death ; who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience! thou art 

fettcr'd 
More than my shanks, and wrists : You good gods, 

give me 
The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt, 
Then, free for ever ! Is f t enough, I am sorry ? 
So children temporal fathers do appease ; 
Gods arc more full of mercy. Must I repent ? 
I cannot do it better than in gyves, 3 
Desir'd, more than constraint : to satisfy, 
If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take 
No stricter render of me, than my all. 
I know, you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement; that's not my desire : 
For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though 
Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it : 
'Twecn man and man, they weigh not every stamp; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake : 
You rather mine, being yours: And so, great powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this We, 
And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 
I'll speak to thee in silence. [He skips. 

Solemn music 1 Enter, as an apparition, Sicilius 
Leonatus, father to Posthumus, an old man, 
attired like a warrior ; leading in his hand an 
ancient Matron, his wife, and mother to Foathu- 

( 1) Encounter. fZ) Fatten. 

(3} This scene is supposed not to be Shakspeare's, 
Imt tosted in by the Hayeri for mere show. R 

vol. ir. 



mm, with music before them. Then, after other 
music, follow the ttvo ymmg Leonati, brothers 
to Posthumus, with wounds, as they died in the 
wars. They circle Po&thumus round, as he lies 
sleeping. 

Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, show 

Thy epite on mortal flies : 
With Man fall out, with Juno chide, 

That thy adulteries 

Rates and revenges. 
Hath mv poor boy done aught but well, 

Whose face I never saw ? 
I died, whilst in the womb he staid 

Attending nature's law. 
Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans' father art,) 
Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him 

From this earth-vexing smart 
Moth, Lucina lent not me her aid, 

But took me in my throes : 
That from me was Pwthumus ript ; 



Came crying 'mongst his foes, 
A thing of pity ! 
Sici. Great nature, like his ancei 



Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry, 
Moulded the stuff* so fair, 
That he deserv'd the praise o'the world, 
As great Sicilius' heir. * 

1 Bro. "When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was ho 

That could stand up his parallel; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that bc«t 

Could doom his dignity ? 
Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock'd. 

To lx> ex i I'd and thrown 
From I^eonnti' sent, and cast 

From hor hi» deare*t one, f 

Sweet Imogen? 
»S#W. Why did yon fuffer lachimo, 

•Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 

With needless jealousy ; 
And to become the geek 4 and scorn 

O'the other's villany ? 

2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 

That, striking in our country's cause, 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 
Our fealty, and Tcnaiitius' right, 

With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd : 

Then Jupiter, thou king of $ods, 

Why hast thou thus adjourned 
The graces for his merits doe ; 
Being all to dolours tura'd ? 
Sici. Thy crystal window ope; look out ; 
No longer exercise, 
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries : 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

Take off his miseries. 
Strt. Peep through thy marble mansion; help! 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest, 
Against Oiy deitv. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal, 
And from thy justice fly. 

Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning, sittusr 
upon an Eagle ; he throws a thunder bott. 7ns 
Ghosts fall on their knees. 

(4) The fool. 
3F 
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Pis. He hath been search'd among the dead and 
uving, 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grie£ I am 

The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

[To Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragu*. 
By whom, I grant, she lives; Tit now the time 
To ask of whence you are: — report it 

Bel Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boast, were neither trae nor modest, 
Unlets I add, we are honest 

Cym. Bow your knees: 

Arise, my knights othe battle : I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There's business in these feces :— Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, 
And not o'the court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great king ! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But I consider, 
By medicine life may be prolong'd, vet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she ? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess'd, 
I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip me, if I err; who, with wet cheeks, 
Were present when she finish'd. 

Cym, Pr'ythee, say. 

Cor. First, she confess'd she never lov'd you; only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr'dyour person. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 

And', but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to 
love 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life. 
But that ber flight prev e nted it, she had 
Ta'en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate Send ! 

Who is*t can read a woman ? — Is there more ? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she 
had 
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and,1ung'ring, 
By inches waste you : In which time she purpos*d, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
Overcome you with her show : yes, and in time 

gVhen she had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
er son into the adoption of the crown. 
But failing of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew shameless desperate ; openM, in despite 
Of heaven and men, ber purposes; repented 
The evils she hatch'd were not effected ; so, 
Despairing, died. 
Cym. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did so, please your highness. 
Cym. . Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor my heart, 
That thought her like ber seeming ; it had been 
vicious, 

(I) Ready, dextrous. <2) Countenance. 
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To have mistrusted ber : yet, O my daughter ! 

That it was folly in me, thou may'st say, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all ! 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, and other 
Roman Prisoners, guarded; Poetnumus behind, 
and Imogen. 

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have rax'd out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whote kinsmen have made suit, 
That their good souls may be appeas'd with 

slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted ; 
So, think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us. 
We should not, when the blood was cool, have 

threatened 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods, 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransom, let it come : sufheeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer: 
Augustus lives to think on't : And so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton bom, 
Let him be ransom'd : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occasions, true, 
So feat, 1 so nurse-like : let his virtue join 
With my request, which, I'll make bold, 

highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though be have scrv'd a Roman : save him, sir, 
And spare no blood beside. 

Cym. I have surely seen him . 

His favour 3 is familiar to me. — 
Boy, tbou hast look'd thyself into my grace, 
And art mine own. — I know not why, nor where- 
fore, 
To say, lire, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I'll give it ; 
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 
The noblest ta'en. 

Imo. I humbly thank your highness. 

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, tbou wilt 

Imo. No, no : alack, 

There's other work in hand ; I see a thing, 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good master, 
Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc. The boy disdains me, 

He leaves me, scorns me : Briefly die their joys. 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys. — 
Why stands he so perpfeu'd ? 

Cym. What would'st thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more; think more and more 
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on ? 

speak, 
Wilt have nim live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me, 
Than I to your highness ; who, being bom your 

vassal, 
Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore ev'st him SO ? 

Imo. I'll tell you, sir, in private, if you 
To give me hearing. 

Cym, Ay, with all my heart, 

And lend my best attention. What's thy 

Imo. .Fidele, sir. 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page; 

I'll be thy master : Walk with me ; speak freely. • 
[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart. 

Bel Is not this boy reriv'd from death? 
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To death with mortal joy. 
Pis. How fares my mistress ? 

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ; 
Thoa gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
Breathe not where princes are. 
Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 

Pis. Lady, 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen. 
Cym. New matter still ? 
Into. It poison'd me. 

Cor. Ogods!— 

I left out one thing which the queen confesrd, 
Which vaunt approve thee honest : If Pisenio 
Have, said she, pven his mistress that confection 
Which I care him for a cordial, she is eerv'd 
As I would scire a rat 
Cym. What's this, Cornelius ? 

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importun'd me 
To tempcr» poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading tliat her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time, 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions. — Have you ta'en of it? 
Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel My boys, 

There was our error. 
Gui. This is sure, Fidele. 

Imo, Why did you throw your wedded lady 
from you ? 
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now 
Throw nie again. \ Embracing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul, 

Till the tree die! 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child ? 

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me ? 
Imo. Your blessing, sir. 

[Kneeling. 
Bel Though you did love this youth, l blame ye 
not; 
You had a motive for't [7b Gui. and Arv. 

Cym, My tears that fall, 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 
Imo. I am sorry fort, my lord. 

Cym. O, she was naught ; and 'long of her it was, 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pis. My lord, 

Now fear is from me, I'll speak troth. Lord Cloten, 
1 : non my lady's missing, came to me 
\N ith his sword drawn ; foam'd at the mouth, and 

swore, 
If I disrover'd not which way she was gone, 
It was mv instant death : By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of mv master's 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments, 
Which he inforc'u from me, away he posts 
With unchaste, purpose, and with oath to violate 
My lady's lionour : what became of him, 
I further know not 

'Via. Let me cod the story : 

I slew him there. 
Cym. Marry, the gods forfcnd !* 

(I) Mis, compound. (3) Forbid. 



I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : pr*y thee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Qui I have spoke it, and I did it 

Cym. He was a prince. 

Gui. A most uncivil one: The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea. 
If it could roar so to me : I cut off's head ; 
And am right glad, he is not standing here 
To tell this tale o( mine. 

Cum. I am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art conderan'd, and must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

Imo. That headless man 

I thought bad been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 

And take him from our presence. 

Bel Stay, sir king : 

This man is better than the man he slew, 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
More ol thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone ; 

[2b ike Guard. 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By tasting of our wrath? How of descent 
As good as we ? • • 

Arv. In that he spake too far. 

Cym. And thou shalt die for't. 

Bel We will die all three: 

But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger is 

Ours. 

Gui And our good his. 

Bel Have at it then.— 

By leave ;— Thou hadst, greattung, a subject, who 
Was call'd Belarius. 

Cym. What of him? be is 

A banish'd traitor. 

Bel He it is, that bath 

Assum'd this age: indeed, a banish'd man; 
I know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel Not too hot : 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have receiv'd it 

Cym, Nursing of my sons ? 

Bel I am too blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee; 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; 
Ttien, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the usue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How ! my issue ? 



Bel So sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'o : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment 
Ittelf, and all my treason ; that I sufler'd, 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are,) these twenh years 
Have I train'd up: those arts they have, as I 
Could | nil into them ; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom for Uie theft I wedded, stole these chikfaen 
Upon my banishment : I mov'd her to't ; 
Having rccaiv'd the punishment before, 
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For the* which 1 6d than : Btassn far by*Hy 
Excited me to treason : Their dear Ion, 
The more of yon twas felt, the mora it shapM 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your eons again; end I mutt low 
Two of the sweet'st companion* in the world : — 
The benediction of these covering heaven* 
Fell on their heeds like dew ! for they ere worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thoa weep'st, end speeVsL 

The service that you three have done, is mora 
Unlike than this thou tell'st : I lost my children; 
If these be they, I know not bow to 
A pair of worthier sons. 

BeL Be pleas'd a 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Goiderius ; 
This gentleman, ray Cadwal, Arviragua, 
Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
OPhis queen mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guideriushad 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

BeL This is he ; 

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp : 
It was wise nature's end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. * 

Cym. O, what am I 

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more : — Bless'd may you be, 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now !*— O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo. No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by't.— O my gentle brother, 
Have we thus met ? O never say hereafter, 
But I am truest speaker : you call'd roe brother, 
When I was but your sister ; I you brothers, 
When you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e'er meet ? 

Are. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui. And at first meeting lov'd ; 

Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd. 

Cym. O rare instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through? This fierce 1 abridg- 
ment 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. 1 — Where ? how liv'd 

you? 

And when came you to serve our Roman captive? 
How parted with your brothers? how first met 

them? 
Why fled you from the court? and whither ? These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependencies, 
From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place, 
Will serve our long intergatories. See, 
Foslhumus anchors upon Imogen ; 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the countercbange 
Is severally in all. I<et's quit this ground, 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — 
Thou art my brother ; So we'll hold thee ever. 

[To Belarius. 

/mo. You are my father too; and did relieve me, 

(1) Vehement, rapid. 

(2) i. e. Which ought to be rendered distinct by 
in ample narrative. 



To 

Cym. AntfericVd, 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 
For they shall taste our comfort 

/mo. My good 

I will yet do you service. 

Luc Happy be you! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier that to nobly fought, 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grae'd 
The thankingsof a king. 

Post I am, sir, 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor hfiniming ; 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow'd ;— That I was be, 
Speaic, Iadmno; I had you down, and might 
Have rnade yom finish. 

lack, I am down again : 

[Kneehng. 
But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee. 
At then your force did. Take that UTe, 'beseech you, 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 
That ever swore her num. 

Post Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym, Nobly doom'd : 

We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon's the word to alL 

Are. You holp us, sir. 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother : 
Joird are we, that you are. 

Pott Your servant, princes.— Good my lord of 
Rome, 
Call forth your soothsayer : As I slept, methougfat. 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 
Appear'a to me, with other spritely shows' 
Of mine own kindred : when I wek'd, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that 1 can 
Make no collection of it ; let him show 
His skill in the construction. 

Luc. Fnilarmonus, 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

Luc Read, and declare the nieaaing. 

Sooth. [Reads.] When as a Hon'* whelp shall, to 

himself unknown, without seeking, find, mnd be 

embraced by a pises lj/* tender air : and when 

from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches, 

which, being dead many years, shall after reviste, 

be jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow ; 

then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain 

be fortunate, and flourish in peace and plenty. 
Tbou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ; 
The fit and apt construction of thy name. 
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much : 
The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

[7\> Cymbeline. 
Which we call mollis aer ,* and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which muHer I divine, 
Is this most constant wife ; who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 
Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp'd about* 
W T ith this most tender air. 

Cym. This hath some seeming. 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen. 
For many years thought dend, are now reviv'd. 
To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

(3) Ghostly appearances. (4) Embraced 
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Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin : — And, Cairn Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Csbsw, 
And to the Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked aueen ; 
Whom heavens, in justice (both on her and her*,) 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. Tbe fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lochia, ore the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at u> instant 
Is full accomplish'd : For the Roman eagle, 
From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 
LessenM herself, and in the beams o'the sua 
Sovantsh*d: which fbreshow'd our princely eagle, 
The imperial Caesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which shines here in the west 

Cym. Land we the gods; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman ana a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : So through Lud*s town march : 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts. — 
Set on there : — Never was a war did cease, 
Ere bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace. 

[ExmmL 



This play has many just sentiments, some natural 
dialogues, and some pleasing scenes, but they are 
obtained at the expense of much incongruity. To 
remark the folly or the fiction, the absurdity of the 
conduct, the confusion of the names and manners 
of different times, and the impossibility of the events 
in any system of life, were to waste criticism upon 
unresisting imbecility, upon faults too evident for 
detection, and too gross for aggrav a tion. 

JOHNSON. 



SONG, 

SURA IT ODIDIRIDS AMD Al VI RAO US 0V11 
VI DILI, SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD. 

BY MR WILLIAM COLLINS. 



To fair Fidele*s grassy tomb, 

Soft maids and village hinds shall bring; 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom. 

And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No waiting ghost shall dare appear 
7b vex with shrieks his quiet grove , 

But shepherd lads assemble here, 
/i_j i^ virgins own theur love. 



No wilher'd witch shaU here be seen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : 

The female fays shall haunt the gram, 
And artss thy grave with pearly dew. 

The red-breast oft at evening hours* 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gathered flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempest shake the sylvan cell; 

Or midst the thou on every plain. 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore; 

for thee the tear be duty shed: 
Rdov'd, mitfe could charm no more ; 

And tnownCd till pity's self be dead. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Saturninus, son to the late emperor of Rome, and 

afterwards declared emperor himself. 
Bananas, brother to Saturninus; in love with 

Lavinia. 
Titos Andronicus, a noble Roman, general agmnst 

theOoths. 
Marcos Aodrooicus, tribune of the people ; and 

brother to Titus. 
Lucius, \ 

MJSS; >*"•*«*■ Anircmc*. 
Mutius, 3 

Young Lucius, a boy, son to Lucius. 
Publius, son to Marcus the tribune, 
iEinilius, a noble Roman, 



Alarbus, ) 

Chiron, > sons to Tamora. 

Demetrius, \ 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Chum; 

Romans. 
Goths, and Romans. 

Tamora, Queen of the Chths. 

Lavinia, daughter to Titus Andronicus, 

A JVurse, and a black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants, 

Scene, Rome ; and the country near U. 



ACT I. 

SCENE /.—Rome. Before the Capital The 
tomb of the Andronici appearing; the Tribunes 
and Senators aloft, as in the senate. Enter, be- 
low, Saturninus and his Followers, on one side ; 
and Bassianus and his Followers, on the other ,- 
with drum and colours. 

Saturninus. 

JNOBLE patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my successive title 1 with your swords - 
I am his first-born son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 
Then let my father's honours live in roe, 
Nor wrong: mine age with mis rodfgniry. 
Bos. Romans,— friends, followers, tevourers of 
my right,— 
If ever Bassianus, Caesar's son, 
Were spacious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep men this passage to the Capitol ; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 
To justice, continence, and nobility : 
But let desert in pure election shine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choke. 

Enter Marcus Andromcus aloft, with the crown. 

Mar. Princes that strive by factions, and by 

friends, 
Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we 

stand 
A special party, have, by their common voice, 
In election for the Roman empejry, 
Chosen Andronicus, sumamea Pros, 
For many good and great deserts lo Rome ; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 



(1) i e. Title to the succession. 

VOL If 



(1) Summoned 



Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He by the senate is accited 2 home, 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes, 
Hath yok'd a nation strong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten ^ ears are spent, since first be undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies* pride : Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; 
And now at last, laden with honour's spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let us entreat, — By honour of his name. 
Whom, worthily, vou would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — 
That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should, 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my 
thoughts ! 

Bos. Marcus Andronicus, so I do afly 
In thy uprightness and integrity, 
And so I love and honour thee and thine, 
Thy nobler brother Titus, and his sons. 
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will hore dining* my loving friends ; 
And to my fortuuet, and the people's favour, 
Commit my cause in balance to t>e weigh'd. 

[Ereunt the Followers of Basstamm. 

Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in nj 
right, 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit mvself, my person, and the cause. 

' [Exeunt the Followers of S< 
Rome, be as Just and gracious unto me. 
As I am confident and kind to thee. — 
Open the gates, and let me in. 

Bos. Tribunes ! and roe, a poor competitor. 
| Sat and Bas. go into the Capitol and exeunt 
with Senator*, Marcw, <J-c. 
<G 
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SCEA7? It —The samf Enter a Captain, and 

othet «. 
Cap. Rimnnsrmkr way; The good Antlroui>-u«, 
Patmn of virtu**, Rome's he«»t champion, 
Successful in tin- Iwttle* that he fights. 
With hdhour and with fortune i« retum'd, 
From whore he circuinM-riljed with hi* sword, 
And brought to yoke, the cncinie* of Rome. 

flourish of trumpets, Sec. Enter Mutiu* and 
Martius : after them, ttrn men inuring a coffin, 
covered with hlark ; thtn Quintus and Lucius. 
After them, Titus Andronk-us; and then Ta- 
mora, with Alarbu>, Chiron, Demetrius, Aaron, 
and other Goth*, prisoners ; Soldiers and People, 
following. Tlu bearers set down Uu coffin, and 
Titus speaks. 

TSt. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning 
weeds! 
Lo, as the bark that hath discharg'd her fraught,' 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 
From whence at first she weifh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh A ndronicus, bound with laurel boughs 
To re-ealute his country with his tear* ; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. — 
Thou great defender of this Capitol,? 
Stand gracious to the rite* that wc intend ! — 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant «ms 
Half of the number that king Priam had. 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 
These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home, 
With burial amongst their ancestors: 
Here Goths have given me leave to shcntlK- my 

sword. 
Titos, unkind, and careless of thine own, 
Why sufler'st thou thy sons, unburied yel. 
To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx ? — 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[ The tomb is opened. 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 
And sleep in peace, slain in your country'? wars ! 
O sacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many sons of mine hast thou in store, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 
Ad manes jratum sacrifice his flesh, 
Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 
That so the shadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we disturbed with prodigies on earth. 3 

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tom. Stay, Roman brethren ;— Gracious con- 
queror. 
Victorious Titus, me the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in passion* for her son : 
And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my soil to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return. 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 
Bat mast my sons be slaughtered in the streets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cause ? 
O ! if to fight for kirur, and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood : 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 

Freight. 

Jupiter, to whom the Capitol was sacred. 
(3) It waa supposed that the ghosts of unburied 
ptopte appeared to solicit the rites of funeral. 



mi 

V / * 



Ih-aw near them then in being merciful : 
Sweet mercy i* nobility*> true badge ; 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare mv first-born son. 

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain, 
Religiously they ask a sacriii<*c : 
To thi* your ton is mark'd; and die he must, 
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straight \ 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean consumed. 

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mutius, 
teith Alarbus. 

7am. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous? 

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to reM ; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus* threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand re*olv'd : but hope withal, 
The self-same god*, that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
L'pon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
!Vlay favour Tamora, the queen of Goth* 
( When Goth« were Goth*, and Tamora was queen 
To quit the bloody wrong* upon Iter foes. 

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mutius, 
with their swords bloody. 

I Ate. See, lord and father, how we have performM 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus' limbs arc lopp'd, 
And entrail* feed the sacrificing fire, 
Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky 
Remained! nought, but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud 'larum* welcome them to Rome 

Tit. Ijet it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trumpets sounded, and the coffins laid in 
the tomb. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here, 
S cure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 
I lere grow no damned grudges ; here, arc no storms, 
No noise, but nleucc and eternal sleep : 

Enter Lavinia. 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sorts ! 

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obsequies; 
And at thv feet I kneel with tears of joy 
Shed on tne earth, for thy return to ftome : 
O, bless me here with thv victorious hand, 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv'd 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart ! 
Lavinia, live ; outlive tny father's days, 
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise ! 5 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Satuminus, Bassianus, 

and others. 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eves of Rome ! 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother 

Marcus. 
Mar. And welcome, nephews, from successful 
wars, 
You that survive, and you that sleep in fame. 

(4) Suffering. 

(5) He wishes that her life may be longer than 
his, and her praise longer than fame. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 
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Fair lord*, your fortune? are alike in all, 

That in your country's service drew your iwotds . 

But *afer triumph is this funeral pomp, 

That hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness,* 

And friumplis over chance, in honour's bod. — 

Til us Andronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whose friend injustice thou hast ever been, 

S'nd thee by me, their tribune, and their trust. 

This palliainent 2 of white and spotless hue ; 

And nniuc thee in election for the empire, 

With these our late-deceased emperor's sous : 

Be candidatus then, and pat it on, 

And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should 1 don 3 this robe, and trouble \ou ? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-dav ; 
To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life, 
And net abroad new business for you all ? 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons, 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 
In right and service of their noble country : 
tiive me a staff of honour for mine age, 
But not a sceptre to control the worla : 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 
Mar. Titus thou shall obtain and ask the emperv. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell ? 
Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 
Sat. Romans, do me right; — 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor : — 
Andronicus, would thou wert shipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Laic. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit. Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee 
The people's liearts, and wean them from them- 
selves. 
Bos. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die ; 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be : and thanks, to men 
Of noble mind*, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
1 ask your voices, and your suffrages ; 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus P 

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulatc his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make, 
Tliat you create your emperor's eldest son. 
Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's 4 rays on cartn, 
And ripen justice in this common-weal : 
Tlten if you will elect by my advice, 
Crown him, and say, — /x/ng live our emperor! 
Mar. With voices and applause of every tort, 
Patrician*, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And say, — Long live our emperor Saiurntne. ' 

[A long Jhurish. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my emperess, 
Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my heart. 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 

(1) The maiim alluded to is, that no man can 
be pronounced happy before his death. 



Tell me, Andronuus, doth thi* motion please thee? 

Tit. It doth, my ivoilhy lord ; and, in this match, 
I hold me highly honour'd of your grace ; 
And h«M«\ in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, — 
King and commander ot" our common-weal, 
The wide world's emperor, — do 1 » onseeratc 
My sword, my rhariot, and my prisoners; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feci. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record ; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

l\t. Now, madam, arc you prisoner to an em- 



peror; 



[To Tamora. 



To him that, for your honour and your state, 
Will u»c you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change 

of cheer, 
Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes ; Madam, he comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goth*. — 
Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this ? 
fjav. Not I, my lord ; sith 5 true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let us go : 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Bos. Ix>rd Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

\ Seizing Lavinia. 
Tit. How, sir? Are you in earnest then, my 

lord? 
Bos. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd withal, 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

[The emperor courts Tamora m dumb show. 
Mar. Suvm cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seiaeth but his own. 

Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor's 
guard? 
Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surpris'd. 
Sat. Surpris'd ! By whom ? 
lias. By him that justly may 

Bear his betroth'd from all tlie world away. 

[Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, with Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my sword I'll keep this door safe. 

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 
Tit. Follow, my Jord,and Pllsoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 
Tit. What, villain boy ! 

Barr'st me my way in Rome ? 

[Titus kills Mutius. 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord, you are unjust : and, more than so, 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 
My sons would never so dishonour me .- 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wist. 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Elxii. 

Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her aot, 



(2) A rol)c. 
(4) The sun's . 



(J) i. e. Do on, put it on. 
(5) Since. 
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Not her, nor the*, nor any of thy Mock . 

I'll trust, by leisure, him that inock? me once ; 

Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty *on% 

Confederate* all thus to dishonour nw. 

Was there none rise in Rome to niakc a stale 1 of, 

But Saturnine ? Full well, And rook us, 

Agree Una* deeds with that proud brag of thine, 

That said'»t, I begg'd tin* empire at thy hand*. 

Tit. O monstrous ! what reproachful words arc 
the*e? 

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing 
piece. 
To him that Aourish'd for her with his sword : 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons, 
To ruffle 3 iu the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit. The.«e words are razors to my wounded hfsu-t • 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, dttlpa of 
Goths,— *• 

That, like the stately Phoebe 'moogst her nymphs, 
Don! ovenhine the gallanl'st dames of Rome, — 
If thou be plras'd with this my sudden choice, 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee emperess of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my 

choke? 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods, — 
Sith priest and holy water arc *o near, 
And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneua staud,— 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead evpous'd my bride alone; with me. 

Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I 
swear, 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat, Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon : — Lords, ac- 
company 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There shall we c6nsummate our spousal rites. 
[Exeunt Saturninus, and his followers ,* Ta- 
mora, and her Sons; Aaron and Goths. 

Tit. I am not bid 1 to wait upon this bride ; — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to talk alone, 
Disbonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 

Mar. O, Titus, see, O, see, what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine, — 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
Thai hath disbonour'd all our family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood, 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors. 
Repast in fame; none basely slain in brawls : — 
Burr him where you can, he comes not here. 

4or. My lord, this is imniety in you : 
My nephew Mutius* deeds oo plead for him ; 
Ha Bust be buried with his brethren. 

^cm, Mart, And shall, or him we will accom- 
pany. 

TO. And shall? What villain was it spoke that 
word? 

(1) A staJUng-horie. 



Qitin. He that would vou< h"t many place but here. 

Tit. What, would you nu»y him in mv ilt-iptl*!.' 

Mar. No, iiulilt- Titu«: bill unreal of thee 
To naidon Mutius, and tit bun him. 

7 it. Marcus*, t:\tii thou hast >tru<-k upon my crest. 
And, with Uiese buts, nunc honour thou hast 

wounded : 
My foes I do repute you every one ; 
So trouble me no more, but fict } on gone. 

Mart. He is not with hiiu*eh'; let us withdraw. 

Quin. Not I, till Mutius' bone? be ImrieiL 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus knerL 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature 
□lead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth natura 
speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the re*t will apeed. 

Mar. Keriowned Titus«, more than half my *oui, — 

Liic Dear 1'hiIkt, soul and substance of u» all, — 

Mar. Sutler ihy brother Martu> to inter 
His noble nephew licre in virtue'* ncit, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barharou*. 
Tlie G reeky, upon adviic, did bury Ajax 
That sltvv hiniM.']f; and wi.«e Laertes son 
bid <£racititi*ly plead for his funerals. 
I<vt not ynnnjr Mutim then, that was thy joy. 
Be Iftrr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. RUc, Marcus, rise . — 

The dismal IVl day i* this, that e'er 1 saw, 
To be dUhonourM bv my kais in Rome ! — 
Well, bury him, and bur}* me the next. 

[Mutius is put into the tomk 

Luc There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy 
friendii, 
Till we with trophies do adom thy tomb !-g- 

All. No man sited tears for noble Mutius; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 

dumps — 
How comes it thut the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advane'd in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 
Is she not theu beholden to the man 
That brought liar for this hi^h good turn so far? 
Ye*, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flourish. Re-enter, at one side, Saturninus, at- 
tended; Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, and Aaron: 
At the other, Bassianus, Lavinia, and others. 

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play'd your prize ; 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Bos. Aiid vou of you*"), my lord : I say no mora, 
Nor wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or wa hare 
power, 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bos. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
My true-betrothed love, ana now my wife? 
But let the laws of Roma determine all ; 
Mean while I am possessed of that is mine. 

Sal. 'Tis good, sir : You are very short with ns; 
But, if we live, we'll be as sharp with you. 

Bos. My lord, what I have done, as best I may. 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wroug'd ; 
That, in the rescue of Lavkiia, 
With his own baud did slay his youngest 



(2) A ruffler was a bully. (3) Inti** 
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A lather, unci a inend, 10 met, ana Hunt. 

Til. hinco Batuianui, lave to plead mi deeds ; 
*T» thou, and those, that have dithonout'd 
Rome and Ihe righteous heavens be roy jud 
Huw [ h.ive lov'd ud hooour'd Saturnine! 

Tarn. My worth? lord, if over Temorn 
Wen gracious in those princely eyes of due 
Then hcitr me speak indifleiently for mil j 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what ii put 

Mil. What! madsni! be dishonour'!) opt ,. 
And burly put it np without levenge .' 

Ton. NX «o, my lord ; The gods of Rome for- 

■nee i'n all, 
I. ■perdu his | 



I should be author to dishonour jo 

Bui, on mine honour, dm 

For good lord Tims' inn. 

Whom fury, noi dissemb 

Then, al my suit, look ci 

Lose not jo noble a farad on rain 

Nor with sour looks afflict his cunt 

My lord, be rul'd by me, be won al last. 

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 

You ire bul newly planted in your throne, 

I .est lh.il ihc people, and pnlrieiaiu too, 

l'r»« a just survey, lake Tim*' pert. 

Ami mi -iipiilaiil ui for ingratitude 

1 Which Hisiie repute! lobe a heinous sin,] 



And moke them know, what 'tii lu k 
Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace 

Take up iliia good old man, mid cheer 

Thai die." in tempest of thy angry frov 

Snl. Riv, Tilua, rue ; my empress bi 



A Roman now adopted happily, 

And marl advise the emperor lor tin good. 

This day all quarrel) die, Andronicw ;~ 



mmcil'd your fnondi and you. 
e Hassianus, I hare pmsTd 
Druniu: to the emperor, 

mild and tractable.— 



And fear not, lordi,— and you, Lavinia ;- 
lly my advice, all humbled on your kneel 
You shall aik pardon of his majesty. 
Luc We do; i ' 

That, whal wed 
Tend'ringi our * 

Mar. That or 

tM. Away, an 

Tan. Kay, » 
frier ' 
The tribunal 

Sat. Mam 

And at my lovely Tanxn'i • 
Idoremiltl 



in, though you loft mn Like a churl, 
d u friend ; and tun u death I swore, 
Id no) part a bachelor fion the priest. 

You arc my guest, Lavink, and your friend* : 
Thin dav •lull be a lore-day, Tamore. 
Tit To-morrow, an it please your majesty, 

I'ilh bom and bound, we'll give youi grace ten- 

Sal. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [En. 



ACT II. 

SCEA'E I.— Tfiexnru. Before the palate. Kn- 



it of fortune's abul; and sits aloft, 

. .) of thunder 1 , crack, or lighuiiiiR's Hath ; 

Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 

" ' 'la'ine pit * 



EIa.«l linwri 

And I'il-l.T 



lis glistering coach, 
jlu the highest -nee ring hill) 1 

'it dulli earthly honour wail, 
sloops and tmmble* at her frown, 
■n, ami thy heart, mid fit thy thoughts, 
ilutt with thy imperial mistress, 
int her pltrh . whom thou in iriumph long 
oner hold, H-ttcr'd in - -■»"■■■ 



J 'yes, 

I'ronirilicu* tied lo ('aurasus. 

ith -lavish weeds, awl idle thnnsjhh ! 

! bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 
To nait ii]™ llii. nrir-iriaile -Tin |ht n-,1. 
To wait, «oid I .' lo wanton with Ihu queen, 
Tin:, pidrtei-i, llii" &'inrr;i[iii» ;- -ihi. [pieen, 
""■■ Unas' will charm Rome's Atarnm-, 



is able, and as fit, as Ihou, 

And thai my sword upon thee atoll approve, 
url plead my passions for Larinia's love. 
Aar. Clubs, clubs !* the** lovcra will not keep 

Don. Why, boy.nl though our mother, utiadvis'd. 
Gave you a iWing-rapieH by your side. 

Goto; have your lath glued within /our .heath, 
Till™ know better how lo handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, sir, with the liule skill I hue, 
Full well shall thou perceive how much I dare. 

Pern. Ay, boy, grow ye w brave? fiTlryiu 
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Act St. 



And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 

Full well I wot 1 the ground of all (his grudge ; 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The calls*? were known to them it most concerns : 

Nor would jour noble mother, for much more, 

Be so dishonour'd in the court of* Rome. 

For -hame, put up. 

Dan. Not I ; till I have sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal, 
Thrust th«ae reproachful speeches down his throat, 
That he hath brtath'd in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full resolved, — 
Foul-spoken coward! that thunder's! with thy 

tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform, 

Aar. Away, 1 say. — 
Now by the god*, that warlike Goths adore, 
This p«" tty brabble will undo us all. — 
Why, lord*, — ajul think you not liow dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right ? 
What, is 1 ovinia then become so loose, 
Or Bassianus so degenerate, 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd, 
Without controlmcut, justice, or revenue ? 
Young lords, beware ! — an should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the music would not please. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew *hc and all the world ; 
I love Lavinia more than nil the world. 

Dan. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner 
choice : 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient tliey be, 
Ami cannot brook competitors in love? 
1 tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand death* 

Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love. 

Aar. To acliieve her ! — How ? 

Don. Why mak'st thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd. 
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill 
Thau wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, 2 we know : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Satuminus may. 

[Aside, 

Detn. Then why should he despair, that knows 
to court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
Wliut, hast thou not full often struck a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose ? 

Aar. Why then, it seems, some certain snatch 
or so 
Would serve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, so the turn were serv'd. 

Don. Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too ; 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye,— And are you such fools, 
To square 3 for this ? Would it oflend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi. Tfaith, not mc. 

Dan. Nor me, 

So 1 were one. 

Aar. For shame, be friends ; and join for that 
you jar. 
*Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve ; 

(1> Know ' (2) Slice. (3) Quuutl. (1) By nature. 



That what you cannot, as you would, achieve, 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love. 
A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind 4 tor rape and villany .- 
Single you thither then this dainty doe, 
And strike her home by force, it' not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred 5 wit, 
To villany and vengeance consecrate, 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And she shall file our engines with advice, 
That will not suffer you to square yourselves, 
But to your wishes* height advance you both. 
The emperor's court is like the house of fume, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull ; 
There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your 

turns: 
There «ervc your lust, shadow'd from heaven's eye. 
And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dein. Sit fas out nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 
Per Styga, per morns vehor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— A forest near Rome. A lodge 
seen at a distance. Horns, and cry of hounds 
heard. Enter Titus Androuicus, with hunters. 
Sec. Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martins. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the room is bright and grey, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 
And muse the prince ; and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To tend the emperor's person carefully : 
I have been troubled in my sleep mis night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd. 

Horns wind a peal Enter Satuminu.«, Tamora, 
Basstanus, Lavinia, Chiron, Demetrius, and At- 
tendants. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ; — 
Madam, to yon as many and as good ! — 
I promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. And youliave rung it lustily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Has. Lavinia, how say you ? 

Ixiv. I say, no; 

I have l>een broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots lei us 
have, 
And to our sjwrt :— Madam, now shall ye sw 
Our Roman hunting. | To Tuuiora. 

Mar. I liave dog>, my lord. 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase, 
And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And 1 have horse will follow where the 
gam* 1 
Makes way, ninl run like swallows oVr the plain 

Dem Chiron, wc hunt not, we, with horse nor 
hound, 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exc 

(t>) Sacred hue signifies accursed,' a Latjniun. 



Aar. He, Ih 






[.it him, (lint thinks of "•'■ hi utijiTtly, 
Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem i 
Which cunningly effected, "ill bcgel 
A v,-.y eie-cllenl piece of vilhuiy ; 
And so repose, sweet gold, foe Ibcir unnal,' 

*^ b [Hide* Ox gold. 

Thai have their alma oul of (he empress" cheat. 
Enter Tamo™. 
Tom. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look's! (bo 

When eiery thing dolh make a gleeful boast ? 
The birdi chaunl melody on every bush; 
The mule lie. rolled ui U« cheerful sun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a ehequcr'd shadow on [he ground i 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us tit, 
And— whilst Ihe bahbbnK echo nmeks (he hound 
Replying shrilly la the wcll-lun'd hnros, 

1 .ct us til down, and mark their yelling noise : 
And— after conflict, such 09 was snppns'd 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjny'd. 



Wen-y, 
Whits bo 



flonc tk»s™ a g, 



keeping cave, — 



birds, 
■ imk> m, a* is a im«-i swig 
f lullaby, to bring her hoi™ asleep. 
Jlnr. Madam, though Venus govern your dean**, 
lturn is domiuator over mine -. 
'lint aigninee my deadly -standing eye, 
ly silence, and my cloudy melancholy ! 
[y fleece of woolly hair thai now uncurls, 
l en as an adder, when she doth unroll 
o ilo some falsi elocution ? 
v, madam, these 



._„_ ..re hammering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora,— the empress of my awl, 
Which never hopea more heaven than read 

Thii !■ (he day of doom for Baaaiannii-, 
His llulcmel 1 mini lone her tongue lo-daj : 
Thy tons make pillage of her chastity, 
And wash their hands in Baawunis' blood. 

And give the king (his falal-plotted scroll : — 

Here comes a parcel' of our hopeful booty, 

rum. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than 



Aar. No more, great empress, Bassianus c 
Be cross with him ; and I'll go fetch thy son 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er Ibey be. | 



Bat. Who have we 

L'nfurnish'd of her w. 

Or is it Dian, habited like her; 

Who bath abandoned her holy groves, 



>NTCUS. K ' 

j see the general hnnling in thia fureit ? 

Tarn, Saucy controller of oar private steps '■ 
■lad I (lie power, thai, some say, Dian had. 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as waiAclmm's: and the hound" 

neilv idr r as thou art ! 
Uiulcr your )»1iencc, gentle croperrss, 
Tis thought you have n goodly gift in homing ; 
And 1o be doubted, dial yunr Moor and you 
Aic singled forth to try experiments i 
Jove sliicld your husband from his Imnnds ICrday 
'Tis pily, they should take him fnr a slag. 

Doth make your honour nl" hi- Wt'= hue, 
SjioKtU, detested, and abonunablc. 

And wander'd hither to an objure plot, 
' :companicd with a barbarous Moor, 

luiil deain had not conducted you ? 

Ijiv. And, being intercepted in your sport, 

■eni reason that my noble lord lie ralcd 
For hanriness.— I pray you, hit us hence. 
And Isil her*joy her ravcn-rolour'd love; 
This valley fits' Ihe purpose passing well. 

Has. Tl* king, my brother, shall have note nf 



Why 



'/Wi.IIhi. 



Ih your highnwi look so pale i 



di you 



Tlicse two have 'tie'd n» hilh 

irren detested vale, you see, it is : 
Irees, lliough summer, yet forlorn and Inn, 
come with i now, and baleful misleloe. 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 
lle-.s die nichlly owl, in- fndil raietl. 
id, when they sliow'd ine (his nblmrred pit, 
ley told me, here, a( dead time of the night, 
tliuti.aiid fiends a thousand liisrine; snakes, 
ax thousand swelling toads, as ninny luvhins,* 
Would make such fearful and confused cries 
As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should straight full mad, nr else die suddenly. 
"*- sooner bnd Ibry told this hellish tale, 

straight ihey (old me, they would bind mc here 

the body of a ilismc 1 

1 then (hey call'd me, find adi 
civious (loth, and all the bitterest i 
it ever ear did liear to such effect. 
i, had you not by wondrous furlun 
9 vengeance on me had they elect 

Revenge it, as joa love your mother's 



e denlh. 



I be ye i 
Dan. Thia is a wiln 

Chi. And this for in 

Zm>. Ay, come, Semi 



atlai 



ul Ihj 01 



Tarn Give me thy poniard ; you 
'our mother's hand shall right youi mother's 
(4) Pari. (61 Hedgehogs 
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Dan. Stay, riiadam, here is more belongs to her; 
First, thresh the corn, then after burn the straw : 
This minion stood upon her chastity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, nor loyalty, 
And with that painted hope braves your mightiness 
And *hall she carry this unto her grave? 

Chi. An it' alie do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her hu«band to some secret hole, 
Ann make his dead trunk pillow to our lust 

Tarn. But when you have the honey you desire, 
Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 
Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that 
sure. — 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora ! thou bcar'st a woman's face, — 
Tarn, I will not bear her speak ; away with her. 
Imv. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 
Dan. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To sec Iter tears : but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 
Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the 
dam? 
O. do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
Toe milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to 

marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny.— 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 
Do thou entreat her show a woman's pity. 

[To Chiron. 
Chi. What ! wouldVt thou have me prove myself 

a bastard ? 
Lav. 'Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now !) 
The lion mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children, 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests: 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no, 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tarn. I know not what it means ; away with her. 

Lao. O, let me teach thee : for my father's sake, 

That gave thee life, when well he might have slain 

thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Had thou in person ne'er offended me, 
Even for his sake am I pitiless : — 
Remember, boys, 1 pour'd forth tears in vain, 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you wul ; 
Tlie w«ne to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Ijx9. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 'tis not life, that I have beggM so long; 
Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 
Tom. What begg'st thou then? fond woman, 

let mega 
Lav. 'Tis present death I beg; and one thing 
more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worse man killing lust, 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit ; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee : 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 
Dem. Away, for thou hast staid u* here too Ion*. 
Lav. No grace ? no womanhood ? Ah, beastly 
creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 

Confusion full 

Chi. Nay, then I'll stop your month :— Bring 
thou lier lnwbami ; "[ Dragging off Lav 



This b the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

[Exeunt. 
Tarn. Farewell, my sons : see that you make her 
sure: 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely "Moor, 
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [Exit. 

SCEJTE IF.— The same. Enter Aaron, with 
Quintro and Martius. 

Aar. Come on, my lords; the better foot before : 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; were't not for 
shame, 
Well could 1 leave our sport to sleep a while. 

[Martios/alfr into the pit. 

Quin. What, art thou (alien ? What subtle hole 
is this, 

Whose mouth is covcr'd with rode-growing briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shea blood, 
As fresh as morning's dew uistill'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it seems to me : — 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the. fall ? 

Mart O, brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament 

Aar. [Aside.} Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess, 
How these were they mat made away his brother. 

[Exit Aaron. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stain'd bole ? 

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear : 
A chilling sweat o'er-runs my trembling joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate 
heart 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise i 
O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er mi now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb, 
In mis detested, dark, blood-drinking pit 

Quin. If it be dark, bow dost thou know 'tis be ? 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in some monument, 
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheek*, 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Prramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth. 
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee 
out; 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

1 may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Ra«sianus' grave. 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mart. Nor 1 no strength to climb without thy 

help. 
Quin. Thy hand owe more ; f will not loose again 
Till limn :irt hen* nloft, or I hrlow : 
Thou rau*l not i ome to me, I < ome to (liee. 

\rWsm 
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Enter Saturntnus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me : — I'll see what hole is here, 
And what ho is, that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art tliou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought thither in a most unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead? I know, thou dost but 
jest: 
He and his lady both are at the lodge. 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 
'Tis not an hour since 1 left him there. 

Mart. We know not where vou left him all alive, 
But, out alas ! here have we round him dead. 

Enter Tamora, with Attendants ; Titus Androni- 
cus, and Lucius. 

Tom. Where is my lord, the king? 

Hat Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing 
grief. 

Tarn. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

SaL Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound ; 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tom. Then all too late 1 bring this fatal writ, 

[Giving a letter. 
The complot of this timeless 1 tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly, that man's lace can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat. [Read*.] An if we miss to meet him hand- 
somely, — 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus 'tf*, we mean, — 
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him ; 
Thou know^st our meaning: Look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree, 
IV hick over shades the mouth of that same pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 
Do this, and purchase us thy lusting friends. 
O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like r 
This is the pit, and this the elder tree : 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[Shmoing it. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Tit] fell curs of 
bloody kind, 
Have here bereft my brother of his life : — 
Sir>, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let tliem bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tarn. What, are they in this pit ? O wondrous 
thing ! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon mv feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed, 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons, 
Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them, 

Sat. I f it be proved .' you see, it is apparent — 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They shall be ready at your highness' will, 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them : sec, thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers: 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death, 
That end upon them should be executed. 

Tarn. Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 



(1) Untimely. 

VOL. If. 



(2) Orpheus. 



Tit. Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with 
them. [Exeunt severally. 

SCFJS'E V.— The same. Enter Demetrius and 
Chiron, with Lavinia, ravished ; her hands cut 
off, and her tongitt cut out. 

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravi.-h'd tbee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean- 
ing so; 
And, if thy slumps will let thee, play- the scribe. 

Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can 
scowl. 

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
hands. 

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to 
wash; 
And so let's leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 

Don. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 
cord. [Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron. 

Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who's this,— my niece, that flies tway m 

fast ? 
Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband ?— 
If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake 

me ! 
If I do wake, some planet strike mc down, 
That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! — 
St)eak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments, 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to 

sleep in, 
And might not gain so great a happiness, 
As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ? — 
Alas, a crimson river of warm Wood, 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind, 
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips. 
Coming and going with thy honest breath. 
But, sure, some Tercus hath deflourcd tbee ; 
And, lest thou should'st detect him, cot thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn'st away thy face for shame ! 
And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood, — 
Am from a conduit with three issuing spouts, — 
Vet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face. 
Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 
Shall 1 speak for thee ? shall I say, 'tis so ? 
O, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast, 
That I might rail at him to ease my mind ! 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd, 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue, 
And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind : 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 
A craftier Tercus hast thou met withal, 
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 
That could have better sew d than Philomel. 
O, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like a-Mxn leaves, upon a lute, 
And make the. silken strings delight to kiss them; 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life : 
Or, had he hoard the heavenly harmony, 
Which that sweet tongue hath made, 
He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep, 
As Cerberus at the rhraciari j>oetV feet. 
(k>ine, let us go, and make thy father blind : 
For such a bight will blind a father's eye : 
One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads; 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes? 
Do not draw bark, for we will mourn with thee; 
O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeunt. 
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And in the fountain shall we gaze so long, 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness, 
And make a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days? 
What shall we do ? let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot some device of further misery, 
To make us wonderM at in time to come. 
Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your 

grief, 
See, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear niece: — good Titus, dry 
thine eyes. 

Tti. Ah, Marcos, Marcus ! brother, well I wot, 1 
Thy napkin 3 cannot drink a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor man, hast drownM it with thine own. 

Luc Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit Mark, Marcus, mark ! I understand her 
signs: 
Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
That to ber brother which I said to thee ; 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a sympathy of wo is this ? 
As for from help as limbo is from bliss ! 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Titos Andronicus, my lord the emperor, 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love toy sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And send it to the king: he for the same, 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 
And that shall be the ransom for their fault 

Tit. O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sin£ so like a lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ? 
With all my heart, I'll send the emperor 
My hand: 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father ; for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down so man? enemies, 
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn : 
My youth can better spare my blood than you ; 
Ana therefore mine shall save my brothers* lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe, 
Writing destruction on the enemy's castle ? 
O, none of both but are of high desert : 
My band hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

Luc. By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more; such withcr'd herbs as 
these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let me redeem my brothers bom from death. 

Mar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's 
care, 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you ; 1 will spare my hand 

Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe. 

Mar. But I will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; I'll deceive them both ; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

(l)Know. (2) Handkerchief. (3) Suffering*. 



Aar. If that be call'd deceit, 1 will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 
But I'll deceive you in another sort, 
And that you'll ray, ere half an hour can pass. 

[Aside. 
[He cuts off Titus's hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Now, stay your strife ; what shall be, is 
de»patcn'd. — 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it ; 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jeprera porchas'd at an easy price ; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand, 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee : — 
Their beads, I mean.— O, now this villany [Aside. 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [Exit. 

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call ;— What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 

[To Lavinia. 
Do then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our 

prayers; 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O! brotlier, speak with possibilities, 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Tlien be my passions' bottomless with them. 

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes : 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'er- 

flow? 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threat'ning the welkin 4 with his btg-swoln face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ?• 
I am the sea ; hark, liow her sighs do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide ber woes, 
But, tike a drunkard, must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave 
To case their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Messenger, with two heads and a hand. 

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill arttlioa repaid 
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons; 
And here's thy hand, in scorn to tbee sent back ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution roock'd: 
That wo is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. 

[£**. 

Mar. Now let hot £tna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an everburning hell ! 
These miseries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal. 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a 
wound, 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 

(4) The iky. (5) Stir, bustle. 
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That ever death aliould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[I^avinta kisses Am. 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless, 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end ? 

Mar. Now, farewell flattery : Die, Andronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber : sec, thy two sons' beads ; 
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other bani»h'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs : 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this diurnal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! * 
Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with this 
hour. 

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, 
And would usurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 
Then which way shall I find revenge's cave ? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss, 
Till all these mischiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me see what task I have to da — 
You heavy people, circle me about ; 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made. — Come, brother, bike a bead ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear : 
Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in those things ; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy 

teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my sight ; 
Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there : 
And, if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let's kiss and part, for we have much to da 

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia. 
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father; 
The woful'st man that ever liv'd in Rome ! 
Farewell, proud Rome ! till Lucius come again, 
He leaves nis pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 
O, 'would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been ! 
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 
But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 
If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ; 
And make proud Saturniuus and his empress 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit. 

SCENE II.—A roomin Titus's houu. A ban- 
guetsetamt Enter Titus, Marcos, Lavinia, and 
young Lucius, a boy. 

Tit So, so ; now sit : and look, yon eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in as 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannise upon my breast; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Bents in this hollow prison of my flesh, 
Tnen thus I thump it down. — 

(1) An allusion to brewing. 



Thou map of wo, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[To Lavinia. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get some little knife between thy teetli, 
And just against thv heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears diat thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that sink, ana soaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in aca-salt tears. 

Mar. Fie, brother, fie .' teach Iter not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote 
already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mod but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life ? 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; — 
To bid /Eneas tell the tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ? 
O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands ; 
Lest we remember still, that we have none. — 
Fie, fie, how franticly 1 square my talk ! 
As if we should forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands ! — 
Come, let's fall to ; and, eentle girl, eat this : — 
Here is no drink J Hark, Marcus, what site says; — 
I can interpret all her martyr'd sigiis^ — 
She sa\s, she drinks no othor drink but tears, 
Brcw'd with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her 

cheeks :* — 
Speechless complaincr, 1 will learn thy thoughts ; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 
As begging hermits in lhei,»holy prayers: 
Thou shalt not sigh, nor liold thy stumps to heaven, 
Nor wink, uor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet, 
And, by stilt 2 practice, learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep la- 
ments: 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd, 
Doth weep to see his graudsire's heaviness. 

2't'f. Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of 
tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the disk with a knjfe. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife f 

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord ; a fly. 

1\L Out on thee, murderer! thou kilPst my 
heart; 
Mine eves are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death, done on the mnocent, 
Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone ; 
I see, thou art not for mv company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, 1 have but kill'd a fly. 

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother? 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings, 
And buzz lamenting doings in the air ? 
Poor harmless fly ! 

That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; and thou hast kill'd 
him. 

Mar. Pardon me, sir ; 'twas a black ill-favour'd 

fly. 

Like to the empress* Moor ; therefore I kill'd him. 

Tit. O, O, 6, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, ,tr 
For thou hast done a charitable, deed. 
Give me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purposely to poison me. — 
There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora. — 

(2) Constant or continual practice. 
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Ah, sirrah !>- 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low, 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly, 
That cornea in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar. AJas, poor man .' grief has so wrought on 
hira, 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit. Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 
I'll to thy closet ; and go read with thee 
Sad stones, chanced in the times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young, 
And thou ahalt read, when mine begins to danie. 

^^ [Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— The same. Before Titus's house. 
Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young 
Lucius, Lavinia running after him. 

Boy. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why : — 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes ! 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine 
aunt 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, when my fattier was in Rome, she did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these 
signs? 

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius : — Somewhat doth she 
mean: 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator.2 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess, 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandnre say full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 
And 1 have read that Hecuba of Troy . 
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
I^ores roc as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly ; 
Causeless, perhaps : But pardon me, sweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I wilL 

[Lavinia turns over the books which Lucius 
has Id fall 

Tit How now, Lavinia ? — Marcus, what means 
this? 
Some book there is that she desires to see : — 
Which is it, girl, of these ? — Open them, boy.— 
Rut thou art deeper read, and better skill'd ; 
Come, and take choice of all my library, 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. — 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence* thus ? 

Mar. I think, she means, that mere was more 
than one 
Confet' ?rate in the fact : — Ay, more there was : — 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

Tit Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so ? 

Boy. Grandsire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphoses ; 

(\) This was formerly not a disrespectful expression. 
(2) Tully's Treatise en Eloquence, entitled 



(3) Succession. 



- , , jtled Orator. 

(4) To quote is to observe. 



My mother gaveM me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps she cull'd it from among the rest 

Tit. Soft ! sec, how busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her : — 

What would she find ? — Lavinia, shall I read ? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Tereus' treason, and his rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, see ; note, how she quotes 4 
the leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris'd, sweet girl, 
Ravish'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthless, 5 vast, and gloomy woods ? — 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(0, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
Pattern'd by that the poet here describes, 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why should nature build so foul a den, 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies! 

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, — for here are none 
but friends, — 
What Roman lord it wet durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst, 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ; — brother, sit down 
by me. — 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, that I may this treason find ! — 
My lord, look here ; — Ixwk here, Lavinia : 
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst, 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

[He writes his name with his staff", and guides 
it with his fctt and mouth. 
Curs'd be that heart, that forc'd us to this shift ! — 
Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last, 
What God will have discover'd for revenge : 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 
[She takes the staff in her mouth, and guides 
it with her stumps, and writes. 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath writ ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar. What, what ! — The lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Dominator poli, 
Tom tentits audit scclera ? tarn lentus vides? 

Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although, 1 know, 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To stir a mutiuy in the mildest thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere,* 
And father, of that chaste dishonour'd dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape, — 
That we will prosecute, by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And »ee their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. 'Tii sure enough, an you knew now. 
But if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware . 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once* 
She's with the lion deeply still in league, 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back, 
And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list 
You're a yeung hunturoan, Marcus ; let it alone ; 
And, conic, I will go get a leaf of brass, 
And with a gad 7 of steel will write these WOfdt, 
Aud by it by : the angry northern wind ' 

(.'#) Pitiless. (G) Husband. 

(7) The point ot a spear. 
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Dem. Til broach the tadpole on my rapier's 
point; 
Nurse, give it roe ; my sword shall soon despatch it 

Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels 
up. 
[Takes the child from the Nurse, and draw. 
Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point, 
That toucnes this my first-born son and heir ! 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus, 1 
With all his threat'ning band of Tvphon's brood, 
Nor great Alcides, 3 nor the god of .war, 
Shall seize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what ; ve sanguine, shallow -hearted boys ! 
Ye white-lim'a walls ! ye alehouse painted signs! 
Coal black it better man another hue, 
In that it scorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn a swan's black legs to white, 
Although she lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the eroperess from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Dern. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ? 

Aar. My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, before all the world, do I prefer ; 
This, iriaugre,' all the world, will I keep safe, 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever sham'd. 

Chi. Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

Aur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her 
death. 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 4 

Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears: 
Fie, treacherous hue .' that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart ! 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer :* 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father; 
As who should say, Old lad, 1 am thine own. 
He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you : 
And, from that womb, where you imprison'd were, 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 
Nay, he's your brother by the surer side, 
Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

JNur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress ? 

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult 
My son and I will have the wind of vou : 
Keep there: Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

[They iii on the ground. 

Dem. How many women saw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why, so, brave lords; When we all join 
in league, 
I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. — 
But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

JSPur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself 
And no one else, but the deliver'd empress. 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away : 
To to the empress ; tell her, this I said : — 

[Stabbing her. 
Weke, weke ! — so cries a pig, preparM to the spit. 

Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron? Wherefore 
didst thou this? 

(1) A giant, the son of Titan and Terra. 

(2) Hercules. (3) Jn spite of. 



Aar. O, lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, mv countryman. 
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed ; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack 6 with him, and give the mother gold, 
Ana tell them both the circumstance of all ; 
And how by this their child shall be advane'd, 
And be received for the emperor's heir, 
And substituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords; ye see, that I have given hei 
physic, [Pointing to the Nurse. 

And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, see that you take no longer days, 
But send the midwife presently to me. 
Hie midwife, and the nurse, well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dent. For this care of Tamora, 

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Chi. hearing off" the Nurse 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies. 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the empress' friends. — 
Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, I'll bear you hence # 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 
Til make you feed on berries, and on roots, 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat, 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and commanaa camp. [Exit. 

SCENE III.— The tame. A public place. En- 
ter Titus, bearing arrows, with letters at the 
ends of them ; with him Marcus, young Lucius, 
and other Gentlemen, with bows. 

Tit Come, Marcus, come ; — Kinsmen, this is the 
way : — 
Sir boy, now let me sec your archery ; 
Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there straight : 
Terras Astrcea reliquit : 

Be you remember'd, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled. 
Sir, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets; 
Happily you may find her in the sea; 
Yet there's as little justice as at land : — 
No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 
Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade, 
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 
Then, when vou come to Pluto's region, 
I pray you, deliver him this petition : 
Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid ; 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 
Ah, Rome !— Well, well ; I made thee miserable, 
What time I threw the people's suffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. — 
Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd ; 
This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence, 
And, kinsmen, then wc may go pipe for justice. 

Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy case, 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 

(4) i. e. Ignominy. (5) Complexion. 

(6) Contrive, bargain with. 
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WboK kna hub pierc'd him deep, 

And rather comfort hit disunited plight. 
Than prOKKUIr llie inronwl, or the best. 
For these rontentpta.— Why, thus il stall become 
High-willed Tamora la glow' with nil : [Atidt. 
Bui, Tim., I hare louchM ihee to the quick. 
Thy lif.vbloodout! if Aaron now be wise, 

EiKer Clown. 

How now, good fellow. 1 would'.! [hou spent within! 

I.lo. Yet, fonooth, an jour misicnhip be iui- 

Vim. Fjnpreetl am, but vondrr sits the emperor. 
Uo. Tii he.— God, and'aeint Stephen, gire yon 

of pigpens here. (Snluminus mult (Ac Uttrr. 

Sat. Co, take him away, anil bang hini preaenlly. 
CVo. How much money mutt I hare > 
Hun. Come, nrrah, you mu.i ' 
Cfo. Hang'd! Bi'rkuly,r' 
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ly meant been butchti'd wwngfullv,- 
riia, drag the villain hither by tbi hair ; 
,\or aife, nor honour, shull slia|ie privilege : — 
r'nr this proud mark, I'll lie thy tlaughu'r-iiian ; 
Sli irdiiin: iFt>-ti:h, thtit holu'st lo make inc gnat. 
In iHipe thyself slum Id govern Rome an ' — 



jKniil. .Arm, arm, my lords; Home n 
The Goths have galher'd bead; and, with 



Ai much in ever Coriulaniis did. 

.Sal. In warlike Lucius general of the Goths > 
TV-"' tiding! nip me ; and I hang the head 
Ai lk/wer* with fret, or gran lieat down wi 



Ay, now begin our sorrowi h> app 

Mvself halh often overheard their 
(When I have walked like a pri™ 
That Lucius' Uni-hment was wro 
And they have wish'd thai Lnrhir 

Tom. why should yon fear? 



Tarn. King, bo Ihy thoughts imperious,' like thy 

Is the ih dinun'd, (hat gnats, do fly in it P 

The eagle Htoen Utile bird- lo ling, 

And it not careful what they mean thereby ; 

Knowing that with the shadow of hit wings. 

Ho can al plenum Bint 1 their melody I 

E'en to may'* (hou the giddy men of Homo. 

Then cheer Ihy spirit i for know, thou emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicui, 

With wordi more sweet, and yet more dangeroo 

Than butt lo nth, or honey -Ha 11. to sheep t 

;l) f'l.tter. (-2) Imperial (3) Stop. (4) Menu 



is Wounded with the bait, 
The other rutted with delicious feed. 
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.. 1 Httooth, and fill hit aged ear 
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h ear and head obey my tongue.— 
, be our embassador; [I'o Junilim. 



^i hou 4 *:, tfie old Andronicui. 
Sal. Ajnilius, ilo tbw message honourably : 
.nd if be stand on hostage for hit safety, 
id him demand what pledge, will please him bent. 
JF.mil. Your biddiiiE »h:ii! I doerti.-ucllv. 

[Kiii /Tjiiiliua. 
Tan. Now will I lolhat old Andronicui.; 
.nd temper him, with all die art I hare. 
To pluck proud Luriua froui die warlike I iolb*. 
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Who-e high exploits, and honourable denh, 
In- i Li. r,.l Home r.nmle.n with li.nl mulr-mpt, 
II.. bold in .is : we'll follow whore Usui leud'tt,— 
Like -tinging liee* in holiest summer's dny, 
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And 1« i.veiig'd on cursed Tollmen. 

Ovtht. And, as lie rnith, w my we nil with him. 

Luc. I hunilrtr thank liiin, and I Ihnnk you nil 
But who come, hrre, led by a lusty i.kMli >. 
Enttr a fioOi, trading Aaron, ici'tt Ai'j rhitj in 

2 Colli. Henussned Luciai, from our froo|» I 

To cnie upoii a ruinnnt mornuRery ; 

AiiiThs I eitmestly did Iii mine eye 

''pnn the wastui 'building, sudilenly 
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And we will come.— March away. 1 [Exeunt. 

SCEJfE II. -Rotne. Before Titus's hcnue. En- 
ter Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrius, disguised. 

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus ; 
And say, 1 am Revenge, sent from below, 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
To ruminate strange plots of ddre revenge ; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work confusion on his enemies. [They knock. 

Enter Titus, above. 

Tit Who doth molest my contemplation ? 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the iloor ; , 

That so my sad decrees may fly away, 
And all my study be to no effect > 
You are deceivM : for what I mean to do, 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn. Titus I am comet to talk with thee. 

Tit. No ; not a word : How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 
Thou hast the odd* of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn. If thou didst know me, thou would*st talk 
with me. 

Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson lines ; 
Witness these trenches, mam by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night ; 
Witness all sorrow, tnat I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy coming for my other hand ? 
* Tarn. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora ; 
She is thy enemy, "and I thy friend : 
I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome nic to this world's light : 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place, 
No vast obscurity, or misty vale, 
Where bloody murder, or detected rap", 
Can couch for fear, but I will find thoui out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Til. Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tarn. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome 
me. 

Tit. Do me some service, err I come, to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stand ; 
Now give some 'surance tnat thou art Revongc, 
Stab mem, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ; 
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide tboo proper palfrics, Mark as jet, 
To hale thy v#-ngcful waggon swift away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty cave* : 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 
Until his very downfall in the sea. 
And day by day 1*11 do this heavy task. 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn. These are my ministers, and come with me. 

Tit. Are they thy ministers? what are theycall'd? 

Tarn. Rapine, and Murder ; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of tu<.h kind of men. 

(1) Perhaps this i» a btage-direction, urpt into 
the teat. 



Tit. Good lord, how like the empress* sou they 



are 



And you, the empress ! But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revitnge, now do I come to thee : 

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

tExit Titus, from above, 
i him tits his lunacy : 
Whatever I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits, 
Do you uphold and Maintain in your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, built" credulous in tht« mad thought, 
I'll make him send for Lurius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
I'll find some cunning practice out of band, 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
•See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Enter Titus. 

T%t. Ijon« have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too : — 
How like the empress and her sons you are ! 
Well are yon fitted, had you but a Moor: — 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil f — 
Kor, well I wot, the empress never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 
And, would you represent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had Mich a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 

Tarn. What would'st thou have us do, Androni- 
cus .' 

Dem. Show me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 

Chi. Show me a villain, that hath done a rape, 
And I am sent to be rcvmg'd on him. 

Tom. Show me a thousand, that hath done thee 
wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about tlw wicked streets of 
Rome; 
And when thou find'st a man that's like thyself, 
Good Murder, stab him ; he's a murderer. — 
Go thou with him : anrl when it is thy hap, 
To find another that is like to thee, 
(rood Rapine, slab him ; he is a ravisher.— 
Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court 
Thorp i* a queen, attended by a Moor ; 
Well may'st thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 
I pray thro, do on them some violent death, 
They haw l>o.cn violent to mo and mine. 

'font. Well hast thou lesson'dus; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Anrlroni' u.s, 
To sond for Lurius, thy thrice valiant son, 
Who load* towards Rome a band of warlike (tbths. 
And hid him come and banquet at thy hiHine : 
When h*» is here, evon at thy solomn fea.»t, 
I will bring in tlw empress, and her *on.% 
Tho rmperor hirnvlf, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 
And on thorn shall thou ease thy angry heart. 
What shv.o Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit. Marcus, my brother !— 'tis sad Titos calls. 

Enter Marcus. 

Go, gontle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 
Thou fchalt inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Somo of the i,hiefe*t princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp bis *oldier« where they are : 
Tell him, die emperor and the f-mpress too 
Ftx^t at my Houm> and ho vhall fi a*| with them. 



mill. 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



Welcome, ye warlike Goth*; welcome, Lucius; 

Aad welcome, ill ; although the cheer be poet, 

■Twill fill tout stomachs ; pleas* job at of it 
Stt. Why art thou Ihui ultyd, Andronicut .' 
Til. Because 1 would be mra to hire mil well. 

To entertain jou t highness, ud your empress. 
Tmm. We ere beholden to you, good Andranicnn. 
if your h%hiieB knew my heart, you 



Tell m, whit Sinon hilh bewtteh'd our Hn, 
Or who bath brought the fata) engine in. 
That gira our Troy, our Rome, the crril wound.— 
My been ii not compact of flint, nor •Met ; 



Til. Ai 
My lord the 



Btrt floods uf t« 
When it should 



will drawn my oratory, 






To slay his daughter with hit own right hind. 
Became ihe wu enfere'd, ttain'd, and deftWd 

Sal. It was, Andronicus. 

Tit Yoor reason, mighty lord > 

Sat. Because the girl ibould not urrive I 



Til. A reani mighty, strong, and eflecua 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant. 
For me, moat wretched, to perform (be like : 
Die, die, Larinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

[Hi kOU I-arinU. 
And, with thy shame, thy tather'r sorrow die ! 

SmL Whet hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind? 

Til. KillM her, for whom my tears hare made 



rhoojdtbe 
I'l please youi 



To do mil outrage ;— and it is now "A 
Sat. What, mi the rarith'd > lei), 

deed, 
m Will'" plcue you 

highness feed ? 
Turn. Why hast thou il 

that! 
Til Not I ; 'twas Chiron, and Heme trim 

And they, 'twas they, that did her til this wi 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 
Tit. Why, (hen they are both, baked in 

Whereof their mother daintily halh led, 






Sal. Die, franjfc wretch, for 



ly knife't sharp point 
[Killing Tsmgr*. 
is accursed deed. 
[Killing Titus. 



l/usipa oVjprrse. 



By upraur sever'd, like a flight of fowl 
S<»ttej*d by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 
O, let me teach yon how la knit slain 
This scatter'd com into one mutual sites!", 
These broken 1unb> ngain into one body. 

.Sin. Lot Rome herself he bane unlo herself; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court's? to, 
lake a forlorn and cCperalc ™..-»w«y. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 

my words,— 
[To Lucius. 1 as en 



Speak, Rome's dear fries 

WIsrnwiAhis solemn' Irs 
To lovesick Dido'i tad a 
The sloiy of thai baleful 
When subtle Greeks niri 



tii'd king Priam's Troy 



____ cursed Chiron i 
Were (hey thai murd 
And tber it were thai 
For their fell faults 01 
Our father's tears del 



Lastly, myself unkindly banished. 



That have preae 
And from her be 

Sheathing the st< 



lysearscai 
Thnt mv report h just, and full o 
But, soft; nmlhinks, I ilo dicrrss 



ilihough they are. 



*c : O, pardon me ; 

a 10 speak; Behold this 



[I'oinling to the child in 
Attendant. 
wns Tainora delivered ; 



I [ilotter o 



iv jtnlse, what can»e had Tilkis to revrng 

• ■■:■ iVL-.iiiL:". un.|nr-aE.ali[o, |li^I puicri.i', 
more than any Mr in" man could bear. 



II headlong cat 

and, if J-OU sav, * 



: peak, Romai 
Lo,ht J - ' 



hand, I^iciua and I will fail. 

une.cnmr, thou rerorend man nf Rome, 

.ud bring our emperor gently In thy hund, 
sarins nor emperor ; for, well 1 know, 
'ho common nice do cry, it shall be so. 
Bom. [Strtral iprn*.) Lucius, all hail; Rome's 
royal emperor! 

Lucius, frr. dist-tml. 
Mar. Go, go intoold Tilut' sorrowful house; 
[To an Jtlltndmt. 
.nd hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To he sdiudg'd soinr direful slaughtering death, 

Rom. [.Sererai sptak.] Lucius, all hail ; Romr'i 



Lur. T 



an. ; M.yl r 



To henl Rome's harm*, and wipe away ber wo! 
But, geulle people, fiirc iric aim ewhiSe.,— 



PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Antiochus, king qf Antioch. 
Pericles, prince of Tyre, 

f^^i two lords qf Tyre. 

Sanonides, icing qf PentapoHs. 
Cleon, governor qf Thetrsus. 
Lysimachws, governor qf Mitylene. 
Ceriraoo, a lord qf Ephesus. 
Thaliard, a lord qf Antioch. 
Philemon, servant to Cervnon. 
Leonine, servant to Dionyxa. Marshal. 
A Pandar, and his Wife. Boalt, their 
Gower, ai chorus. 

The Daughter of Antiochus. 
Dionyza, unfe to Clean. 
Thaisa, daughter to Simonides. 



V Marina, daughter to Pericles and Thaisa. 
Lychonda, nurse to Merino. 
Diana. 

Lords, Ladies, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pi- 
rates, Fishermen, and Messengers, 4*c. 

Scene, dispersedly in various countries.* 

(1) That the reader mar know through how 
many regions the scene of this drama is dispersed, 
it is necessary to observe, that Antioch was the 
metropolis of Syria ; Tyre a city of Phoenicia, in 
Asia ; Tarsus, the metropolis of Citicia, a country 
of Asia Minor ; Mitylene, the capital of I<eabosj t 
an island in the £gean sea; and Ephteus^ the 
capital of Ionia, a country of the Lesser Asia. 



ACT I. 

Enter Gowcr. 1 Before the palace qf Antioch. 

O sing a song of old? was sung, 
From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
Assuming man's infirmities, 
To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 
It hath been sung at festivals, 
On ember-eves, and holy ales;' 
And lords and ladies of their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 
f Purpose to make men glorious ; 
Et quo antiquiux, to melius. 
If you, born in these latter times, 
When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
And that to hear an old man sing, 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 
I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light. — 
This city then, Antioch the great 
Built up for his chiefest scat ; 
The fairest in all Syria ; 
(I tell vou what mine authors say :) 
This king unto him took a pheere,* 
Who died and left a female heir, 
So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 
As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 
With whom the father liking took, 
And her to incest did provoke : 
Had father ! to entice nis own 
To evil, should be done by none. 
By custom, what they did begin, 
Was, with long use, account* no sin. 

(1) Chorus, in the character of Gower, an an- 
cient English poet, who has related the story of 
this play in his Confessio Amantis. 

(2) t. e. That of old. (3) Whitsun-ales, Ac. 
(4) Wife, the word signifies a mate or companion. 



Hie beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame, 
To seek her as a bed-fellow, 
In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 
Which to prevent, he made a law 
(To keep her still, and men in awe,) 
That whoso ask'd her for his wife, 
His riddle told not, lost bis life : 
So for her many a wight did die, 
As yon grim looks do testify.* 
What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit. 

SCENE I. — Antioch. A room in the palace. 
Enter Antiochus, Pericles, and Attendants. 

Ant Youn£ prince of Tyre, you have at large 
receiv'd 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus, and with a soul 
Embolden'd with the glory of her praise, 
Think death no hazard, in this enterprise. [Music. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride, 
For the embracements even of Jore himself; 
At whose conception (till Lucina retgn'd.) 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence, 
The senate-bouse of planets all did sit, 
To knit in her their best perfections. 

Enter the Daughter qf Antiochus. 

Per. See, where she comes, apparell'd like die 
spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men f 
Her face, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 

(5) Accounted. 

(6) Pointing to the scene of the palace gate at 
Antioch, on which the beads of those unfortunate 
wights were fixed. 
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To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth mv infamy, 

Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sin 

In such a loathed manner : 

And therefore instantly this prince most die ; 

For by his fall my honour must keep high. 

Who attends on us there? 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai Doth your highness call ? 

Ant Thaliard, you're of our chamber, and our 
mind 
Partakes her private actions to your secresy ; 
And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold ; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him ; 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why, 
Became we bid it Say, is it done ? 

Thai My lord, 

•Tisdone. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ant. Enough; 
Lest your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Mtu. My lord, prince Pericles is field. 

[£;rtf Messenger. 

Ant. A* thou 

Wilt live, fly after : and, as an arrow, shot 
From a well-experienced archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so ne'er return, 
Unless thou say, prince Pericles is dead. 

Thai. My lord, If I 
Can get him once within my pistol's length, 
I'll make him sure : so farewell to your highness. 

[Exit. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead, 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit. 

SCENE /f— Tyre. A room in the palace. 
■ Enter Pericles, Helicanus, and other Lords. 

Per. Let none disturb us : Why this charge of 

thoughts? 
The sad companion, dull-ey'd melancholy, 
By me so us'd a gu*»st is, not an hour, 
In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night 
(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed 

me quiet ! 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes 

shun them, 
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 
Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here : 
Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits, 
Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 
Tlien it is thus: the passions of the mind, 
That have their first conception by mis-dread, 
Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 
And what was first but fear what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it l>e not done. 
And so with me ; — the great Antiochus 
('(Jainst whom I am too little to contend, 
Since he'u so great, can make his will his act,) 
Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence ; 
Nor t>oots it me to say, I honour him, 
If he suspect I may dishonour him : 
And what may make him blush in being known, 
He'll stop the course by which it might be known ; 
With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the land, 
And with the o*tent of war will look so huge, 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state ; 
Our men be vanquish'd, ere they do resist, 
And subject* puni^h'd, that ne'er thought offence : 
Which care of them, not pity of myself 
(Who am no more but as the* tops of treat, 

VOL. If. 



Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend 

them,) 
Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish, 
And punish that before, that he would punish. 

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast ! 

2 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us. 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

Hd. Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience 
tongue. 
They do abuse the king, that flatter him : 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 
The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark, 
To which that breath gives beat and stronger glow- 
ing; 
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order, 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace, 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life : 
Prince, pardon me. or strike me, if you please ; 
I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares o'erlook 
What shipping, and what lading's in our haven, 
And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.] Helicanus, 

thou 
Hast moved us : what see'st thou in oar looks ? 

Hd. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per. If there be such a dart in princes* frowns, 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our nice ? 

Hd. How clare the plants look up to heaven, fm 
whence 
They have their nourishment ? 

Per. Thou know'st I have power 

To take thy life. 

Hel. [Kneeling.] I have ground the axe myself; 
Do you but strike tne blow. 

Per. Rise, prithee, rise ; 

Sit down, sit down ; thou art no flatterer : 
I thank thee for it ; and high heaven forbid, 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid ! 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince, 
Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant. 
What woufd'st thou have me do ? 

Hd. With patience bear 

Such griefs as you do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou npcak'st like a physician, Helicanus ; 
Who niinister'st a potion unto me, 
That thou would'st tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know'st, against the face of death, 
t sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 
From whence an issue I might propagate, 
Bring arms to princes, and to subjects joys. 
Her race was lo mine eye beyond all wonder ; 
The rest (hark in thine ear,) as black as incest ; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know'st 

thi% 
'Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled ; 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seem'd my good protector ; and being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what mi^ht succeed. 
I knew him tyrannous ; and t) rants' fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their vears : 
And should he doubt it (as no duubt he doth,) 
That I should open to the listening air, 
How many worthy princes' bloods were shed, 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope# — 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him ; 
When all, for mine, if 1 may call't offence, 
MiM feel war's blow, who spares not innocence : 
Which love to all (of which thyself art one, 

Who now reprov'st me for it) 

J K 
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The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 
Enter a Lord 

Ijord. Where's the lord governor? 

CU. Here. 
Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring'st, in haste, 
For comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbouring 
shore, 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. 1 thought as much. 
One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir, 
That may succeed as his inheritor ; 
And so in ours : some neighbouring nation, 
Taking advantage of our misery, 
Hath staff f d these hollow vessels with their power,* 
To beat us down, the which arc down already ; 
And make a conquest of unhappy me, 
Whereas no glory's got to oyeivoroc. 

I*ord. That's the least fear: for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags displayed, they "bring us peace, 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

CU. Thou speak'st like him '» untutor'd to repeat, 
Who makes the fairest show, means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, what need we fear? 
The ground's the low Vt, and we are half way there 
Go tell their general, we attend him here, 
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. [Exit. 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist ; 2 
If wars, we are unable to resist 

Enter Pericles, with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 
Let not our ships and number of our men, 
Be, like a beacon* fir'd, to amaze your eves. 
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets : 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 
But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 
And these our 'ships you happily 1 raav think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuff 'd within, 
With bloody views, expecting overthrow, 
Are stor'd with com, to make your needy bread, 
And give them life, who are huiiger-fctarv'd, half 
dead. 

All. The gods of Greece protect you ! 
And we'll pray for you. 

Per. Rise, I pray you, rise ; 

We do not look for reverence, but for love. 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify, 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 
Tlie curse of Heaven and men succeed their evils ! 
Till when (the which, I hope, shall ne'er be seen,) 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per. Which welcome we'll accept ; feast here 
a while, 
1,'ntil our Mars that frown, lend us a smile. [Exe. 



ACT II. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. Here have you seen a mighty king 
Hi* child, I wis, 4 to incest bring ; 
A better prince, and benign lord, 

(1) Fore** (2) If he stands on peace. 
(3) Perhaps. (4) Know. 



Prove awful both in deed and word. 

Be quiet then, as men should be, 

Till he hath pasa'd necessity. 

I'll show you those in trouble's reign, 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

The good in conversation 5 

(To whom I give my beniion, 8 ) 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man ? 

Thinks all is writ he spoken can : 

And, to remember what he does, 

Gild his statue glorious : 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ? 

Dumb show. Enter at one door Pericles, talking 
with Cleon ; all the train with them. Enter at 
another door, a Gentletnan with a letter to Per- 
icles; Pericles shows the letter to Cleon; then 
gives tlie Messenger a reward, and knights him. 
Exeunt Pericles, Cleon, Sfc. severally. 

Gow. Good Helicane hath staid at home, 
Not to eat honey, like a drone, 
From others' labours ; forth he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive; 
And, to fulfil his prince* desire, 
Send* word of all that haps in Tyre : 
How Thaliard came full bent with sin, 
And hid intent, to murder him ; 
And that in Tharsus was not best 
IiOngcr for him to make his rest : 
He knowing so, put forth to seas, 
Where when men been, there'* seldom ease ; 
For now the wind begins to blow ; 
Thunder above, and deeps below. 
Make such unquiet, that the «hip 
Should house him safe, is wreck'd and split ; 
And he, good prince, having all lo-»t, 
Bv waves from coast to coast is tost : 
All perishen of man, of pelf, 
Ne aught escapen but himself; 
Till fortune, tir'd with doing bad, 
Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 
And here he comes : what shall be next, 
Pardon old Gower : this long's the text. [Ex. 

SCENE I. — Pentapolis. An open place by the 
seaside. Enter Pericles, \oet. 

Per. Yet cease vour ire, ye angry stars of heaven ! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you ; 
And 1, as fits my nature, do obey you ; 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash'd me from .shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death : 
Let it >umce thr» greatness of your powers, 
To have bereft a prince of all hi* fortunes ; 
And having thrown him from your wat'ry grave, 
Here to have death in peace, is all he'll crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

1 Fish. What, ho, Pilche ! 

v 2 Fish. Ho ! come, and bring away the nets. 

I Ftsh. What, Patch-breech. 1 say ! 

3 Fish. What say vou, master? 

1 Fish. I ^x»k how i nou stinest now! come away, 
or I'll iv.ch thee with a wannion. 

3 Fish. 'Faith, muster, J urn thinking of the poor 
men that were cast uway beibre us, even now. 

] Fish. Ala3, poor souls, it griev'd my heart to 
hear what pitiful cries they made to us, to beif) 
them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce help our- 
&elv» ri. 

(3 1 t. e. Conduct, behaviour. ;6) Blessing. 
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Only, ray friend, I vet am unprorided 
Of a pair of bases.! 

2 Fish. We'll sure provide : thou shalt have nay 
best gown to make thee a pair; and I'll bring thee 
to the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a gaol to my will ; 
This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt. 

9CEJYE II— The tome. A public way, or plat- 
form, leading to the lisU. A pavilion by the 
side of it, for the reception of tke King, Prin- 
cess, Isords, SfC. Enter Simonides, Thaisa, 
Lords, and Attendants. 

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph? 

1 Lord. They are, my liege ; 
And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim. Return them, 3 we are ready; and our 
daughter, 
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are, 
Sits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at 

[Exit a Lord 

Thai. It pleaseth you, my father 1 , to express 
My commendations great, whose merit's leas. 

Sim. 'Tis fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself: 
As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 
So princes their renown, if not respected. 
'Tis now your honour, daughter, to explain 
The labour of each knight, in his device, 9 

Thai Which, to preserve mine honour, 111 per- 
form. 

Enter a Knight ; he passes over the stage, and his 
Squire presents his shield to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer* himself? 
Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black iEthiop, reaching at the sun ; 
The word,* Lux tua vita mihi. 
Sim. He loves you well, that holds his life of you. 

[The second Knight passes. 
Who is the second, that presents himself? 

. Thai A prince of Macedon, my royal father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm'd knight, that's conquer'd by a lady : 
The motto thus, in Spanish, Ptu per autcura que 
perfuercafi [ The third Knight passes. 
Sim. And what's the third ? 
Thai. The third, of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry : 
The word, Me pompaproverit apex. 

[The fourth Knight passes. 
Sin. What is the fourth? 
Thai. A burning torch, that's turned upside down: 
The word, Quod me alii, me extinguit. 
Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power 
and will, 
Which can as well inflame* as it can kill. 

[ Thejifth Knight passes. 
Thai. The fifth, a hand environed with clouds ; 
Holding out gold, that's by the touchstone tried ; 
The motto thus, Sic spectanda Jides. 

[ The sixth Knight passes. 
Sim. And what's the sixth and last, which the 
knight himself 
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd ? 

Thai. He seems a stranger ; but his present is 
A wither'd branch, that's only green at top ; 

(1) A kind of loose breeches. 

(2) i. e. Return them notice. 

i3) Emblem on a shield. (4) Oner. 
(j) The motto. 



The motto, In hat spe vim. 

Sim. A pretty moral ; 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his out- 

ward show 
Can any way speak in his jut commend : 
For, by his rusty outside, be appears 
To have practiVd more the whipstock, 7 than the 

lance. 

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an bonour'd triumph, strangely furnished. 

S Lord. And on set purpose let bis armour nut, 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust 

•Sim. Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are coming ; we'll withdraw 
Into the gallery. [Exeunt. 

[Great shouts, and all cry, The mean knight ! 

SCEJVE III— The same. A hall of state.--A 
banquet prepared. Enter Simonides, Thaisa, 
Lords, Knights, and Attendants. 

Sim. Knights, 
To say you are welcome, were superfluous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As in a title-page, your worth in anna, 
Were more tnan you expect, or mora than** fit, 
Since every worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare fur mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You arc my guests. 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest ; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give, 
And crown you king of this day's happiness. 

Per. Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit 

Sim. Call it by wliat you will, the day if 
yours; 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it 
In framing artists, art hath thus decreed, 
To make some good, but others to exceed ; 
And you're her labour'd scholar. Come, queen 

o'the feast 
(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place: 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Knights. We are honour'd much by good Siroon- 
■ ides. 

Sim. Your presence glads our days ; honour we 
love, 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 

Marsh. Sir, yond's your place. 

Per. Some other is more fit 

1 Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentle- 
men, 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 
Euvv the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

Sim. Sit, sit, sir ; sit 

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me,* she not thought upon. 

Thai By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat ; 
Sure he's a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. He's but 

A country gentleman ; 

He has done no more than other krfights have done , 
Broken a staff, or so ; so let it pass. 

Thai To me he seems like diamond to glass. 

Per. Yon king's to me, like to my father's pic- 
ture, 

(6) 1. 1. More by sweetness than by force. 

(7) Handle of a whip. 

(8J •. c These delicacies go against wff ttomech. 
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Where's hourly trouble for a minute'* co.se. 

A twelvemonth longer, let me ih^u entreat you 

To forbear choice i'thc absence of your king ; 

If in which time expir'd, he not return, 

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 

But if I cannot win you to thin love ; 

Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects, 

And in your search spend your adventurous worth ; 

Whom if you find, and win unto return, 

You shall like diamonds sit about nib crown. 

1 Isord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield ; 
And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us, 
W T e with our travel* will endeavour it. 

HeL Then vou love u», we you, and we'll clasp 
hand's; 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 

[Exeunt. 

8CELNE r.— Pcntapolk A room in the palace. 
Enter Sunonides, reading a letter, the Knights 
meet htm. 

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonidcs. 
Sim. Knighti, from my daughter this I let you 

know, 
Thai for this twelvemonth, she'll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known, 
Which from herself bv no mean* can I get. 

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord? 
Sim, 'Faith, by no means ; she hath so strictly 

tied her 
To her chamber, that it id impossible. 
One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana's livery ; 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd, 
And on her virgin honour will not break it 

3 Knight. Though loath to bid farewell, we take 

our leaves. [Exeunt. 

Sim. So 
They're well depatch'd ; now to my daughter's 

letter : 
She tt> lis me here, she'll wed the stranger knight, 
Or never more, to view nor dav nor li"ht. 
MiMres*, 'ti> well, your choice agrees with mine; 
I like that well : — nay, how absolute she's iu't, 
Not minding whether 1 dislike or no ! 
Well, I commend her choice ; 
And will no longer have it be delay'd. 
Soft, here lie comes : — I must dissemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simottides ! 

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholden to you, 
For your swvet miinc this last night : my ears, 
1 do protest, we re never better fed 
With suHi delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend ; 
Not my desert. 

Sim. Sir. you are music's matter. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

Sim. Ia'X me ask one thing. What do you think, 
sir, of 
My daughter? 

Per. As of a most virtuous princess. 

■SVfrt. And she i« fair too, is she not r 

Per. As a fair <\ny in summer; wond'mus fair. 

Sim. My daughter, sir, thinks very well of yon ; 
Ay, so well, sir, that you inu«-t be her master, 
Anil >he'll your « holar be ; therefore, look to it. 

ppr. Knwoithy I to be her *rhool mutter. 

Sim. She thinks not so ; peruke this writing else. 

Per. What's here! 
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre ? 

(1) Quenched. 



'Tis tlie king'* subtilty, to have my life. [Aside. 

O, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman, 

That never aim'd «o high, to love your daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sim. Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter, and thou 
art 
A villain. 

Per. By the gods, I have not, sir. 
Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 
Nor ne\er did my actions yet rommence 
A deed might gain ner love, or your displeasure. 

Sim. Traitor, thou lieit. 

Per. Traitor ! 

Sim. Ay, traitor, sir. 

Per. Even in his throat (unless it be the king,) 
That calls me traitor, 1 return the lie. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his cou- 
rage. [Aside. 

Per. My actions are as noble as my tlioughtn, 
That never relish'd of a base descent. 
I came unto your court, fur honour's cause, 
And not to be a rebel to her state ; 
And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword ««hall prove he's honour's enemr. 

Sim. No'— 
Here comes my daughter, the can witness it. 

Enter Thaisa. 

Per. Tlien, as you are as virtuous as fair, 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllabic that "made love to you ? 

Thai. 'Whv, sir, say if you had. 
Who takes ndc-nrc at "that would make me glad ? 

.Sim. Yea, metres*, are vou so peremptory ? — 
I am glad of it with all my heart. [Aside, J 1*11 tame 

you ; 
I'll bring you in subjection. — 
Will you, not having my consent, bestow 
Your love and your affections on a stranger? 
(Who, for aught I know to the contrary, 
Or think, may be as great in blood as I) [Aside. 
Hear, therefore, mistress; frame your will tomine,- - 
And you, sir, hear you. — Either be rul'd by me. 
Or 1 will make you — man and wife. — 
Nay, come ; your hands and lips must seal it too.- - 
And being join'd, I'll thus your hopes destroy ; — 
And for a further grief, — Ood give you joy ! 
What, arc you both plras'd ? 

Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it. 

•Si fit. What, arc you both agreed ? 

Both. ' Y<#, 'please your majesty. 

.Sim. Ft pleuseth me so well, I'll see you wed ; 
Then, with what haste you can, get you to l>ed. 

| Kxeunt. 



ACT III. 

Enter Cower. 

Gov. Now sleep v*la*ed' halh the rout ; 
No din but *nore<«, tfic house alxnit. 
Made louder by the o'er- fed breast 
Of this mo-t |h)mpou* rnarriage-fea«»t. 
The (at, with cyiv of burning « iwil. 
Now roiir-he* 'fore the mouse's hole : 
And i rirket* sing at th' oven's mouth, 
A* the blither for their drouth. 
Hymen hath brought the bride to l>rd, 
W here, \>\ tlie los« of niiiidenlM'ad, 
A babe iy moulded : - Be attent, 
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Must cast thee, scarcely coffin'd, in the ooze; 

Where, for a monument upon thy hones, 

And aye-remaining 1 lamps, the belching whale, 

And humming water must o'erwhelm thy corpse, 

Lying with simple shells. Lychorida, 

Rid Nestor bring me spices, ink, and paper; 

My casket, and my jewels ; and bid meander 

firing me the satin coffer : lay the babe 

Upon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say 

A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 

[Exit Lychorida. 

2 Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulk'd and bitum'd ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say, what coast is 
this? 

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner, 
Alterthy course for Tyre- When canst thou reach it? 

2 Sad. Bj break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. O make for Tharsus. 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there Til leave it 
At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner ; 
I'll bring the body presently. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE //— Ephesus. A room in Ceriraon's 
house. Enter Ccrimon, a Servant, and some 
Persons who have been shipwrecked, 

Cer. Philemon, ho ! 

Enter Philemon. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 
Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men ; 
It has been a turbulent and stormy night 
Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night as 
this, 
Till now I ne'er endur'd. 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return ; 

There's nothing can be minister'd to nature, 

That can recover him. Give this to the 'pothecary, 

And tell me how it works. [7b Philemon. 

[Exeunt Philemon, Servant, and those who 

had been shipwrecked. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Good-morrow, sir. 

2 Gent. Good-morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early ? 

1 Gent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea, 
Shook, as the earth did quake ; 
The very principals 3 did seem to rend, 
And all to topple ;' pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

2 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so 

early; 
*Tis not our husbandry. 4 

Cer. O, vou say well. 

1 Gent. But I much marvel that your lordship, 
having 
Rich tire 5 about you, should at these early hours 
Sliake off the golden slumber of repose. 
It is most strange. 

Nature should be so conversant with pain, 
Being thereto not compel Pd. 

Grr. I held it ever, 

Virtim and running^ were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : care lens heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 

(1) Ever-burning. 

(2) The principal* are the strongest rafters in 
the roof of. a building. 
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But immortality attends the former, 
Making a man a god. Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art, 
By turning o'er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 
That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 
And I can speak of the disturbances 
That Nature works, and of her cures; which gives 

me 
A more content in course of true delight 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 
To please the fool and death. 
2Gcnl. Your honour has through Ephesus pour*d 
forth 

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restorM : 
And not your knowledge, personal pain, but e 
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never 

Enter two Servants with a chest 

Serv. So ; lift there. 

Cer. What is that? 

Serv. Sir, ere 

Did the sea toss upon our shore mis cheat ; 
'Tis of some wreck. 

Cer. Set 't down, let's look en it 

2 Gent. 'Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer. Whate'er it be, 

'Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight ; 
If the sea's stomach be o'ercharg'd with golo\ 
It is a good constraint of fortune, that 
It belches upon us. 

2 Gent. 'Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How close 'tis caulk'd and bitum'd ! — 
Did the sea cast it up ? 

Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir, 
As toss'd it upon shore. 

Cer. Come, wrench it open ; 

Soft, soft ! — it smells roost sweetly in my sense. 

2 Gent. A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril ; so, — op with it 
O you most potent goM what's here ? a corse ! 

1 Gent, most strangU 

Cer. Shrouded in clom of state ; balm'd and en- 
treasur'd 
With bags of spices full ! A passport too ! 
Apollo, perfect me i'the characters ! 

[Unfolds a scroU. 

Here I give to umlerstand, [Reads. 

(If e'er this coffin drive a-lana\) 

I, king Pericles, have lost 

This queen, worth all our mundane 1 cost 

Who finds her, give her burying. 

She leas the daughter of a kmg : 

Besides this treasure for a fee, 

The gods requite his charity ! 

If thou liv'st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

That even cracks for wo ! — This chane'd to-night 

2 Gent. Most likely, sir. 

Or. Nay, certainly to-night; 

For look, how fresh she looks .' — They were too 

rough. 
That threw her in the &en. Make fire within ; 
Ketch hither all tlie boxes in my closet. 
l)e:»th may usurp on nature mam hours, 
And yet the fire of lite kindle again 

(3) Tumble. 

(A) i. e. Economical prudence, early rising. 

(5; Attire. (6) Knowledge. (7) WoriSy. 
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With fingers long, snail, white as milk ; 

Or when she would with iharp neeldi wound 

The cambric, which she made more sound 

By hurting it ; or when to the lute 

She sung, and made the night-bird mute, 

That still records 3 with moan ; or when 

She would with rich and constant pen 

Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 

This Philoten contends in skill 

With absolute 1 Marina : so 

With the dove of Paphos might the crow 

Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, which are paid as debts, 

And not as given. This so darks 

In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon's wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 

For good Marina, that her daughter 

Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead ; 

Lycborida, our nurse, is dead ; 

And cursed Dionyia hath 

The pregnant 4 instrument of wrath 

Pre«t 5 tor this blow. The unborn event 

1 do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 

Which never could I so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way. — 

Dionyza does appear, 

With Leonine, a murderer. [Exit. 

SCENE /.— Tharsus. An open place near the 
sea-shore. Enter Dionyza and Leonine. ■ 

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to 
do it : 
*Tis bat a blow, which never shall* be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i'the world so soon, 
To yield thee so much profit I^et not conscience, 
Which is but cold, inflame love in thy bosom, 
Inflame too nicely,; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I'll do't ; but yet she is a goodly credturc. 

Dion. The fitter then the gods should have her. 
Here 
Weeping she comes for her old nurse's death. 
Thou art resolv'd ? 

Leon. I am resolv'd. 

Enter Marina, with a basket ofjlowert. 

Mar. No, no, I will rob Tellus 8 of her weed, 
To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows, blues, 
The purple violets, and marigolds, 
Shall, as a chnplct, bang upou thy grave, 
While summer days do last. Ah me ! poor maid, 
Born iu a tempest, when my mother died, 
This* world (o me is like a lasting storm, 
Whirring me from my friend*. 

Dion. How now, Manna ! why do you keep 
alone ? 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume vour blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse ot me. Lord ! how vour favour's 7 chang'd 
With this unprofitable wo ! Come, come ; 
Give me your wreath of flowers. Ere the sea mar it, 
Walk forth with Leonine ;* the air is quick there. 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. Come ; — 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with ber. 

(1) Needle. (2; Sings. 

(3) Accomplished, perfect (4) Prepared. 

IS) Ready 

(6) The caith. (7) Countenance, look. 



Mar. No, I pray you ; 
I'll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion. Come, come ; 

I love the king your father, and yourself, 
With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted, 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta'en 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for ine ; 
I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come, I know 'tis good for you. 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least ; 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while; 
Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood : 
What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar. Thanks, sweet madam.— 

[Exit Dionyxa. 
Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon. South-wetf. 

Mar. When I was born, the wind waa north. 

Leon. Wast so? 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear, 
But cry'd, rood seamen ! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes ; 
And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That almost burst the deck, and from the ladder- 

tackle 
Wash'd oh" a canvas-climber $ Ha ! says one, 
IVilt out ? and, with a dropping industry, 
They skip from stem to stern : the boatswain whis- 
tles, 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon. And when was this ? 

Mar. It was when I was bom : 

Never was waves nor wind more violent. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar. W hat mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it ; Pray ; but be not tedious, 
For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why, will you kill me? 

Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have me kill'd ? 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 
I never did her hurt. in all my life ; 
I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 
I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 
I trod upon a worm against my will, 
But I wept for it. How have I offended, 
Wherein my death might yi^ld her profit, or 
My life imply her danger? 

Leon. My commission 

la not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do't for all the world, I hope. 
Vou are well-favour'd, and vour looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart, f saw you lately, 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought 
Good sooth, it show'd well in you ; do so now : 
Your lady seeks my life ; come you between, 
And save poor me, the weaker. 

(8) t. e. Ere the sea, by the coming in of the tide y 
mar your walk. 
(9; A ihip-boy. 
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ease hither : here be does but repair it I know, 
be will cone in oar shadow, to scatter his crowns 
in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, 
we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while. You have 
fortunes coming upon you. Mark me; you must 
seem to do. that fearfully, which you commit wil- 
lingly ; to despise profit, where you have most gain. 
To weep that you live as you do, makes pity in your 
lovers : Seldom, but that pity begets you a good 
opinion, and that opinion a mere 1 profit 

Mar. I understand you not 

Boult. O, take her borne, mistress, take her 
home : these blushes of hers must be quenched with 
some present practice. 

Bawd. Thou say'st true, i'faith, so they must : 
for your bride goes to that with shame, which is 
her wav to go with warrant. 

Bouu. 'Faith some do, and some do not But, 
mistress, if I have bargained for the joint, 

Bawd. Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult. I may so. ^ ^ 

Bawd. Who should d^fcit? Come, young one, 
I like the manner of vour garments weft. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed 
yet 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town : re- 
port what a sojourner we have ; you'll lose nothing 
by custom. When nature framed this piece, she 
meant thee a good turn ; therefore say what a para- 
gon she is, and thou hast the harvest out of thine 
own report 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not 
so awake the beds of eels, as my giving out her 
beauty stir up the lewdly inclined. Til bring home 
some to-night. 

Bawd. Come your wars ; follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my purpose ! 

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana ? Pray 
you, will you go with us ? [Exeunt 

SCENE /F.— Tharsus. A room in Cleon's 
house. Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone? 

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er looked upon ! 

Dion. I think 

You'll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all the spacious world, 
I'd give it to undo the deed. O lady, 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To eaual any single crown o'the earth, 
I'the justice of compare ! O villain Leonine, 
Whom thou hast poison'd too ! 
If thou had'st drunk to him, it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy feat : 2 what canst thou say, 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Di<m. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates, 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died by night ; 1*11 say so. Who can cross it ? 
Unless you play the impious innocent, 3 
And for an honest attribute, cry out, 
She died by foul play. 

Cle. O, go to. Well, well, 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst 

(1) An absolute, a certain profit 

(2) i e. Of a piece with the rest of thy exploit. 

(3) An innocent was formerly a common appel- 
lation for an idiot 



Dion. Be one of those, that think 

The petty wrens of Tharsos will fly bence, 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 
And of how cow'd a spirit. 

Cfe. To such proceeding 

Who ever but bis approbation added, 
Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
From honourable courses. 

Dion. Be it so then : 

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead , 
Nor none can know, Leonine being gone. 
She did disdain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : None would look on her, 
But cast their gazes on Marina's face ; 
Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin, 4 
Not worth the time of day. It piere'd me thorough ; 
And though you call my course unnatural. 
You not your child well loving, vet I find, 
It greets me, as an enterprise of kindness, 
Performed to your sole* daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 
What should he say ? We wept after ber hearse. 
And even vet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost nnioh'd, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whoge expense 'tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, doth wear an angel's face, 
Seize with an eagle's talons. 

Dion, You are like one, that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies ; 
But yet I know you'll do as I advise. [Exeunt. 

Enter Gower, before the monument of Marina at 

Tharsus. 

Goto. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 

make short ; 
Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for't ; 
Making^ (to take your imagination,) 
From bourn to bourn, 7 region to region. 
By you being pardoti'd, we commit no crime 
To use one language in each several clime, 
Where our scenes seem to live. J do beseech yoo, 
To learn of me, who stand i'the gap to teach you 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas 
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight 
Old Escancs, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc'd in time to great and high estate, 
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 
Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, hav* 

brought 
This king to Tharsus, (think his pilot thought ; 
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,) 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
Like inotes and shadows see them move a while; 
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile. 

Dumb show. Enter at one door, Pericles, with 
his train; Cleon and Dionyza at the other. 
Cleon shows Pericles the tomb of Marina; where* 
at Pericles makes lamentation, puts on sackcloth^ 
and in a mighty passion departs. Then Cleont 
and Dionyza retire. 

Gow. See how belief may suffer by foul show ! 

(4) A coarse wench, not worth a good-morrow. 

(5) Only. (6) Travelling. 
(7) From one boundary to another. 
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Lys. Why, your herb-woman ; she thai sets seeds 
and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard 
something of mypower, and so stand aloof for more 
serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, 
my authority shall not see thee, or else look friendly 
Bpon thee. Come, bring me to some private place. 
Come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, show it now ; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it 

Lys. How's this ? how's this ? — Some more ; — 
be sage. 

Mar. For me, 
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Hath plac'd me here within this loathsome sty. 
Where, since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physic,— O that the good gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow'd place, 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies Pthe purer air ! 

Lys. I did not think 

Thou could'st have spoke so well ; ne'er dream'd 

thou could'st. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 
Thy speech had altcr'd it Hold, here's gold for 

thee: * 

Persever still in that clear way thou goest, 
And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar. The gods preserve you ! 

Lys. For me, be you thoughten 

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble. — 
Hold ; here's more gold for thee. — 
A curse upon him, die he like a thief. 
That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear'st 

from mc, 
It shall be for thy good. 

[As Lysimachus is putting up his purse, 
Boult enters. 

Bau.lt. I beseech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper ! Your 
house, 
But for this virgin that doth prop it up, 
Would sink, ana overwhelm you all. Away ! 

[Exit Lysimachus. 

Boult. How's this ? We must take another course 
with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not 
worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under 
the cope, 1 shall undo a whole household, let me be 
geldea like a spaniel. Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me r 

Boult. I must have your maidenhead taken o$ 
or the common hangman shall execute it. Come 
your way. We'll have no more gentlemen driven 
away. Come your ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bawd. How now ! what's the matter ? 

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here 
spoken holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bated. O abominable ! 

Bovlt. She makes our profession as it were to 
stink afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her 
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as 
a snowball ; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her at thy 
pleasure: crack the glass of her virginity, and 
make the rest malleable. 

(1) Cope or canopy of heaven. (2) Paltry fellow. 



Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground 
than she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods ! 

Bawd. She conjures : away with her. Would she 
had never come within my doors ! Marry hang 
you ! She's born to undo us. Will you not go the 
way of women-kind? Marry come up, my dish of 
chastity with rosemary and bays ! [Exit Bawd. 

Boult. Come, mistress ; come your way with me. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the jewel yon hold so 
dear. 

Mar. Pr'ythee, tell me one thing first 

Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be ? 

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my master, 
or rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these arc yet so bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou ltold'st a place, for which the painedst fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 
Thou'rt the damn'd door-keeper to every coystrel 2 
That hither comes inquiring for his tib ; 
To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear 
Is liable ; thy very food is such 
As hath been belch'd on by infected lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me? go to the 
wars, would you ; where a man may serve seven 
years for the loss of a leg, and have not money 
enough in the end to buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth ; 
Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 
Any of these ways are better yet than this : 
For that which thou professest, a baboon, 
Could he but speak, would own a name too dear. 

that the gods would safely from this place 
Deliver mel Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain aught by me, 
Proclaim that I can sin£, weave, sew, and dance, 
With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 

1 doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak of? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for thee : 
if I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst honest women ? 

Boult. 'Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them. But since my master and mistress have 
bought you, there's no going but by their consent ; 
therefore I will make mem acquainted with your 
purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them trac- 
table enough. Come, I'll do for thee what I can ; 
come your ways. [ Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. Marina thus the brothel 'scapes, and chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess -like to her admired lays : 
Deep clerks* she dumbs ; and with her neeld* com- 
poses 
Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry ; 
That even her art sisters the natural roses : 

(3) Learned men. (4) Needle. 
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Who stood equivalent with mighty kings : 
But time hath rooted out raj parentage, 
And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. — I will desist ; 
Bat there is something glows upon my cheek, 
And whispers in mine ear, Go not till he tpeak. 

[Aside. 

Per. My fortiines—parejitar^—rood parentage — 
To equal mine; — was it not thus? what say you? 

Mir. I said, my lord, if you did know my parent* 

•ge. 
You would not do me violence. 

Per. I do think sa 

I pray you, turn your eves again upon me. — 
You are like soroethinr that— -What cou ntrywoma n? 
Here of these shores? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per. lam great with wo, and shall deliver weep- 
ing. 
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been : my queen's square 

brows; 
Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight; 
As silver*votc*d ; her eyes as jewel-like, 
And cas'd as richly : in pace another Juno ; 
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 

hungry, 
The mom she gives mem speech. — Where do you 
live ? 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger; from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And liow aohiev'd you these endowments, which 
You make moro rich to owe ?i 

Mar. Should I tell my history, 

Twould seem like lies disdain'd in the reporting. 

Per. Pr'ythee speak ; 
Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look'st 
Modest as justice, and thou seem'st a palace 
For the rrown'd truth to dwell in : 1*11 believe thee, 
And make my senses credit thy relation, 
To points' that seem impossible ; for thou look'st 
Like one I lov'd indeed. What were thy friends? 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, 
(Which was when I perceiv'd thee,) mat thou 

cam'st 
From good descending ? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said'st 
Thou hadst been toss'd from wrong to injury, 
And that thou thought'* thy griefs might equal 

mine, 
If both were open'd.. 

Mar. Some such thing indeed 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story ; 

If thine oontider'd prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffer'd like a girl : yet thou dost look 
I ike Patience, gating on kings* graves, and smiling 
Extre.nity out of act. What were thy friends ? 
How lout thou them? Thy name, my roost kind 

virgin ? 
Recount, I do beseech thee ; come, sit by me. 

Mar. My name, sir, w Marina. 

Per. O, I am mock'd, 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir, 
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Or here I'll 

Per. Nay, III be patient : 

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle roe, 
To call thyself Marina. 

.Afar. The name Marina, 

Was given me by one that had some power ; 
My father, and a king. 

Per. How ! a kink's daughter ? 

And ctJl'd Marina? 

Mar. You said you would believe me ; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
I will end hens. 

Per. But are you flash and blood ? 

Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy ? 
No motion? 2 — Well; speak on. Where were you 

bom? 
And wh erefo r e calPd Marina ? 

Mar. Caird Marine, 

For I was born at tea. 
Per. At sea ? Hiy mother? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king , 
Who died the very minute I was born, 
As my good nurse Lycborida hath oft 
Deliverd weeping. 

Per. O, atop there a little ! 

TTiis is the rarest dream that e*er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be, 
My daughter's buried. [And*] Well :— wber« 

were you bred ? 
1*11 bear you more, to the bottom of your story. 
And never interrupt you. 
Mar. You'll scarce believe me ; 'twere best I did 

give o'er. 
Per. I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave : — 
How came you in these parts? where were you bred? 
Mar. The king, my father, did iu Tharsus leave 
mc; 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 
Did seek to murder me : and navinr woo'd 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me ; 
Brought me to Mirylene. But now, good sir, 
Whither, will you have mc ? Why do you weep? It 

may be. 
You think me an impostor ; no, good faith ; 
I am the daughter to king Pericles, 
If rood king Pericles be. 
Per. Ho, Helicanus! 

HeL Calls ray 'gracious lord ? 

Per. Thou art a crave and noble counsellor. 
Most wise in general : Tell me, if thou canst, 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 
That thus hath made me weep ? 

HeL I know not; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene, . 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lye. She would never tell 

Her parentage ; being demanded that, 
She would sit still ana weep. 

Per. O Helicanus, strike roe, booour'd sir ; 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me, 
O'erbear the shores of my mortality, 
And drown me with their sweetness. O, come hither, 
Thou that beget'st him that did thee beret ; 
Thou that wast born at sea, buried at twsut, 
And found at sea again ! O Helicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gtiris, as load 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina. — 
What was thy mother's name ? tell me but that, 
For truth can never be confirro'd enough, 



(2) i a. No puppet rim ss d up to 
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Thrown on (his shore. I op'd the coffin, and 
Found there rich jewels; recover'd her, and plac'd 

her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per. May we see them ? 

Or. Great sir, they shall be brought you \o my 
house, 
Whither I invite you. Look ! Thaisa is 
Recover'd. 

Thai. O, let me look ! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my seme 1 bend no licentious ear, 
But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord, 
Are you not Pericles ? like him you speak, 
like him you are : Did you not name a tempest, 
A birth, and death? 

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

Thau That Tbaiaa am I, supposed dead, 
Anddrown'd. 

Per. Immortal Dian ! 

Thai. Now I know you better. — 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

[Shows a ring. 

Ptr. This, this : no more, you gods ! your pre- 
sent kindness 
Makes my past miseries sport : You shall do well, 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more Be seen. O come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom. 

[KneeU to Thaisa. 
' Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh, 

Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina, 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Bless'd and mine own ! 

HeL Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not 

Ptr. You have heard me say, when I did fly 
from Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient substitute. 
Can you remember what I calPd the man ? 
1 nave nain'd him oft. 

Thai. 'Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is be. 
Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 
How possibly preserved ; and whom to thank, 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man 
Through whom the gods have shown their power; 

that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per. « Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a pod than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer. I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 

(1) Sensual passion. (2) I e. His beard. 



Where shall be shown you all was found with her ; 
How she came placed here within the temple ; 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Diana ! 

I bless thee for thy vision, and will offer 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 
Shall marry lier at Pentapolis. And now, 
This ornament 3 that makes me look so dismal, 
Will I, my lov'd Marina, clip to form; 
And what this fourteen years no razor touch'd, 
To grace thy marriage day, I'll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, 
Sir, that my father's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him ! Yet there, 
my queen, 
Well celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days ; 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay, 
To hear the rest untold.— Sir, lead the way. [Exe. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. In Antioch,' and his (laughter, you nave 
heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen 
(Although assail'd with fortune fierce and keen,) 
Virtue preserv'd from fell destruction's blast, 
Led on by heaven, and crown'd with joy at last 
In Helicanus may you well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 
In reverend Cerimon there well appears, 
Tha worth that learned charity aye 4 wean. 
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and bonour'd name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 
That him and his they in his palace burn. 
The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them ; although not done, but meant 
So on your patience evermore attending, 
New joy wait on you .' Here our play has ending. 

{Exit Gower. 



That this tragedy has some merit, it were vain 
to deny ; but that it is the entire composition of 
Slutkspeare, is more than can be hastily granted. 
I shall not venture, with Dr. Farmer, to determine 
that the hand of our great poet is only visible in 
the last act, for I think it appears in several pas- 
sages dispersed over each of these divisions. I 
find it difficult, liowever, to persuade myself that 
he was the original fabricator of the plot, or the 
author of every dialogue, chorus, Ac. 

STEKVENS. 

Hie story is of great antiquity ; and is related 
by various ancient authors in I<atin, French, and 
English. 

(3) i. e. The king of Antioch. (4) Ever. 
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ACT I. 

SCEJYE I— A room qf state in King Lear's pal- 
ace. Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund. 

Kent. 

I THOUGHT, the king bad more affected the 
duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always seem so to us : but now, in 
the division of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes be values most ; for equalities are so 
wei^h'd, mat curiosity 1 in neither can make choice 
of cither's moiety .3 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Glo. His breeding, sir, ham been at my charge 
I have so often blushed to acknowledge him, that 
now I am brazed to it 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : 
whereupon she grew round-wombed ; and had, in- 
deed, sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a hus- 
band for her bed. Do you smell a fault ? 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue 
of it being so proper. 1 

Glo. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my 
account: though this knave came somewhat saucily 
into the world before he was sent for, yet was his 
mother fair; there was good sport at his making, 
and the whoreson must be acknowledged. — Do you 
know! this noble gentleman, Edmund ? 

Edm. No, ray lord. 

Glo. Mv lord of Kent : remember him hereaf- 
ter as my honourable friend. 

Edm. My services to your lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you 
better. 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away be 
•ball again : — The king is coming. 

[ Trumpets sound within. 



$ 



Most scrupulous nicety. 
Part m division. (3) 



Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Gloster. 

Glo. I shall, my liege. [Exe. Glo. and Edm. 

Lear. Mean-time we shall express our darker 4 
purpose. 
Give me the map there. — Know, that we have di- 
vided, 
In three, our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent* 
To shake all cares and business from our age; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward death.— Our son of Corn- 
wall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and 

Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love, 
Long in our court have made their amorous so- 
journ, 
And here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, my daugh- 
ters, 
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 
Interest of territory, caret of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us moat ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it — Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak first. 

Gon. Sir, I 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter, 
Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor. What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be si- 
lent \Mde. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from mis line 
to this, 

(4) More secret (*) Determined lasohrtimi 
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Kent. Fare thee well, king : nice thus thou wilt 
appear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. — 
The rods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

6 [To Cordelia. 

That justly think'st, and hast most nghtly said !— 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 

[To Regan and GoneriL 
That good effects may spring from words of love. — 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 
He'll shape his old course 1 in a country new. [JEr. 

Re-enter Gloster; with France, Burgundy, and 
Attendants. 

Gh. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble 
lord. 

Leer. My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rirall'd for our daughter ; What, in the least 
Wilt you require in present dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of lore V 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness ofierd, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Isear. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so; 
But now her price is falPn: Sir, there she stands; 
If aught within that little, seeming* substance, 
Or all of it, with our displeasure piee'd, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 
She's there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 
Will you, with thc«e infirmities she owes,* 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dowcr'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our 

oath, 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 

Election makes not up 5 on such conditions. 

Lear. Then leave ner, sir ; for by the power that 
made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. — For you, great king, 

(To France. 
I would not from your love make such a stray, 
To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech you 
To avert 6 jour liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a wretch whom nature is asharo'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now was your best object, 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
Most best, most dearest, should in thus trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd 7 affection 
Fail into taint : 8 which to believe of her, 
Muvt be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty 

If for 9 I want that glib and oily art, 

n o speak and purpose not; since what I well 

intend, 
1*11 do't before I speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 
No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step, 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace end favour : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer ; 
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A stiU-solicitinr eye, and such a tongue 

That I am glad I nave not, though not to have it, 

Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been bom, than not to have pleas'd me 
better. 

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 
That it intends to do ?— My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady t Love is not love, 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. ■ Will you have her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself propos'd. 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

Imut. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father, 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 
I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, thou art most rich, 
being poor ; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and moat lov'd, dcspisM ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seiae upon : 
I Be it lawful,! take up what's cast away. 
"Gods, gods! His strange, that from their coWst 
neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect. — 
Thy doweriess daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of wat'rish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me. — 
Bid them farewell, Cornelia, though unkind : 
Thou losest here, a better where 11 to find. 

Ijtar. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine ; 
for we 
Nave no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again : — Therefore be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our beniion.12 — 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Cornwall, 
Albany, Gloster, and Attendants. 

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash*d eyea 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Use well our father : 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg. Let your study 

Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv*d you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Tune shall unfold what plaited" cunning 
hides ; 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of 
what most nearly appertains to us both. I think, 
our father will hence to-night. 

Reg. That's most certain, and with you ; next 
month with us. 



(1) Follow his old mode of life. 

(2) A morous expedition. (3) Specious. 

(4) Owns, is possessed of. (5) Concludes not 
(6) Turn. (7) Former declaration o£ 



(8) Reproach or censure. (9) Because. 

(10) * Who seeks for aught in love but love alone. n 

(11) Place. (12) Blessing. (13) Folded, 
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I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey i 
die business a* 1 shall find means, and acquaint yon 
withal. 

Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon por- 
tend no good to us : Though the wisdom of nature 
can reason it thus and thus, yet nuture finds itself 
scourged bv the sequent 3 effects : love cools, friend- 
ship falls ofi", brothers divide : in cities mutinies ; in 
countries, discord ; in palaces treason : and the 
bond cracked between son and father. Thi* villain 
of mine comvs under the prediction ; there's son 
against father : the king; falls from bias of nature ; 
there's father against child. We have seen the best 
of our time : Machinations, bollowness, treachery, 
and all ruinous disorder}, follow u* disquietly to our 

{'raves! — Find out this villain, Edmund, it shall 
ose thee nothing ; do it carefully - — And the noble 
and true-hearted Kent bauithed! his offence, hon- 1 
eaty! — Strange ! strange ! [Exit 

Edm. Thin is the excellent foppery of the world ! 
that, when we arc sick in fortune (often the surfeit 
of our behaviour,) we make guilty of our disasters, 
the son, the moon, and the stun: : as if we were vil- 
lains by necessity ; fools, by heavenly compulsion ; 
knaves, thieves, and trea^hers, 3 br spherical pre- 
dominance; drunkard?, liars, and adulterers, by 
an enforced obcdw.nrc of planetary influence ; and 
all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on : 
An admirable evasion of whorcmastcr m%n, to lay 
his goatish disposition to the charge of a star ! My 
father compounded with mv mother under the 
dragon's tail; and mv nativity was under vrsa 
majnr ,* so that it folfows, 1 am rough and leche- 
rous. — Tut, I should have been that I am, had the 
maiden liest star in the firmament twinkled on my 
bastardizing. Edgar — 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat ho comes, like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villanous melancholy, with a 
sigh like Tom o* Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do por- 
tend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi. 5 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund ? What serious 
contemplation are you in ? 

Edm. 1 am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipse*. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that? 

Edm, I promise you, the effects he writes of 
succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalness between 
the child anu the parent ; death, dearth, dissolu- 
tions of ancient amities ; division* in state, menaces 
and maledictious against king and nobles ; need- 
less diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation 
of cohorts, 6 nuptial breaches, and I know not what 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary astro- 
nomical ? 

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my father 
last? 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Emu Spake you with him? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms ? Found you no 
displeasure in him, bv word or countenance ? 

Edg. None at all.' 

Edm. Bethink Yourself, wherein vou may have 
attended him : and at my entreaty, forbear his pre- 
sence, till some little time hath qualified the heat 
of his displeasure ; which at this instant so rageth 

(1) Manage. (2) Following. (3) Traitor*. 

(4) Great Bear, the constellation so named. 

(5) These sounds are unnatural and offensive in 
aautic. 

vol. If. 



in him, that with the mischief of your person H 
would scarcely allav. 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my (ear. I pray you, have a conti- 
nent 7 forbearance, till the speed of his rage roes 
slower ; and, as I ray, retire with me to my lodging, 
from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord 
speak : Pray you, go ; there's my key : — If you do 
stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best: go 
armed ; I am no honest man, if there be any good 
meaning towards you : I have told you what I have 
seen and heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image 
and horror of it : Pray you, away. 

Edg. Shall 1 hear from you anon ? 

Edm* I do serve you in mis business. — 

\Exit Edgar. 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy ! — I see the business. — 
Let me, if not by. birth, have lands by wit : 
All with ine's meet, that I can fashion fit. [Exit. 

SCEMS III— A room in the Duke of Albany's 
palaa. Enter Goneril and Steward. 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for 
chiding of his fool ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gun. By day and night ! he wrongs me ; every 
hour 
He fla&ltes into one gross crime or other, 
That sets us all at odds : I'll not endure it : 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick :— 
If you come slack of former services, 
Vou shall do well ; the fault of it I'll answer. 

Stew. He's coming, madam ; I bear him. 

[Horns within. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please, 
Vou and your follows ; I'd have it come to question ; 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister, 
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Not to be over-rul'd. Idle old man, 
That still would manage those authorities, 
That he hath given away ! — Now, by my life, 
Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd 
With checks, as flatteries, — when they are seen 

abus'd. 
Remember what I have said. 

Stetc. Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among 
you; 

What grows of it, no matter; advise your fellows so: 
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall. 
That I may speak : — 111 write straight to my sister, 
To hold my very course : — Prepare lor dinner. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCEjVE IV.— A hall in the same. Enter Kent, 

disguised. 

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my speech diffuse, 8 my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I rard 9 my likeness. Now, banish'd 

Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn'd 
(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov'st, 

•V>) For cohorts some editors read courts. 
;"1 Temperate. 

(9) Disorder, disguise. (9) Effaced 

3 N 



flbtju/r. 



KING LEAR. 



366 



lawyer; ycra gave me nothing fort: Canyoumaka 
no use of nothing, nuncle ? 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out 
of nothing. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of hit 
land comes to; he will not believe a fool [Tb Kent 
Iaear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool Dost thou know the difference, my boy, 
between a bitter fool and a sweet fool ? 
f*mr. No, lad; teach me. 
Fool That lord, that counsel'd thee 
To rive away thy land, 
Come place hint here by one, — 

Or do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 
The one in motley here, 
The other found out there. 
Jjtar. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 
Fool. All (hv other titles thou hast given away ; 
that thou wast "born with. 
Kent This is not altogether fool, my lord. 
Fool. No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let 
me : if I had a monopoly out, they would have part 
on't : and ladies too, they will not let me have all 
fool to myself; they'll be snatching. — Give me an 
egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns. 
Ijftvr. What two crowns shall they Im? ? 
Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i'the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. 
When thou clovest thy crown Pllie middle, and 

Svest away both parts, Okmi Ixircst thine ass on thy 
ck over the dirt: Thou hadst little wit in thy 
bald crown, when thou jjavest thy golden one away. 
Jf I weak like myself in this, let him be whipp'd 
that first finds it so. 

Fools had ne'er Uss grace 1 in a year ; [Singing. 

For wise men are grown foppish ; 
And know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, 
airrah? 

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou 
madest thy daughter* thy mother : for when thou 
gavest them the rod, and put'st down thine own 
breeches, 

Then they for sudden joy did ipeep, [Singing. 

And I for sorrow sung. 
That such a king? should play bo-peep f 

And go the fools among. 

Pr'yth»*c, nunrle, keep a school-master that can 
leach thy fool to lie ; 1 would fain learn to lie. 

ls.ar. If you lie. sirrah, we'll have you whipp'd. 

Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughter* 
are : they'll have rne whipp'd fur speaking true, 
thou'lt have hip whipp'd for kins; ; and, sometimes, 
I am whipp'd for holding my ji»*ace. I had rather 
be any kind of thing, than a f<x>l : and yet I would 
not l>e titer, nuncle ; thou Im^t pared thy wit o'both 
sides, and left nothing i'thc middle : Here comes 
one o'the paring*. 

Enter Goneril. 

Isar. Mow now, daughter? what makes that 
frontlet? on .' Methiuks, )ou are loo much of late 
i'the frown. 

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow, w hen thou haibt 

(I*) Favour. 

{2) Tart of a woman's head-drc**, to which L**ar 
compare* her fmwiiin* lirotf. 
I-'.- I 'Jplwr. 



no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an 
0> without a figure: I am better than thou art now; 
I am a fool, thou art nothing.— Yes, forsooth, I will 
hold my tongue ; so your (ace [To Goo.] bids me, 
though you say nothing. Mum, mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crumb. 
Weary of all, shall want Kxrte.— 
That's a slwal'd peasoxM [ Pointing to Lear. 

Gon. iNot only, sir, this your ail-licens'd fool. 
But other of your iuaolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank aud not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 
I bad thought, by making this well known unto you, 
To have found a safe redress; but now grow fearful, 
By what yourself too late liave spoke aud done, 
That you protect this course, ana put it on 
By your allowance ; 5 which if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep : 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 9 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

FooL For you trow, nuncle, 
The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so rang, 
That it had its head bit off by his young. 

So out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Ijear. A re you uu r daughter ? 

Gon. Come, sir, I would, you would mtko im 
of that good wisdom whereof I know you are 
fraught ; 7 and put away these dispositions, which 
of late transform you from what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws 
the horse? — Whoop, Jug! I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here snow me ? — Why this is 
not Lear: does Lear walk thus? speak thus? 
Where arc his eyes ? Either his notion weakens, or 
his discerning* are lethargied. — Sleeping or waking? 
— Ha ! sure 'tis not so. — Who is it that can tell me 
who I am? — Lear's shadow? I would learn that; 
for by the marks of sovereignty, knowledge, and 
reason, I should be false persuaded 1 bad daugh- 
ters. — 

FooL Which they will make an obedient father. 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman? 

Gon. Come, sir ; 
This admiration is much o'the favour 8 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 
As you are old and reverend, you should be wise : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires; 
Men so disordcr'd, so debauch'd,and bold, 
That this our court, infected with their manners. 
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grae'd palace. The shame itself doth speak 
For instant remedy : Be then desired 
By her, tliat else will take the thing she begs, 
A little to discjuantity your train ; 
And the remainder, that shall still depend,' 
To be micIi men as may besort your age, 
And know themselves and you. 

I sear. Darkness and devils !— 

Saddle my horw? ; call my train together. — 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee; 
Vet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people ; and your disofdar'd 
rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

(•1) A mere husk whk-h contains nothing. 

('>) Approbation. (ti) Well governed state. 

(7) Stored. 

;B) Complexion. (9) Continue in service. 
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Lear. I did her wrong :— 

FboL Canst tell bow an oyster makes his shell ? 

Lear. No. 

Foot Nor I neither; but I can tell why a snail 
has a bouse. 

Lear. Why? 

FooL Wh v, to put his head in ; not to $ive it 
away to his daughters, and leave his horns without 



Lear. I will forget nor nature. — So kind a father! 
—Be my horses ready r 

FboL Thy asses are gone about *em. The rea- 
son why the seven stars are no more than seven, 
is a pretty reason. 

liar. Because they are not eight? 

FboL Yea, indeed: Thou would*st make a good 
fool. 

Lear. To take it again perforce ! — Monster in- 
gratiojde! 

FboL If thou wert my fool, nuncle, Pd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that? 

FboL Thou should'st not have been old, before 
thou hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven! 
Keep me in temper ; I would not be mad ! — 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now ! Are the horses ready ? 
Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 

FboL She that is maid now, and laughs at my 
departure, 
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— A court within the castle of the 
Earl of Gloster. Enter Edmund and Curan, 
meeting. 

Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your fa- 
ther ; an3 given him notice, that the duke of Corn- 
wall, and Regan his duchess, will be here with him 
to-night 

Edm. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay, I know not : You have beard of the 
news abroad ; I mean, the whispered ones, for they 
are vet but car-kissing arguments ? 

Edm. Not I ; Pray you, what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
'twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

[Exit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The better ! 
Best! 
This weaves itself perforce into my business ! 
My father hath set guard to take my brother; 
And I have one thins:, of a queazy 1 question. 
Which I must act : — Briefness, and fortune, work ! — 
Brother, a word ; descend : — Brother, I »ay ; 

Enter Edgar. 

My father watches : — O air, fly thi* place ; 

intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the night : — 

»'l) Delkate. (2) Consider, recollect yourself. 
;3) Frighted. (4) Chief. t 5) filched, fixed. 



Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither ; now, i'tbe night, ithe haste, 
And Regan with him ; Have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany ? 
Advise 3 yourself; 

Edg. I am sure on't, not a word. 

Earn. I hear my father coming, — Pardon me : — 
In cunning, I must draw ray sword upon you? — 
Draw : Seem to defend yourself: Now quit you well. 
Yield :— come before my father ; — Light ho, here ! — 
Fly, brother ;— Torches ! torches !— So, farewell. — 

[£xi< Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[fVounde his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour : 1 have seen drunk- 
ards 

Do more than this in sport — Father ! father ! 
Stop, stop ! No help ? 

Enter Gloster, and Servants with torches. 

Glo. Now, Edmund, wbere's the villain ? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword 
out, 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand his auspicious mistress : — 

Glo. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villein, Edmund? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no meant 
he could — " 

Glo. Pursue him, ho ! — Go after. — [Exit Serv.) 
By no means, — what ? 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lord- 
ship; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ; — Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm : 
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits, 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encounter, 
Or whether gasted 3 by the noise I made, 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 

And found — Despatch. The noble duke my 

master. 
My worthy arch 4 and patron, comes to-night : 
By his authority 1 will proclaim it, 
That he, which finds him, shall deserve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 
He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight* to do it, with curst 6 speech 
I threaten'd to discover him : He replied, 
Thou unpossessing bastard.' dost thou think. 
If J would stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in thee 
Make thy words faith'' d? JVb .- what I should deny 
(Jls this I would ; ay. though thou didst prothtcc 
My very character J) I'd turn it all 
To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice : 
And thou nvist make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make Uue seek it. 

Glo. Strong and fasten'd villain ! 

Would he deny his letter? — 1 ih-wt got him. 

[ Trumpets within. 



(6; Set ere, harsh. 



7; Hand- writing. 
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tbe wall of a Jakes' with him.— Span my grey 
beard, yon wagtail ? 

Corn. Peace, sirrah ! 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger has a privilege. 

Corn. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent That such a slave as this should wear a 
sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 

these, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain, 
Which are too intrinse? t'unloose : smooth every 

passion 
TbMt in the natures of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege,' affirm, and turn their halcyon 4 beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters, 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. — 
A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarura plain, 
J'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot* 

Corn, what, art thou mad, old fellow? 

Glo. How fell you out ? 

SuTthat 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and such a knave. 

Corn. Why dost thou call him knave ? What's 
his offence ? 

Kent His countenance likes me not. 8 

Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, or 
hers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ; 
I have seen better races in my time, 
Hian stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant 

Corn. This is some fellow, 

Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 
An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth : 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plain* 

ness 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty silly 7 ducking observants, 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, 
Under the allowance of your grand aspect, 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus* front, — 

Corn. What mean*st by this? 

Kent. To go out of ray dialect, which you dis- 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer : 
he that beguiled you, in a plain accent, was a plain 
knave ; which, for my part, I will not be, though I 
should win your displeasure to entreat me to it 

Corn. What was the offence you gave him ? 

Stew. Never any : 

It pleas'd the king his master, very late, 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp'd me behind ; being down, insulted, rail'd, 
Ana put upon him such a deal of man, 
That wortny'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu'd ; 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 

(1) Privy. (2) Perplexed. (3) Disown. 

(4) Tbe bird called the king-fisher, which, when 
dried and hung up by a thread, is supposed to turn 
hit bill to the point from whence tbe wind blows. 

(5) In Somersetshire, where are brad great man- 
thief of geese. 



Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards. 
But Ajax is their fool. 8 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend brag- 
gart* 
We'll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king, 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master, 
Stocking his messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks : 

As I've life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night 
too. 

Kent Why, madam, if I were your father's dog, 
You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[Stocks brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-«ame colour 
Our sister speaks of: — Com*, .bring away the stocks. 

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 
His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't : your purpos'd low correction 
la such, as basest and contemned'st wretches, 
For pilferings, and most common trespasses. 
Are puni&h'd with : the king must take it ill, 
That he's so slightly valued in his messenger. 
Should have him thus restrain'd. 

Corn. Pll answer that. 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse. 
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted, 
For following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in the stocks. 
Come, my good lord; away. 

[Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 

Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the duke's 
pleasure, 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd: I'll entreat for 
thee. 

Kent. Pray do not, sir : I have wateb'd, and 
travell'd hard ; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow .' 

Glo. The duke's to blame in tLis; 'twill be ill 
taken. [Exit. 

Kent Good king, that must approve the common 
saw P 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
That by thy comfortable beams 1 may 
Peruse this letter ! — Nothing almost sees miracles, 
But misery ; — I know 'tis from Cordelia ; 
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
Ix»se3 their remedies :— A II wear}- and o'erwatch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy cjes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night ; smile once more ; turn %j 
wheel ! [He sleeps. 

SCEJfE III— A part of the heath. Enter 

Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ; 

(6) t. «. Pleases me not (7) Simple or rustic; 
'8) t. e. Ajax is a fool to them. 
1) Saying or proverb. 
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Qlo. Well, my eood lord, I have inform'd them so. 

Lear. Infonn'a them ! Dost thoii understand me, 
man? 

(Ho. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the 
dear father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her 

service : 
Are they inform'd of this ? — My breath and blood .' — 
Fierv? the fiery duke ? — Tell the hot duke, that — 
No, but not yet : — may be, he is not well : 
Infirmity doth still neglect all office, 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppressed, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body : I'll forbear: 
And am fallen out with my more headier will, 
To take the indisposed and sickly fit 
For the sound man. — Death on my state ! wherefore 

[Looking on Kent 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me, 
That this remotiou 1 of the duke and her 
Is practice 3 only. Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them, 
Now, presently : bid them come forth and hear roe, 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry— Sleep to death. 

Glo. I'd have all well betwixt you. [Exit 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart ! — but, 
down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to 
the eels, when she put them i'the paste 3 alive ; she 
rapp'd 'em o'the coxcombs with a stick, and cry'd, 
Down, wantons, down : 'Twas her brother, that in 
pure kindness to his horse, butter'd the hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and Servants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your grace ! 

[Kent t* set at liberty. 

Reg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what 
reason 
I have to think so : if thou should'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulchring an adultress. — O, are you free ? 

[To Kent 
Some other time for that — Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here, — 

[Points to his heart. 
I can scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not believe,, 
Of how deprav'd a quality O Regau ! 

Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope, 
You less know how to value her desert, 
Than she to scant 4 her duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that ? . 

Reg. I cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance, 
She have restrain'd the riots of vour followers, 
*Ti« on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from all bl>ime. 

I*ar. My curses on her ! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very vrrge 
Of her confine : you should l>* rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that disrem> your state 
Better than you yourself: There- fore, I pray you, 
That to our sister vou do make return ; 
Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Ijear. Ask her forgiveness ? 

(1) Removing from their own house. 

(2) Artifice. (3) Crust of a pye. 
(4) Be wanting in. 

VOL tftl. 



Do you but mark how this becomes the boose :' 
Dear daughter, I confess that I am old ; 
Age is unnecessary .- on my knees I beg, 

[Kneeling. 
That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg^ Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly 
tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd black upon me ; struck me with her tongue, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart -. — 
All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones. 
You takiag airs, witn lameness ! 

Corn. Fie, fie, fie ! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-suck'd foes, drawn by the powerful sun, 
To fall and blast her pride ! 

Reg. O the blest gods f 

So will you wish on roe, when the rash mood's on 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my 
curse; 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not rive 
Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thin* 
Do comfort, and not bum : 'Tb not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train, 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sin*,* 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o'the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose. 

[Trumpets within. 

Isear. Who put my man i'the stocks ? 

Corn. What trumpet's that ? 

Enter Steward. 

Reg. I know't, my sister's: this approves her 
letter, 
That she would soon be here.— Is your lady come? 
Lear. This is a slave, whose eaJv-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows: — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 
Corn. What means your grace ? 

Lear. Whostock'd my servant? Regan,! have 
good hope 
Thou didst not know of *t— Who comes here ? 
heavens 

Enter Goneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 

Allow* obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause; send down, and take my 

part ! — 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? — 

[To Goneril. 



O, Regan, wilt thou tnke her by the hand ? 

Why not 1 

offended ? 



Gon. Why not by 



ike her by 
die hand, 



fir? How have I 



All's not o?once, that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Ijear. O, si lea, you are too tough ! 

Will \ ou yet lv ild ? - -I low cam*- my man i'the stocks? 

Corn. 1 set him then', -ir : but his own disorders 
! Dcserv'd much lc-s* advancement. 

Lear. You ! did you ? 

(5) The order of families. . 
;6} Contract my allowances. ( 7) Approve* 

30 
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Gtnt. One minded like the weather, most tin- 
quietly. 

Kent. 1 know you ; where'a the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element : 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 
Or swell the curled waters 'hove the main, 
That things might change, or cease : tears his white 

nair; 
Which the impetuous blastA, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn beat 4 would 

couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he run*, 
Ana bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labour 6 to out-jest 
His heart- struck injuria. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of im art,2 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although a* yet the face of it be cover'd 
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albanv and Cornwall; 
W1k> have (as who have not, that tWir great stars 
Thron'd and set high?) servants who seem no less ; 
Which arc to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen, 
Either in snuffs and packings 3 of the dukes; 
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishing* ^ — 
[But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatterM kingdom ; who already, 
Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
In some of our beat ports, and arc at point 
To show their open nanner.— Now to you : 
If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 
I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 
And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This office to you.] 

Gent. I will tal(c further with you. 

Kent. No, do not 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than ray out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ; 
And she will tell you who your fellow* is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm ! 
J will go J*eek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand : Have you no more 
to say ? 

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet; 
That, when we have found the king (in which your 

pain 
That way ; I'll this ;) he that first lights on him, 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 

SCEJVE //.— Another part of the heath. Storm 
continues. Enter Lear and Fool. 

Liar. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks! rage.' 

blow ! 

(1) Whose dugs are drawn dry by its young. 

(2) Which teaches us « to find the mind's con- 
struction in the face.' 

($) Snuffs are dislikes, znd packing*, underhand 
contrivances. 

(4) Samples. (5) Companion. 



You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the 

cocks ! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing* fires, 
Vaunt couriers 7 to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe mv white head ! And thou, all-shaking 

thunder, 
Strike flat the thirk rotundity o'the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all gernien* spill at once, 
That make ingratcful man ! 

Fool. O nuiiclr, court holy- water* in a dry house 
is better than this rain-water out o'door. — Good 
nuncle, in and ask thy daughters 1 blessing : here's 
a night pities neither wi.se men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bell) full ! Spit, fire ! .'pout. 



rain . 



Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, yon elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription \ 9 why then, let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man : — 
But yet 1 call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-eiH»ender*d battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! 5 ! 'tis foul ! 

Foul. He that has a house to pat his head in, has 
a good head-piece. 

The cod-piece, thai will house, 

Before the. htad /»ai any* 
The h'ad and he shall louse , — 

So hejr%ars marry many. 
The. man that makes his toe 

What he his heart should make. 
Shall of a corn cry t«o. 

And turn his sleep U) wake. 

— for tliere wan never \et fair woman, but she 
made mouths in a gins*. 

Enter Kent. 

I star. No, I will lw the pattern of all patience, 
I will say nothing. 

Kent. Who's there ? 

Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece; 
that's a wise man, and a fool. 

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love 
night, 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Callow 10 the verv wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves : Since I was men, 
Such sheets of fire, »uch bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot 

carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Isfar. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother 11 o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee tindivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou peijur'rf, and thou simular* 3 man of virtue, 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake, 
That under covert and convenient seeming 1 s 
Hast practis'd on man's life!— Close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, ana cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. 14 — I am a man, 

(6) Quick as thought (T) Avant coururt, French. 

(8) A proverbial phrase for fair words. 

(9) Obedience. (10) Scare or frighten. 
(U) Blustering noise. (12) Counterfeit 
(13) Appearance. (14) Favour. 
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and baiters in bis pew; set ratsbane by his porridge; 
made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay trottiug- 
horse over four-inched bridges, to course his own 
shadow for a traitor : — Bless thy five wits ! Tom's 
a-celd. — O, do de, do de, do de. — Bless thee from 
whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking? 1 Do poor 
Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes: 
There could I have him now, — and there, — and 
there, — and there again, and there. 

[Storm continues. 
Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to 
this pass ? — 
Could'st thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them 
all ? 
Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 
Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendu- 
lous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 
Kent He hath no daughters, sir. 
Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have sub- 
du'd nature 
To such a lowncss, but his unkind daughters. — 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh? 
J udicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Tliose pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicockVhill ; — 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo ! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us alt to fools 
and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed of the foul fiend: Obey thy 
parents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not ; com- 
mit not with man's swom spouse ; set not thy sweet 
heart on proud array : Tom's a-cold. 
Lear. What hast thou been ? 
Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; 
that curled my hair; wore gloves in my cap,2 served 
(he lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of 
darkness with her ; swore as many oaths as I spake 
words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven : 
one, that slept in the contriving of lust, and waked 
to do it : Wine loved I deeply ; dice dearly ; and 
in woman, out-pa rumoured the Turk : False of heart, 
light of ear, bloody of hand : Hog in sloth, fox in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in 

f>rey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor the rust- 
ing of silks, betray thy poor heart to women : Keep 
thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy p«<n from lenders' books, ami defy the foul fiend. 
— Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind : 
Says suum, mun, ha no nonny, dolphin, my boy, 
my boy, sessa; let him trot by. 

[Storm stiU continues. 
Lear. Why, thou were better in thy grave, than 
to answer with rhy uncovered body tnis extremity 
of the skies. — Is man no more than this? Consider 
him well : Thou owest the worm no silk, t he beast 
no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no per* ume: — 
Ha .* here's three of us are sophisticated !- -Thou 
art the thing itself: unaccommodated man is no 
more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou 
art — Ofl', off, you lending* : — Come; utibi.'tton 
» erR 3 [ Tearing of his clot. \e*. 

Fool. Pr'vthee, nuncle, be contented ; this is 
naughty night to swim in.— Now a little lire in 

(1) To take is to blast, or strike with malignant 
influence. 

(2) It was the custom to wear gloves in the hat, 
as the favour of a mistress. 

(3) The words unbutton hen, are probably 
•nly a marginal direction crept into the matter. 

(4; Diseases of the eye. 



a 



wild field were like an old lecher's heart: a small 
spark, all the rest of his body cold.— Look, hen 
comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet: be 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he 
gives the web and the pin, 4 squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, mod 
hurts the poor creature of earth. 

Saint Without footed thrice the wold* 
He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold; 

Bid her alight, 

And her troth plight, 
And, aroint' thee, witch, aroint thee! 

Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster, with a torch. 

Lear. What's he? 

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ? 

Glo. What are you there ? Your names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, 
the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ,-* 
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old 
rat, and the ditch-dor; drinks the green mantle of 
the standing pool ; who is whipped from tything to 
ty thing, 9 ana stocked, punished, and imprisoned ; 
who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to 
his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear, — 

But mice, and rats, and such small deer, 
Have been Tom's food for seven long year. 

Beware my follower : — Peace, Smolkin ; ,y peace, 
thou fiend ! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he's called, and Mahu.'l 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so- 
vile, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. Go iu widi me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Vet have I yeutur'd to come seek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

I^ear. First let me talk with this philosopher :— 
What is the cause of thunder? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer ; 
Go into the house. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned 
Thrban : 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin-. 

Jjear. Ixjt me ask you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord; 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

Glo. Camt thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek his death: — Ah, that good 

Kent !— 
He said it would be thus :— Poor bani?h'd man ! — 
Thou say'st, the king grows mad ; I'll tell thee* 

friend, 
I am almost mad myself: I had a son, 
Now outlaw'd lioin my blood ; he sought my life, 

(5) A saint «aid to protect his devotees from the 
disease culled the night-mare. 

{ft) Wild downs so called in various parts of 
Iceland. 

fV) Avaunt. (8) i. e. The water-newt 

^9)Atj thine is a division of a county. 
W) Name of a fpirit. (\l ) The chief devil. 
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For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do de, de de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and 
fairs, and market-towns : — Poor Tom, thy horn 
is dry. 

hear. Then let them anatomize Regan ; see what 
breeds about her heart : Is there any cause in na- 
ture, that makes these hard hearts ? — You, sir, I 
entertain you for one of my hundred ; only, I do 
not like the fashion of your garments : you will 
•ay, they are Persian attire; but let them be 
changed. [To Edgar. 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest 
a while. 

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the 
curtains : So, so, so : We'll go to supper i'the morn- 
ing: So,so,so. 

Foot And I'll go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo. Come hither, friend: Where is the king my 
master ? 

Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his wits 
are gone. 

Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythce take him in thy arras ; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't, 
And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt 

meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master: 
If thou should'st dally half an hour, his fife, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct 

Kent. Oppress'd nature sleeps : — 

This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken senses, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master ; 
Thou must not stay behind. [To the Fool. 

Glo. Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, 
bearing off the King. 

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i'the mind ; 
Leaving free things, and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now, 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king 

bow ; 
He childed, as I fathered ! — Tom, away : 
Mark the high noises ;' and thyself bewray, 3 
When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles 

thee, 
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles tbee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe 'scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 

SCENE VIL—A room in dorter's castle. En- 
ter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Edmund, and Ser- 
vants. 

Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; 
show him this letter: — the army of France islanded: 
—Seek out the villain Gloster. 

[Exeunt some of the Servants. 

Keg. Hang him instantly. 

Gun. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, 

(1) The great events that are approaching. 
[2 y , Betray, discover. 



keep vou our sister company ; the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your traitorous father, are not 
fit for your beholding. A dvite the duke, where yon . 
are going, to a most festinate preparation ; we are 
bound (o the like. Our poets shall be swift and in- 
telligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister; — Cue- 
well, my lord of Gloster. 1 

Enter Steward. 

How now ? Where's the king ? 
Stew. My lord of Gloster hath convey'd him 
hence : 
Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 
Hot questrists 4 after him, met him at gate ; 
Who, with some other of the lord's dependants, 
Are gone with him towards Dover; where they 

boast 
To have well-armed friends. 
Corn. Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Goneril and Edmund. 
Corn. Edmund, farewell. — Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 
Pinion him like a thie£ bring him before us. 

[Exeunt other Servants. 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice ; jet our power 
Shall do a courtesy 5 to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The 
traitor? 

Re-enter Servants, with Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 

Corn. Bind fast his corky 6 arms. 

Glo. What mean your graces?— Good my friends, 
consider 
You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. 

Corn. Bind him, I say. f &rwmk bind km. 

Reg. Hard, hard .— O filthy traitor ! 

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 

Corn. To this chair bind him : — Villain, thou 
shalt find — [Regan plucks his beard. 

Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis roost ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and such a traitor ! 

Glo. Naughty lady, 

These hair?, which thou dost ravijh from my chin, 
Will quicken, 7 and accuse thee : I am your host ; 
With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours 8 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ? J 

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 

Reg. Be simple-answer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the 
traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Reg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic 
king ? 
Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down, 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. And false. 

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king .' 

Glo. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore 

To Dover ? Wast thou not cbarg'd at thy peril — 

(3) Meaning Edmund, invested with his Cither's 
titles. 

(4) Inquirers. (5) Bend to our wrath. 
(6; Deceitful (7; Live. (8) Features. 
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Edg. How should this lie ?— 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang'ring itself and others. [Aside.) — Bless thee, 
master ! 

Glo. Is that the naked fellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone : If, for my 
sake, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
I'the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And brine some covering for this naked soul, 
Whom I'll entreat to lead roe. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he's mad. 

Glo. 'Ti* the time's plague, when madmen lead 
the blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parel that I 
have, 
Come ont what will. [Exit 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold — I cannot daub 1 it fur- 
ther. [And*. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [AsidtA And yet I must — Bless thy sweet 
eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way, and foot- 
path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good 
wits: Bless the good man from the foul fiend ! 
Five fiends have been in poor Tom at once; of lust, 
as Obidicut ; Hobbididance, prince of dumbness ; 
Mahu, of stealing ; Modo, of murder ; and Flib- 
bertigibbet, of mopping and mowing ; who since 
possesses chamber-maids and waiting-women. So, 
bless thee, master ! 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the 
heaven's plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : — Heavens, deal so still .' 
iM the superfluous, and lust-dieted man, 
That slaves vour ordinance,' that will not see 
Because he (loth not feel, feel your power quickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess, 
And each man have enough. — Dost thou know 
Dover ? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending 
head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear, 
With something rich about me : from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm ; 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt. 

SCEKE If— Before Hie Duke of Albany's pal- 
ace. Enbr Goneril and Edmund; Steward 
meeting tha,> 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild 
husband 
Not met us on the way : — Now, where's your 
master ? 
Sieve. Madam, within; but never man so chang'd: 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 
He smil'd at it : I tola him, you were coming ; 
His answer was, The worse .- of Gloster's treachery, 
And of' the loyal service of his son, 

(1) Disguise. 

(2) t. c. To make it subject to us, instead of 
acting in obedience to it. 

VOL. 11. 



When I inform'd him, then he call'd me sot ; 
And told me, I had turn'd the wrong side out : — 
What most be should dislike, seems pleasant tohim ; 
What like, offensive. 

Gon. Then shall you go no further. 

[To Edmund. 
It is the cowUh terror of his spirit, 
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an answer: Our wishes, on the 

wav 
May prove effects. 3 Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[Giving a favour. 
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak, 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ; — 
Conceive, and fare tnee well. 

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My most dear Gloster ! 

[Exit Edmund. 
O, the difference of man, and man ! To thee 
A woman's services are doe; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Stew. Madam, hare comes my lord. 

[Ext 1 Steward. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whistle. 4 

Alb. O Goneril f 

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your disposition : 
That nature, which contemns its origin. 
Cannot be border'd certain in itself; 
She that herself will sliver 5 and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither, 
And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolAh. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile. 
Filths savour but themselves. What have yon done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ? 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you mad* 

ded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
Twill come, 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself, 
Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver'd man f 

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering; that not know'st, 
Fools do those villains pity, who arc punish'd 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy 

drum? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land : 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whilst thou, a moral fool, sit'st still, and cri'st, 
Alack ! why does he so ? 

Alb. See thyself, devil ! 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 
Gon. O vain fool ! 

(3) 1. e. Our wislies on the road may be com- 
pleted. 

(4) Worth calling for. (5) Tear off. 

3 P 
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Cor. 



All bless'd secrete, 




Lest hia ungovera'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it 1 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Madam, news ; 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father, 
It is tny business that I go about, 
Therefore great France 

My mourning, and important 1 tears, hath pitied. 
No blown 1 ambition doth our arms incite, 
But lore, dear lore, and our ag'd father's right : 
Soon may I hear, and see him. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—A room in Gloster's castle. En- 
ter Regan and Steward. 

Rtg. But are my brother's powers set forth ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself 

In person there ? 

Stew. Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at 
home? ,• 

Stew. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister's letter to him? 

Stew. I know not, lady. 

Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was great ignorance, dorter's eyes being out, 
To let him lire ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pitv of his misery, to despatch 
His mghted life ; 4 moreover, to descry 
The strength o'the enemy. 

Slew, i must needs after him, madam, with my 
letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow; stay 
with us ; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stao. I may not, madam ; 

My lady charg'd my duty in this business. 

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might 

not you 

Transport her purposes by word ? Belike, 

Something — I know not what : — I'll love thee much, 

Lot me unseal the letter. 

Stop. Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. I know your lady does not love her hus- 
band ; 
1 am sure of that : and at her late being here, 
She Rave strange ceiliads,' and most speaking looks 
To noble Edmund : I know, you are of her bosom. 

Stan. I, madam ? 

lleg. I speak in understanding; you are, I 
know it : 
Therefore, I do advi«r you, take this note :• 
My lord U dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd; 
Arid more, convenient is he for ray hand, 
Than for )o».ir lady '4 : — You may gather more. 7 
If \ou do find him, pray you, give him this; 
And when your mistress hears thus much from you, 
1 pray, desire her call her wisdom to h«:r. 
So, fare. \ou well. 

(1) 1. e. The reason which should gui:l»* it. 
(1) Importunate. (:\) Inflated, swelling. 
- (4)i- «• Hu life made dark 9% night. 
(5) A cast, or significant glance of the eye. 



If yon docbaaoe to hear of that bHnd traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. 'Would I could meet him, madam! I 
would show 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exe. 

SCENE VI.— The country near Dover. Enter 

Gloster, and Edgar, dressed like a peasant 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that same 
hill ? 

Edg. You do climb up it now : look, how we 
labour. 

Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 

Edg. Horrible steep: 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imper- 
fect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is elterM ; and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst 

Edg. You are much deceived ; in nothing am I 
chang'd, 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir; here's the place : — Stand still. 
— How fearful 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! 
The crows, and choughs, 8 that wine me midwar sir, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ;* dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he seems no bister than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice ; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish'd to her cock ;>° her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumberd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high : — I'll look no more j 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple' 1 down headlong. 

Glo. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : You are now within 
a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would 1 not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my band. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a Doorman's taking : Fairies, and gods, 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off; 
Bid me farewell, and let me bear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. [Seems to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trine thus with his despair, 
Is done to cure it. 

Glo. Oyou mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and,' in your sights, 
Shake patiently mv great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless will*, 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him ! — 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

[ He leaps, and Jails along. 

Edg. Gone, sir ? Farewell.— 

And yet I know not how conceit mny rob 
The trea«ury of life, when life itself 
Vifld« to the theft : Had he been where he thought, 
By thii, had thuught been past. — Alive, or dead ? 

((*) Ob*<r\e what I am saying. (7) Infer more, 
(8) Daws. (9) A vegetable gathered for pickling. 
( IOH Icr cock-boat. (11) Tumble. 
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Through tatterM clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all Plate sin with 

gold, 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Ann it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none; 1*11 able 'em : 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not — Now, now, now, 

now: 
Pull off my boots : — harder, harder ; so. 

Edg. O, matter and iinpertincncy mix'd ! 
Reason in madness ! 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my 

eye«. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient; we came crying hither.' • 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air, 
We wawl, and cry : — I will preach to thee ; mark 

me. 
Glo. Alack, alack the day ! 
Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are 

come 

To this great stage of fools ; This a good block ?• 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I'll put it in proof; 
And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law, 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 

Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him. — Sir, 
Your most dear daughter 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon, 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No seconds ? All myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt, 2 
To use his eves for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dust 

Gtnt. Good sir,— 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom: 
What? ^ 

I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king, 
My masters, know you that ? 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get it, 
you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[Exit, running. Attendants follow. 

Gent. A sight most pitifulin the meanest wretch : 
Past speaking of in a king ! — Thou hast one daugh- 
ter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you: What* s your will? 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward ? 

Gent. Most sure, ana vulgar : every one hears 
that. 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 

How near's the other army ? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought.' 

Edg. I thank you, sir ; that's all. 

(1) Block anciently signified the head-part of a 
hat. 

(2) t. e. A man of tears. 

(3) Toe main body is expected to be descried 
every hour. 



Gent Though that the queen on special cause is 
here, 
Her army is mov'd on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Ex. Gent 

Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my bream from 
me; 
Let not my worser spirit* tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by fortune's 
blows: 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows. 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead you to some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks : 

The bounty and the benizon* of heaven 
To boot, and boot !* 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim'd prize ! roost happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise ray fortunes. — Thou old unhappv traitor, 
Briefly 7 thyself remember : — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opposes, 

Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar'st thou support a publish'd traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of hi* fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let j?o his arm. 

Edg. Ch'ill not let go, zir, without vurther'casion. 

Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, 8 and let 
poor volk pass. And ch'ud ha' been zwagger'd out 
of my life, 'twould not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a 
vortnight Nay, come not near the olaman ; keep 
out, che vor'ye, or ise try whether your costard 9 or 
my bat 10 be the harder : Ch'ill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir: Come; ne 
matter vor your foins. 11 

[Theyjighl: and Ed$*r knocks him down. 

Stew. Slave, thou hast slam me : — Villain, take 
my purse ; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 
And give the letters, which thou find'st about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gloster; seek him out 

Upon the British party : O, untimely death ! 

[Dies. 

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress, 
As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you. — 
Let's see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of, 
May be my mends. — He's dead ; I am ouly sorry 
He had no other death's-man. — Let us see : 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 
To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful. 13 

[Reads.] Let our reciprocal vows be remem- 
bered. You have many opportunities to cut him 
off': if your will want not, time and place will be 
fruitfully offered. There is nothing done, \f he 
return the conqueror : Then am I the prisoner, 
unci Aw bed my gaol ,- from the loathed warmth 

(4) Evil genius. (5) Blessing, (fi) Reward. 

(7) Quickly recollect the offences of thy life. 

(8) Go your wa v. 

(0> Head. (M) Club. { \l) Thrusts. 
(12) To rip their papers is more lawful. 
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Tbtt the duke of Cornwall was so slain ? 

Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Gent Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent. As 'tis said, 

The bastard son of Gloster. 

Gent. They say, Edgar, 

His banish'd son, is with the earl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable. 

Tis time to look about ; the powers 1 o*the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. Hie arbitrament 3 is like to be a bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. [Exit. 

Kent. My point and period will be throughly 
wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought [Exit 



ACT V. 

SCENE L—The camp of the British forces, 
near Dover. Enter, with drums and colours, 
Edmund, Regan, Officers, Soldiers, and others, 

Edm, Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold ; 
Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course : He's full of alteration, 
And self-reproving : — bring his constant pleasure. 1 

[To an officer, who goes out 

Rear. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. 

Earn. 'Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord, 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 
Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the truth, 
Do you not love my sister? 

Edm. In honour'd love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the forefendea 4 place ? 

Edm, That thought abuses* jou. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom'd with her, as tar as we call hers. 

Edm, No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : 
She, and the duke her husband, 

Enter Albany, Goneril, and Soldiers. 

Qon. I had rather lose the battle, man that sister 
Should loosen him and me. [Aside, 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met — 
Sir, this I hear, — The king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 
I never yet was valiant : for this business, 
It touches us as France invades our land, 
Not bold** the king ; with others, whom, I (ear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 7 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Reg. Why is this reason'd ? 

Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy : 
For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not to question here. 

Alb. Let us then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent 

Reg. Sister, you'll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

(1) Forces. (2) Decision 

(3) His settled resolution. (4) Forbidden. 

(5) Imposes on yon. 

(6) i . e. Emboldens him. (7) Opposition. 



Reg. Tis most convenient; pray you, go with us. 
Gon. O, ho, I know the riddle : [Aside.] I will go. 

As they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised. 

Edg. Jf eVr your grace had speech with man 
so poor, 
Hear roe one word. 
Alb. I'll overtake you.— Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmund, Regan, Goneril, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 
Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though 1 seam, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry, 
Your business of the world hath so an end, 
And machination ceases. 8 Fortune love you! 
Alb. Stay till I have read the letter. 
Edg. I was forbid it 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 
And I'll appear again. [Exit. 

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy 
paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy's in view, draw uprour powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength ana forces 
By diligent discovery ; — but your haste 
Is now urg'd on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time.' [Exit. 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my lore ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take ? 
Both ? one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive : To take the widow, 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 
And hardly shall I carry out my side, 10 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 
Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, — 
The batde done, and they within our power, 
Shall never see his pardon : for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 

SCENE II— A field between the two camps. 
Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colours, 
Lear, Cordelia, and their forces ; and exeunt. 
Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive . 
If ever I return to you again, 
I'll bring you comfort 

Glo. Grace go withyou, sir ! 

[Exit Edgar 

Alarums ; afterwards a retreat. Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must 
endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all :" Come on. 

Glo. And that's true too. 

[Exeunt. 

(8) t. e. All designs against your life will hare 
an end. 

(9) Be ready to meet the occasion. 
?10) t. e. Make my party good. 
(11) i. e. To be ready prepared, is all. 
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Alb. A herald, ho! 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue ; l for thy soldiers, 
All levied in ray name, nave in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. This sickness grows upon roe. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent 

[Exit Regan, led. 
Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound,— 
And read out this. 

OJi. Sound, trumpet. [A trumpet sounds. 

Herald reads. 

If any man of quality, or degree, within the 
lists of the army, will maintain upon Edmund, 
supposed earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold 
traitor, let km appear at the third sound of the 
trumpet: He is hold in his defence. 



Edm. Sound. 
Her. Again. 
Her. Again. 



1 Trumpet. 

'2 Trumpet. 

[3 Trumpet. 

[ Trumpet answers within. 

Enter Edgar, armed\ preceded by a trumpet. 

AW. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o'the trumpet 

Her. What are you ? 

Tour name, your quality ? and why you answer 
This present summons : 

Edg. Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
I oorae to cope withal. 

Alb. Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl 
of Gloster ? 

Edm. Himself ;— What say'st thou to him? 

Edg. Draw thy sword; 

That, if ray speech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profession : I protest, — 
Maugre 3 thy strength, youth, place, and eminence, 
Despite thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune, 
Thv valour, and thy heart, — Thou art a traitor : 
Fafae to thy gods, thv brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head, 
To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, JVb, 
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are 

bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak, 
Thou li«»t 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name ; s 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 
A »d that thy tongue some 'say 4 of breeding breathes, 
What safe and nicely I mirnt well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart ; 
Which (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 
[Alarums. They fght. Edmund falls. 
Alb. O save him, save him ! 



(1) i. e. Valour. (2) Notwithstanding. 
(3) Because if his adversary was not of equal 
tank, Edmund might have declined the combat. I 

VOL. II. 



Gon. This is mere practice.* Gloster : 

By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd, 
But coaen'd and beguiFd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame, 

Or with this paper shall I stop it: — Hold, sir : — 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil :- 
No tearing, lady ; 1 perceive, you know it 

[Gives the letter to Edmund. 

Gon. Say, if I do; the laws are mine, not 
thine: 
Who shall arraign me forV 

Alb. Most monstrous ! 

Know'st thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know 

[Exit Gonerii. 

Alb. Go after her: she's desperate; govern her. 
[To an Officer, who goes out 

Edm, What yon have charg'd me with, that 
have I done ; 
And more, much more : the time will bring it out ; 
'Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou, 
That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more tbou hast wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true ; 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought, thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness : — 1 must embrace thee ; 
[Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know it well. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 

How have you known the miseries of your father ? 

Edg. By nursing them, my lord.— List 6 a brief 
tale;— 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst!— 
The bloody proclamation to escape, 
That follow'd me so near, (O our lives' sweetness : 
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die, 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a madman's rags; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair ; 
Never (O fault !) reveal'd myself unto him, 
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm'd, 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
I ask'd his blearing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : But his Aaw'd heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me, 
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on; 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woral, hold it in ; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 
Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another, 
To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top extremity. 



(4) Sample. (5) Stratagem. (6) Hoar. 
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With boot, 1 and such addition 1 u your honours 
Hare room than merited. — All friends shall tail 
The wages of their virtue, and all I 
The cop of Ibeir deearrirjgi,— O, Hr. tee ! 
Lor. And my poor fool 1 i> Lang ' I No, no, no 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Escalus, prince of Verona. 

Paris, a young itofcleman, kinsman to the prince. 

Montague, ) heads of two houses, at variance with 

Capulet, I each other. 

An OU Man, uncU to Capulet 

Romeo, son to Montague. 

Mercutio, kinsman to the prince, and friend to 

Romeo, 
Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to 



Tybalt, nephew to Lady Capulet 
Friar Lawrence, a Franciscan. 
Friar John, of the same order. 
Baltnasar, servant to Romeo. 

Abram, servant to Montague. 



An Apothecary. 
Three Musicians. 
Chorus. Boy. 
Page to Paris. 
Peter. An Officer. 

Lady Montague, unfe to Montague. 
Lady Capulet, wife to Capulet 
Juliet, daughter to Capulet. 
Nurse to Juliet. 

Citizens of Verona; several Men and Women, 
relations to both houses; Maskers, Guards, 
Watchmen, and Attendants. 

Scene, during the greater part of the play, in Ve- 
rona : once, in the J\fth act, at Mantua. 



PROLOGUE. 



Ti 



WO households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the ratal loins of these two foes 

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 

Do, with their death, bury their parents* strife. 
The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love, 

And the continuance of their parents* rage, 
Which, but their children's end, nought could 
move, 

Is now the two hours* traffic of our stage; 
The which if you with patient ears attend, 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— -A public place. Enter Sampson 
and Gregory, armed with swords and bucklers. 

Sampson. 

GREGORY, o*my word, we'll not carry coals.' 

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of 
the collar. 

.Sum. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 

Gre. To move, is— to stir; and to be valiant, is — 
to stand to it : therefore, if thou art moved, thou 
ninn'tt away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to 

(1) A phrase formerly in use to signify the bear' 
vxg injuries. 



stand : I will take the wall of any man or maid of 
Montague's. 

Gre. That snows thee a weak slave ; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the 
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — 
therefore I will push Montague's men from the 
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters, and us 
their men. 

Sam. *Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant : 
when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel 
with the maids ; I will cut off their beads. 

Gre. The beads of the maids ? 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maid- 
enheads; take it in what sense thou wilt 



Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to 
stand : and, 'tis known, I am a pretty piece of flesh. 

Gre. Tis well, thou art not fish ; if thou hadst, 
thou badst been poor John.* Draw thy tool ; here 
conies two of the bouse of the Montagues.' 

Enter Abram and Balthazar. 

Sam. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will 
back thee. 

Gre. How? tarn thy back, and run? 

Sam. Fear me not 

Gre. No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them 
begin. 

Gre. I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them 
take it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb 
at them ; which is ' a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

(2) Poor John is hake, dried and salted. 

(3) The disregard of concord is in character. 
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Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was: — What sadness lengthens Ro- 
meo's hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which having, makes 
them short 

Ben. In love ? 

Rom. Out— 

Ben. Of love ? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas, that lore, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is roomed still, 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine?— O me!— What fray was 

here? 
Tet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, bat more with love : — 
Why then, O brawling love ! O loving hate ! 
O any thing, of nothing first create ! 
heavy lightness ! senous vanity ! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health ; 
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! — 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good heart's oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thounast shown, 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes; 
Being vex*d, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears : 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet 
Farewell, my coz. [Going. 

Ben. Soft, I will go along ; 

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness,! who she is you love. 

Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan? why, no; 

But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will: — 
Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill ! — 
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd. 

Rom. A right good marksman f— And she's fair 
I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she nam Dian's wit ; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, 
From love's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 
O, she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 

Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still 
live chaste ? 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge 
waste; 
For beauty, starv'd with her severity, 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair, 

(1) In seriousness. 

(2) t. «. What end does it answer. 

(3) Account, estimation. 



To merit bliss by making me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow, 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach me bow I should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. Tis the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 
What doth her beauty serve, 2 but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget 

Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II— A street. Enter Capulet, Paris, 
and Servant 

Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think, 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning 1 are you both ; 
And pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 

Cap. But saying o'er what 1 have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world, 
She ham not seen the change of fourteen years; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may mink her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallow'd all ray hopes but she, 
She is the hopeful ladv of my earth : 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her consent is but a part ; 
An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 
This night I hold an old accustom'd feast, 
Whereto I have invited many a guest, 
Such as I love ; and you, among the store, 
One more, most welcome, makes my number 

more. 
At my poor house, look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light : 
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel 
When well-apparell'd April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inherit* at my house ; near all, all see, 
And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 
Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one, 
May stand in number, though in reckoning* none. 
Come, go with me ; — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona; find those persons out. 
Whose names are written there, [Gives a paper.] 

and to them say, 
My house and welcome on their pleasures stay. 

[Exeunt Capulet and Pans. 

Serv. Find them out, whose names are written 
here? It is written— that the shoemaker should 
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his last, 
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his 
nets ; but I am sent to find those persons, whose 
names are here writ, and can never find what 
names the writing person hath here writ. I must 
to the learned : — in good time. 

(4) To inherit, in tlie language of Shakspeare, is 
to possess. 

(5) Estimation. 
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A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 

Yea, quoth mv husband, faWst upon thy face ? 

Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com'st to 

age; 
WiU thou not, JuU ? it stinted, and amid— Ay. 
Jul And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I. 
Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to 
his grace !> 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd : 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

La. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of :— Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ! 
JuL It is an honour that I dream not of. 
Nurse. An honour ! were not I thine only nurse, 
rd say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat 
La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you, 
Hero in Verona, ladies of esteem, 
Are made already mothers : by my count, 
I was your mother much upon these years, 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief;— 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man, 
As all the world— Why, he's a man of wax.* 
La. Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a 

flower. 
Nurse. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very 

flower. 
La. Cap. What say yon? can you love the gen- 
tleman? 
This night vou shall behold him at our feast : 
Bead o'er the volume of young Paris' face, 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen; 
Examine every married lineament, 
And see how one another lends content ; 
And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes. 3 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 
The fish lives in the sea ^ and 'tis much pride, 
For fair without the fair within to hide : 
That book in raany's eyes doth share the glory, 
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story ; 
So shall yon share all that he doth possess, 
By having him, making yourself no less. 
Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger; women grow by 

men. 
La. Cav. Speak briefly, can yon like- of Paris' 

lover 
Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking more : 
Bat no more deep will I endart mine eye, 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served 
np, you called, my young; lady asked for, the nurse 
cursed in the pantry, and every thine in extremity. 
I must hence to wait ; I beseech you, follow straight. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. --Juliet, the county 
slays. 

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 

dav »- [Exeunt. 



(1) Favour. 

(2) Well made, as if he had been modelled in wax. 

(3) The comments on ancient books were al- 
ways printed in the margin. 

(4) i. e. Is not yet caught, whose skin was want- 
ed to bind him. 

(5) i. e. Long ■peaches are oat of fashion. 

(6) A scare-crow, a figure made up to frighten 
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SCENE IT.- A street. Enter Romeo, Mercu- 
tio, Benvolio, with Jbe or six Maskers, Torch- 
bearers, and others. 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
excuse? 
Or shall we on without apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity :* 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink*d with a scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ? 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But, let them measure us by what they will, 
We'll measure them a measure, 7 and be gone. 
Rom. Give me a torch, 8 — I am not for this am 
bling ; 
Being; but heavy, I will bear the light 
•Act- Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 

dance. 
Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead, 
So stakesme to the ground, 1 cannot move. 

Mer. Vou are a lover; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 
To soar with his light feathers; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull wo : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. , 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 
Too rude, too boist'rous; and it pricks like mom. 
Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with 
love ; 
Prick love for pricking, and vou beat love down.— 
Give me a case to put my visage in : 

[Putting on a mask 
A visor for a visor .'—what care I, 
What curious eye doth quote* deformities? 
Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter; and no sooner in. 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes") with their heels ; 
For I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase, — 
I'll be a candle-holder, and look on, — 
The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done. 11 
Mer. Tut ! dun's the mouse, the constable's own 
word: 
If thou art dan, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick's! 
Up to the ears. — Come, we bum day-light, bo. 
Rom. Nay, that's not so. 
Mer. I mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, era once in our five wits. 

Rom. And we mean well, in going to this mask ; 
But 'tis no wit to go. 
Mer. Why, nay one ask ? 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night 
Mer. And so did i. 

Ram. Well, what mMkM »«■■« > 
Jfater. 



yours: 

That dreamers often lie. 



(7) A dance. 

(8) A torch-bearer was a constant appendage to 
every troop of maskers. 

( 9) Observe. 

(10) It was anciently the custom to strew rooms 
with rushes. 

(11) This is equivalent to phrases in rprffm 
Lam dons, tor, it is over wtik me. 
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Fetch me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares the slave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face, 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman? wherefore 
storm you so? 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

1 Cap. Young Romeo is't ? 

Tyb. *Tis be, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my house, do him disparagement ; 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is ray will ; the which if thou respect, 
Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns, 
And ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 
I'll not endure him. 

1 Cap. He shall be endur'd ; 

What, goodman boy ! — 1 say, he shall ; — Go to ; — 
Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 
You'll not endure him ! — God shall mend my soul — 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests ! 
You will set cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man ! 

Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 

1 Cap. Go to, go to, 

You are a saucy boy : — Is't so, ; .ideed ? — 
This trick may chance toscath 1 you ; — I know what 
You must contrary me ! marry, 'tis time — 
Well said, my hearts : — You are a princox ; 2 go : — 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for shame ! — 
I'll make you quiet ; What ! — Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meet- 
ing, 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit. 

Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[To Juliet 
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 
My lips, two flushing pilgrims, ready stand 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 

Jul Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 
mucn, 

Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is noTy palmers' kiss. 

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 

Jul Ay, pilgrim, lips that they most use in 
prayer. 

Rom. 6 then, dear saint, let lips do what hands 
do; 

They pray, grant moo, lest faith tarn to despair. 

Jul saints do not move, though grant for 
prayers' sake. 

Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's effect 
I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. 

[Kxsting her. 

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 

Rom. Sin from ray lips? O trespass sweetly urg'd! 
Give me my sin again. 

Jul You kiss by the book. 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you. 



I 



1) Do you an injury. (2) A coxcomb. 

3) A collation of fruit, wine, Ac. 



Rom. What is her mother ? 

Nurse. Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 
And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
I tell you, — he, that can lay bold of her, 
Shall have the chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet ? 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt 
Ben. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best 
Rom. Ay, so I tear ; the more is my unrest 

1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet' towards. — 
Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — 
More torches here .'—Come on, then let's to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, [To 2 Cap.] by my fay,* it waxes late; 
I'll to my rest. [Exeunt all but Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentleman? 

JYurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door ? 

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio. 

Jul. What's he, that follows there, that would 
not dance ? 

Nurse. I know not 

Jul. Go, ask his name : — if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 
That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What's this? what's this? 

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now 

Of one I dane'd withal. [One calls within, Juliet 

Nurse. Anon, anon : — 

Come, let's away ; the strangers all are gone. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie, 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 
That fair, which love groan'd for, and would die, 

With tender Juliet match'd is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks; 
But to his foe suppos'd he must complain, 

And she steal love's sweet bait from tearful hookf : 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 

To meet her new-beloved any where: 
But passion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet [Exit. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— An open plaee^ adjoining C^polei f s 
garden. Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, 8 and find thy centre out 
[He climbs the wall, and leaps down within it. 

Enter Benvolio, and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo! my cousin Romeo ! 
Mer. He is wise; 

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 
Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this ocdsntl 
all: 



(4) Faith. 



(5)1$. Himself. 
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I would adventure for such merchandise. 
JuL Thou know'st, the mask of night if on my 
face; 
Else would a maiden blush bepakat ray cheek, 
For that which thou hast heard roe speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny, 
What I have spoke ; But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say — Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st, 
Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, J am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my haviour 1 light : 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 3 
I should have been more strange, f most confess, 
Bat that thou over-he ard'st, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to lignt love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear, 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 
JuL O, swear not by the moon, die inconstant 
moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Rom. What shall I swear by ? 
Jul Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And I'll believe thee. 
Rom. If my heart's dear love — 

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say — It Tightens. Sweet, good night ! 
Tim bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet 
Good night, rood night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thyneart, as that within my breast .' 
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 
JuL What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 
Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow 

for mine. 
JuL I gave thee mine before thou didst request it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Rom Would'st thou withdraw it ? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 
JuL But to be frank,' and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 

[Nurse calls within. 
I hear some noise within : Dear love, adieu .' 
Anon, good nurse f — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. f Exit. 

Mom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream. 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

JuL Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. 
If that thy bent< of love be honourable, 

Behaviour. (?) Shy. 

Free. (4) Inebriation. 

The male of the goshawk. 



Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow. 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite; 
And all ray fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world: 

Nurse. [Within] Madam. 

JuL I come, anon : — But if thou mean'st not 
well, 
I do beseech thee,— ■ 

Nurse. [H'itMn.] Madam. 

Jul. By and by, I come :— 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rum. So thrive my soul,— 

Jul. A thousand times good night ! [Exit, 

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy 
light- 
Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their 

books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring slowly. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

JuL Hist ! Romeo, hist !~*-O t for a falconer's 
voice, 
To lure this tassel-gentle 5 back again f 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine, 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name,: 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo! 

Rom. My sweet ! 

JuL At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

.-■ Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it 

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee soil forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almost morning, I would have thee 
gone: 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 8 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again, ♦ 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. 1 would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good night, good night! parting is such sweet 

sorrow, 
That I shall say— good night, til it be morrow. 

[Exit 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy 
breast .'— 
'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear bap 7 to tell. [Exit 

SC£JVE///-fVwrUurence'scetf EnUr Fri- 
ar Laurence, urilh m basket. 

Fri. The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the fiowuin g 
night. 

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light; 
And flecked 8 darkness like a drunkard reels 

f6> Fetters. ^^ (7) Chance, foftvie. 
(8) Spotted, streaked. 
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thing, grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted 
with these strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these 
pardonnex-moys, who stand so much oil the new 
form, that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench ? 
O, their bons, their bons ! l 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring : — O 
flesh, flesh, how art tbou fishified ! — Now is be for 
the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to his 
lady, was but a kitchen-wench ; — Marry, she had 
a better love to be-rhyme her : Dido, a dowdy ; 
Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and Hero, hildings and 
harlots ; Thisbe, a grey eye or so, but not to the 

Fjrpose. — Signior Romeo, bon jour.' there's a 
ranch salutation to your French slop. 2 You gave 
us the counterfeit fairly last night 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. What coun- 
terfeit did 1 give you ? 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip ; s Can you not con- 
ceive? 

Rom Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 
great ; and, in such a case as mine, a man may 
•train courtesy. 

Mer. That's as much as to say — such a case as 
yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning — to court'sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rtrm. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right 

Rom. Why, then is my pump 4 well flowered. 

Mer. Well said : Follow me this jest now, till 
thou hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the single 
•ole of it is worn, the jest may remain, after the 
wearing, solely singular. 

Rom. O single-soled* jest, solely singular for the 
singleness ! 

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits 
fsil. 

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; or 
1*11 cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chace,* 
I have done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose 
in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my 
whole Ave : Was I with you there for the goose ? 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 
* Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting ; 7 it is a 
most sharp sauce. 

Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet 
goose? 

Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel, 8 that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad ! 

Rom. I stretch it out for that word — broad: 
which added to the goose, proves thee far and wide 
a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning 
for love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Ro- 
meo; now art thou what thou art, by art as well as 
by nature : for this drivelling love is like a great 

(1) In ridicule of Frenchified coxcombs. 

(2) Trowsers or pantaloons, a French fashion in 
Shakspeare's time 

(3) A pun on counterfeit money, called slips. 
?4) Shoe. (5) Slight, thin. 

(6) A horse-race in any direction the leader 
chooses to take. 

<7) An apple. /8) Soft stretching leather. 



I natural, that runs lolling up and down, to hide his 
bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against 
the hair. 

Ben. Tbou would'st else have made thy tale 
large. 

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made 
it short : for I was come to the whole depth of raj 
tale ; and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument 
no longer. 

Rom. Here's goodly geer ! 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock. 

Nurse. Peter! 

Peter. Anon? 

Nurse. My fan, Peter.* 

Mer. Pr'ythce, do, good Peter, to hide her face ; 
for her fan's the fairer of the two. 

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ve good den, 10 fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it good den ? 

Mer. Tis no leas, 1 tell you ; for the bawdy hand 
of the dial is now upon the prick " of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you ? 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made 
himself to mar. 

Nurse. By mv troth, it is well said; — For him- 
self to mar, quoth'a? — Gentlemen, can any of you 
tell me where I may find the young Romeo? 

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Romeo will be 
older when you have found him, than he was when 
you sought him : I am the youngest of that name,, 
fur 'fault of a worxc. 

Nurse. You sav well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? very well took, 
i'faith ; wisely, wisely. 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confi- 
dence with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So no ! 

Ram. What hast thou found ? 

Mer. No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten 
pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. 

An old hare hoar J* 

And an old hart hoar, 
Is very good meat in lent : 

But a hare that is hoar, 

Is too much for a score, 
When it hoars ere it be spent. 

Romeo, will you come to your father's ? well to 
dinner thither. 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady, 
lady, \ndrM VExe. Mer. and Ben. 

Nurse. Marry, farewell !— I pray you, what saucy 
merchant 14 was this, that was so roll of his ropery ?' s 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute, 
than he will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, 111 
take him down an 'a were lustier than he is, and 

(9) It was the custom for servants to carry the 
lady's fan. 

(10) Good even. (11) Point. 

(12) Hoary, mouldy. 

(13) The burden of an old song. 

(14) A term of disrespect in contradistinction to 
gentleman. 

(15) Roguery. 
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Jul rfrith, I am sorry that thou trt not well .* 
Sweet, tweet, sweet none, tell me, what says my 
love? 

Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous: — Where is jour mother? 

Jul Where is my mother ?— why, she is within ; 
Where should she be ? How oddly thou reply'st ! 
Your love jay* like an honest gentleman, — 
Where is your mother ? 

Nurse. O, God's lady dear ! 

Are you so hot? Marry, come up, 1 irow ; . 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jul. Here's such a coil, 1 — come, what says Ro- 
meo? 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 

JuL 1 have. 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' cell, 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie vou to church ; I must another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark : 
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight ; 
But vou shall bear the burden soon at night 
Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune !— honest nurse, fare- 
well. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VL— Friar Laurence's cell. Enter 
Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act, 
That after hours with sorrow cnide us not ! 

Rom. Amen, amen! but come what sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is crouch I may but call her mine. 

Fri. The** violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiss, c^jjproe : The sweetest honey 
is loathsome in his owsraeliciousness. 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady :— O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossamers 2 
That idle in ne wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jul Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us 
both. 

Jul As much to him, else are his thanks too 
much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon 3 it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, 4 more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth ; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

(1) Noise, bustle. 

(2) The long while filament which flies in the air. 

VOlA If, 



Fri. Come, come with me, and we will main 
short work ; 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE L—A public place. Enter Mercutio, 
Benvolio, Page, and Servants. 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire ; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And, if we meet, we snail not 'scape a brawl ; 
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me 
his sword upon the tabic, and says, God tend me 
no need of thee! and, by the operation of the 
second cup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, 
there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be 
moody, and as soon moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two such, we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Thou ! why thou wilt auarrel with a man that hath 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou 
hast Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking 
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast 
hazel eyes ; What eye, but such an eye, would spy 
out sucn a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, 
as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath 
been beaten as addle as an egg, for quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in 
the street, because he hath wakened thy dog mat 
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet before 
Easter? with another, for tying his new shoes with 
old ribband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar- 
relling ! 

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, 
any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for 
an hour and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee-simple ? O simple ! 

Enter Tybalt, and others. 

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not 

Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to them. 
Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? Couple 
it with something; make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb. You win find me apt enough to that, sir, 
if you will give roe occasion. 

Mer. Could you not take some occasion without 

Tyh. Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo, — 

Mer. Consort? what, dost thou make us min- 
strels ? an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear 
nothing but discords : here's my fiddlestick ; here's 
that shall make you dance. 'Zounds, consort ! 

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men ; 
Either withdraw into some private place, 
Or reason coldly of your grievances. 
Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and Ut 
them gaze; 
I will not budge lor no man's pleasure, I. 

(3) Faint, display. (4) Imagination. 
3S 
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Hold, friends ! friends, part ! and, swifter than 

his tongue, 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 
And to't they go like lightning ; for, ere I 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain ; 
And, as be fell, did Romeo turn and fly : 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 
And all those twenty could but kill one life : 
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

Man. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's 
friend ; 
His fault concludes but, what the law should end, 
The life of Tybalt 

Prin. And, for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I have an interest in your hates' proceeding, 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding; 
But I'll amerce' you with so strong a fine, 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine : 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses, 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste, 
Else, when he's found, that hour is his last 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will ; 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE Il.—A room in Capulet's house. Enter 

Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Phoebus' mansion; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would wbaavou to the west, 
And bring in cloudy wfn immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ! 
That run-away's eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd oi, and unseen ! — 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees with night. — Come, civil 3 night, 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
PJay'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 
Hood my unmaun'd blood bating in ray cheeks,' 
With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown 

bold, 
Think true love acted, simple modesty. 
Come, night ! — Come, Romeo ! — come, tbou day in 

night! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. — 
Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-brow'd 

night, 
Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 
Take him, and cut him out in little stars, 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night, 
And pay no worship to the garish 4 sun. — 
O, I nave bought the mansion of a love, 
Bat not possess'd it ; and, though I am sold, 

(1) Punish by fine. (2) Grave, solemn. 

1 3) These are terms of falconry. 
(4) Gaudy, showy. 



Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day, 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse, 

Enter Nurse, with cords. 

And she brings news; and every tongue that 

speaks 
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? 

the cords, 
That Romeo bade thee fetch ? 

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

[Throws them down. 

Jul. Ah me ! what news ? why dost tbou wring 
thy hands ? 

Nurse. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, he's 
dead ! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 
Alack the day ! — he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead ! 

Jul. Can heaven be so envious? 

Nurse. Romeo can, 

Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo ! Romeo ! — 
Who ever could have thought it? — Romeo ! 

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment me 
thus? 
This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but /, 5 
And that bare vowel / shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye o( cockatrice : 
I am not I, if there be such an /; 
Or those eyes shut, that make the answer, /. 
If he be slain, say /; or if not, no: 
Brief sounds determine of my weal, or wo. 

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine 
eyes, — 
God save the mark ! — here, on his manly breast: 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pate, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood, 
All in gore blood ; I swooned at the sight 

Jul O break, my heart ! — poor bankrupt, break 
at once ! 
To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I bad ! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to sec thee dead ! 

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary ? 
Is Romeo slaughter^ ; and is Tybalt dead ? 
My dear-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord ? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom ! 
For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. 

Jul. O God ? — did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's 
blood? 

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 

Jejl O serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face f 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant ! fiend angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd raven ! wofvish-ravening lamb ! 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 
A damned saint, an honourable villain ! — 
O, nature ! what hadst thou to do in hell, 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? 
Was ever book, containing such vile matter, 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit should dwell 

(5) In Shakspeare's time the affirmative particle 
ay was usually written i, and here it is 
to retain the old spelling. 
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Then migfat'st thou speak, then night'st thou tear 

thy hair, 
And fell upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of ah unmade nave. 
Fri. Arise; one knocks; rood Rome©, hide 
thyself. [Knocking within. 

Rem, Not I) unless the breath of heart-sick 
groans, 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. 

[Knocking. 
Fri Hark, bow they knock !— Who's there ?— 
Romeo, arise; 
Thou wilt be taken :— Stay a while : stand up ; 

[Knocking. 
Run to my study . — By and by : — God's will ! 
What wilfulness is this ? — I come, 1 come. 

[Knocking. 
Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what's 
your will ? 
Nurse. [ Within.] Let me come in, and yon shall 
know my errand ; 
1 come from lady Juliet 
Fri. Welcome then* 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar. 
Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo ? 

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tears 
made drunk. 

JVwrae. O, he is eveiwn my mistress* case, 
Just in her case ! 

Fri O woful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she. 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubber- 

ing:— 
Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
Why should you fall into so deep an O ? 

Ham. Nurse! 

Nurse. Ah sir ! ah sir !— Well, death's the end 
of all. 

Rom. Spak'st thott of Juliet ? how is it with her ? 
Doth she not think ma an old murderer, 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd love ? 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and 
weeps; 
And now fells on her bed ; and then starts up, 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down fells again. 

Rom, As if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 
Did murder her ; as that name's cursed band 
Murder'd her kinsman. — O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [ Drawing his tword. 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? thy form crie9 out, thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 
Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both ! 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
1 thought thy disporition better temper'd. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too that Uvea in thee, 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
Why raiTst thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth? 

(1) Ton to pieces with thine own weapo ns . 



Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once ; which thou at once wouldst lose. 
Fie, fie ! thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit; 
Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all, 
And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit 
Thy noble shape is but a form of wax. 
Digressing from the valour of a man : 
Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow penury, 
Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to cherish : 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of mem both, 
Like powder in a skill-less soldier's flask, 
Is set on fire by thine own ignorance, 
And thou dismember'd with thine own defence. 1 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive, 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead; 
There art thou happy - Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art thou happy too : 
The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy friend, 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 
But, like a mis-behav'd and sullen wench, 
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love : 
Take need, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where thou hhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call tbee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 
Go before, nurse : commend me to thy latfy ; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed. 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

JVurse. O Lord, I could have staid here all the 
night, 
To hear good counsel : 0, what learning is !— 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 

Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir : 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 

\Exit Norse. 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this ! 

Fri. Go hence: Goodnight; and here stands all 
your state ; 3 
Either be rone before the watch be set. 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence: 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man, 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand ; 'tis late: farewell; goodnight 

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grie£ so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell. [EsamL 

SCENE IV.— A room m Capulet's hduss. En- 
ter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 

Cap. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
FiOok you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And so did 1 ; — Well, we were born to die. — 
*Tis very late, she'll not come down to-night : 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of wo afford no time to Woo: 
Madam, good night : commend me to your daugh- 
ter. 

(2) The whole of your fortune depends on Hw . 
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La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
thou not : 
Then weep no more. 1*11 send to one in Mantua, — 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live, — 
That shall bestow on him so §ure a draught, 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jut Indeed, I never shall bo satisfied 
With Romeo, till 1 behold him— dead— 
It ray poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd : 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet. — O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, — and cannot come to him, — 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughtered him ! 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find such 
a man. 
Bat now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time : 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, 
child : 
One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that ? 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday 
room, 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 
The county Paris, at saint Peter's church, 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too, 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Ere be, that should be husband, comes to woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and, when I do, 1 swear, 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know J hate, 
Rather than Paris : — These are now* indeed f 

La. Cap. Here comes your father ; tell him so 
yourself, 
And see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew ; 
But lor the sunset of my brother's son, 
It rains downright. — 

How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears ? 
Ever more showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeits a bark, a sea, a wind : 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy sighs ; 
Who, — raging with thy tears, and they with them, — 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body. — How now, wife? 
Have you delivered to her our decree ? 

La Cap. Av, sir ; but she will none, she gives 
you thanks. 
I would, the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, 
wife. 
How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ? 
Is she not proud ? doth she not count her bless'd, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that 
you have : 
Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

(1) Base woman. 



Cap. How now ! how now, chop-logic ! What 
is this ? 
Proud,— and, I thank you,— and, I thank you not; — 
And yet not proud ; — Mistress minion, you, 
Thank me no mankinds, nor proud me no prouds, 
But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church, 
Or i will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion ! out, you baggage ! 
You tallow-face f 

La Cap. Fie, fie .' what, are you mad ? 

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 
wretch ! 
I tell thee what, — get thee to church o'Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me : 
my fingeis itch — Wife, we scarce thought us 

bless'd, 
That God had sent us but this only child ; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curse in having her : 
Out on her, hilding! 1 

Nurse. God in heaven bless her ! — 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your 
tongue, 
Good prudence ; srnattcr with your gossips, go. 

Nurse. 1 speak no treason. 

Cap. O, God ye good den ! 

Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl, 
For here we neeu! it not 

La. Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread! it makes me mad: Day, night, 
late, early, 
At home, abroad, alone, in company, 
Waking, or sleeping, still mv care hath been 
To have her match'd : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage, 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 
Stuff 'd (as they say) with honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as one's heart could wish a man, — 
Ana then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 
To answer — /*// not wed % — / cannot love, 
I am too young, — 1 pray yow, pardon me ; — 
But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 
Graze where you will, you shall not house with me ; 
Look to't, think on't, I do not use to jest. 
Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 
An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend ; 
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i'tbe streets, 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 
Trust to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn. [Exit. 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds, 
That sees into the bottom of my grief? 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a 
word; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit. 

Jul. O God !— O nurse ! bow shall this be pre- 
vented ? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to earth, 
Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth ?— comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven i^hould practise stratagems 
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To live an unstain*d wife to my street tore. 

Fri. Hold, then; go borne, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow ; 
To-morrow -night look that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy none lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thoo this phial, being then in bed, 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 
When, presently, Jhrough all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seixe 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 
No warmth, no breath, snail testify thou lir'st; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall, 
Like death, when be shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of supple government, 
Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death: 
And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours, 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then (as the manner of our country is,) 
In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier, 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capuiets lie. 
In the mean time, against thou shalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 
And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua, 
And this shall free thee from this present shame ; 
If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

JuL Give me, O give me f tell me not of fear. 

jFW. Hold; get you gone, be strong and pros- 
perous 
In mis resolve : I'll send a friar with speed v 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

JuL Love, give me strength ! and strength shall 
help afford. 
Farewell, dear father! [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— A room in Capulat's house. En- 
ter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as hero are writ. — 

[Exit Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty conning cooks. 

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I'll try 
if they can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou try them so ? 

2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot 
lick his own fingers : therefore he, that cannot lick 
hit fingers, goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, begone. — [Exit Servant 

We snail be much unfurnish'd for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ? 

JVWas. At, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, be may chance to do some good on 
her: 
A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet 

JSTurte. See, where she comes from shrift 1 with 

merry look. 
Cap. How now, ray headstrong ? where have 

you been gadding ? 
Jul Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests ; 2 and am enjoin *d 
By holy Laurence to fell prostrate here, 
AjkI beg your pardon :— Pardon, I beseech you ! 



(1) Confession, 
roc ir. 



(2) Commands. 



Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the county ; go tell him of this ; 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell ; 
And gave him what beromed* love I might, 
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, 1 am glad on't; this is well, — stand op: 
This is as't should be. — Let me see the county; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar, 
AH our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet, 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 

La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is time 
enough. 

Cbp. Go, nurse, go with her : — we'll to church 
to-morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision ; 
Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tush .' I will stir about, 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ; 
I'll not to bed to-night ; — let me alone ; 
I'll play the housewife for this once. — What, ho! — 
They are all forth : Well, I will walk myself 
To county Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow •. my heart is wondrous light. 



net 



Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd. [Ext 

SCENE ///.—Juliet's chamber. Enter Juliet 

and Nurse. 

Jul Ay, those attires are best: — But, gentle 
nurse, 
J pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons* 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 

Enter Lady Capulet 

La. Cap. What, are you busy? do you need 
my help? 

JuL No, madam ; we have cull'd such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all, 
In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Jul. Farewell !— God knows, when we shall 
meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 
I'll call them back again to comfort me ; 
Nurse ! — What should she do here ? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 
Come, phial. — 

What it this mixture do not work at all ? 
Must I of force be married to the county ? — 
No, no ; — this shall forbid it : — lie thou there. — 

[Laying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead ; 
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd, 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 



(3) Becoming. 
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Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's 
face, 
And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

La. Cap. Accure'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful 
day! 
Most miserable hour, that e'er tune saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one tning to rejoice and solace in, 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from ray sight 

Nurse. O wo ! O woful, woful, woful daj ! 
Most lamentable day ! most woful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 
O day .' O day ! O day ! O hateful day ! 
Never was seen so black a day as this : 
O woful day, O woful day ! 

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, suited, slain ! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 
O love ! O life .'—not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kilPd ! 
Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now 
To murder murder our solemnity ? — 
O child ! O child ! — my soul, and not my child ! — 
Dead art thou, dead ! — alack ! my child is dead ; 
And, with my child, my joys are buried. 

Fri. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's cure lives 
not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her you could not keep from death ; 
But Heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The most you sought was — her promotion ; 
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advane'd : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advane'd, 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 
O, in this love, you love your child so ill, 
That you run mad, seeing; that she is well : 
She's not well married, that lives married long ; 
But she's best married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 
In all her best array bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids us all lament, 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment 

Cap. All things, that we ordained festival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast ; 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse, 
And all things change mem to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in, — and, madam, go with 
him; — 
And go, sir Paris ;— every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
The heavens do lour upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high will. 

[Exe. Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris and Friar. 

1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be 
gone. 

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah. put up ; put up; 
For, well you know, mis is a pitiful case. 

[Exit Nurse. 

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
Bended. 
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Enter Peter. 



Pet Musicians, O musicians, Hearts east, 

(1) Dump* were heavy mournful tunes. 
(5) 7\>g^istoscoa;ai)daf{*dbnaMsigiiin6d 
* minstrel 



hearfs ease ; O, an you will have me live, play— 
heart's tost. 

1 Mus. Why heart's ease ? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays 
— -My heart is full of too: O, play me some merry 
dump, 1 to comfort me. 

2 Mus. Not a dump we ; Us no time to play now. 
Pet. You will not then ? 

2 Mus. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you soundly. 

1 Mus. What will you give us ? 

Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the gleek £ 1 
will eive you the minstrel. 

1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving-creature. 

Pet Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger 
on your pate. I will carry no crotchets: I'll re you, 
I'll fa you ; Do you note me ? 

1 Mus. An you re us, and fa us, you note us. 

2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put 
outyour wit 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; I will dry- 
beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dag- 
ger : — Answer me like men : 

When griping grief the heart doth wound. 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music, with her silver sound; 

Why, silver sound? why, music with her sitter 

sound? 

What say you, Simon Catling ? 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet 
sound. 

Pet . Pretty ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck ?« 

2 Mus. I say— silver sound, because musicians 
sound for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too .'—What say you, James Sound- 
post? 

3 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet O, I cry you mercy ! you are the singer : I 
will say for you. It is music with her silver sound, 
because such fellows as you have seldom gold for 
sounding : — 

Then music with her silver sound, 
With speedy help doth lend redress. 

[Exit, singing. 

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same ? 

2 Mus. Hang him, Jack ! Come, we'll in here ; 
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE /.—Mantua. A street Enter Romeo. 

Rom. If I may trust the nattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord* sits lightly in his throne; 
And, all mis day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, ray lady came and found me dead ; 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to 

think,) 
And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips, 
That I reviv'd and was an emperor. 
Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess'd, 
When but love's shadows are so rich in joy ! 

Enter Balthasar. 
News from Verona !— How now, Balthasar ? 

(3) * And the jocund rebecks sound' milto*. 

(4) £ e. Love. 
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With funeral praiaas do adorn uYrtnmb ! 

[The boy -whistles. 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What caned foot wanders this way to-night, 
To cross ray obsequies, and true-love'* rites ? 
What, with a torch !— muffle me, night, a while. 

[Retires. 

Enter Romeo ami Balthasar, with a torch, mat- 
tock, IfC. 

Rom. Give roe that mattock, and the wrenching 
iron. 
Hold, take this letter; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light : Upon thy life I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt roe in my coarse. 
Why I descend into this bed of death, 
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 
Bat, chiefly, to take hence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring that I most use 
In dear employment: 1 therefore hence, be gone : — 
Ait if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do, 
By heaven, I will tear thee ioint by joint. 
And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs : 
The time and mv intents are savage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty timers, or the roaring sea. 

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble yon. 

Rom. So shalt thou show me friendship. — Take 
thou that : 
Lire, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow. 

Bal. For all this same, 1*11 hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt [Retires. 

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel o( the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the monument. 
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my lore's oonsin ; — with which grief, 
It is supposed the fair creatare died ; — 
And here is come to do some villanous shame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. — 

[Advances. 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed; and therefore came I 
hither. — 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 
Fly hence and leave me ; — think upon these pone ; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another sin upon my bead, 
By urging me to fury :— O, be cone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself: 
For I come hither arm'd against myself: 
Stay not, begone ; — live, and hereafter say — 
A madman's mercy bade thee ran away. 

Par. 1 do defy thy conjurations^ 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thee, 
boy. [Theyjight 

Page. O lord! they fight: I will go call the 
watch. [Exit Page 

Par. O, I am slain! [Falls.]— If thou be mer- 
ciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet [Dies 

(1) i. «. Action of importance. 

(2) I do refuse to do as thou conjurest me to do, 
t. e. depart 



Rom. In faith, I will:— Let me peruse Uuff 
face; — 

Mercutio'a kinsman, noble county Paris : — 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think, 
He told me, Paris should have married Juliet : 
Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was so ? -O, give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book ! 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
A grave? O, no; a lantern, 3 slaughter'd youth, 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence 4 full of light 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interred. 

[laying Paris in the monument, 
How oft when men are at the point of death 
Have they been merry ? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death : O, how may 1 
Call this a lightning ?— O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thv bloody sheet ? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive ine, cousin ! — Ah ! dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair ? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monster keep! 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I will still stay with thee; 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again ; here, nere will I remain 
With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O, here 
Will 1 set up my everlasting rest ; 
And shake tne yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look your 

last! 
Anns, take year last embrace ! and lips, O von 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kias 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct, 5 come, unsavoury guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thv sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love '.—[Drinks] O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss I die. 

[Diet. 

Enter at the other end of the church-yard, Friar 
Laurence, with a lantern, crow, and spade. 

Fri. Saint Francis be ray s>peed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves? — Who's 

there? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ? 

Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knowi 
you well. 

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond', that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless sculls ? as I discern, 
It burnetii in the CapeU' monument • 

Bal It doth so, holy sir ; and there's my master, 
One that you love. 

Fri. Who is it? 

Bal. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there ? 

(3) The allusion is to a louvre or turret nil of 
windows, by means of which ancient halls, Ac. are 
illuminated. 

(4) Presence-chamber. (5) Conductor. 
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Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce, 
To county Paris : — Then comes she to me ; 
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
To rid her from this second marriage, 
Or, in my cell there would she kill herself. 
Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 
A sleeping-potion : which so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime 1 writ to Romeo, 
That be should hither come at this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 
Being the time tlie potion's force should cease. 
But he which bore my letter, friar John, 
Was staid by accident ; and yesternight 
Return'd my letter back : Then all alone, 
At the prefixed hour of her waking. 
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 
But, when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 
The noble Pari*, and true Romeo, dead. 
She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth, 
And bear this work of heaven with patience : 
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 
And she, too desperate, would not go with me, 
But (as it seems,) did violence on herself. 
All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time, 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man. 
Where's Romeo's man ? what can be say in this ? 

Bat I brought my master news of Juliet's death ; 
And then in post he came from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument 
This letter he early bid me give his father; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If I departed not, and left him mere. 

Prince. Give me the letter, 1 will look on it. — 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the watch ? — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place ? 

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's 
grave; 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 
Anon, comes one with tight to ope the tomb ; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's 
words, 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes — that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet — 
Where be these enemies ? Capulct ! Montague ! — 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 
That Heaven finds means to kill your joys with love ! 
And I, for winking at your discords too, 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen r 1 — all are punish'd. 

Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy hand : 

(1) Mercutio and Paris. 



This is my daughter's jointure, tor no more 
Can i demand. 

Man. But I can give thee more : 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set. 
As that of true and faithful Juliet 

Cap. As rich snail Romro by his lady lie; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it 
brings; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his bead : 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things; 

.Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more wo, 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [Exeunt. 



This play is one of the most pleasing of our 
author's performances. The scenes are busy and 
various, incidents numerous and important, the ca- 
tastrophe irresistibly affecting, and the process of 
the action carried on with such probability, at least 
with such congruity to popular opinions, as tragedy 
reauires. 

Here is one of the few attempts of Sbakspeare to 
exhibit the conversation of gentlemen, to repre- 
sent the airy spri^htliness of juvenile elegance. 
Mr. Dn den mentions a tradition, which might 
easily reach his time, of a declaration maaVDV 
Shakspeare, that he was obliged to kill Mercutio t* 
the third Act, lest he should have been lulled by 
him. Yet be thinks him no such formidable per- 
son, but that he might have lived through the play, 
and died in his bed, without danger to the poet 
Dryden well knew, had he been in quest of truth, 
in a pointed sentence, that more regard is com- 
monly had to the words than the thought, and that 
it is very seldom to be rigorously understood. Mer- 
cutio's wit, gaiety, and courage, will always pro- 
cure him friends that wish him a longer life ; bat 
his death is not precipitated, he has lived out the 
time allotted him in the construction of the play ; 
nor do I doubt the ability of Sbakspeare to have 
continued his existence, though some of his sallies 
are perhaps out of the reach of Dryden; whose 
genius was not very fertile of merriment, nor duc- 
tile to humour, but acute, argumentative, compre- 
hensive, and sublime. 

The Nurse is one of the characters in which 
the author delighted : be has, with great rabtilty 
of distinction, drawn her at once loquacious and 
secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty and dis- 
honest 

His comic scenes are happily wrought, but hit 
pathetic strains are always polluted with some un- 
expected depravations. His persons, however dis- 
tressed, have a conceit left than in their misery, 
a miserable conceit. 
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Claudius, king cf Denmark. 
Hamlet, ron In Uie forum hug, a 

IS. lord chamberlain. 




Reyualdo, it 

A Captain. An A .. .... 

Ghott 0/ Hamlet, fitter. 
Fortinbrns, prince of Norway. 

Certrade, lira of Denmark, and mutter «/ 

DjAelia, daughter of Pafaiiits. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Players, Gram 
diggers, Saturn, Meuengtrt, and other At 



SCENE /*.— Elnn 
cattU. Franciic 
Bernardo, 

WHO'S there? 

Yourarlf. 

Fran. 
Ber. 

Fran. You o 
Ber. Til no 



answer me : stand, and unfold 

Bernardo? 

He. 

: m»t carefully upon yjur boor. 



Ber Have yon had quiet guard .' 

Fran. Not ■ moat* 

Ber. Well, good night 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellui, 
The rivals 1 of my watch, bid them make I 
Enter Horatio and Marcellm. 

Fries. I think, I hear them.— Stand, b 
» there F 

fJor. Friends U> Hue ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to t) 

Fran. Oire you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest 

Who hath reliev'd yon I 

HolbiBernirdoY 
Bar. 
What, a Horatio the 
Hot. 
Bar. WelcoDM,H 



Hot. What, hu thia thing appearM ag in to- 
night? 
Ber. 1 hare seen nothing. 
Mar Horatio un, 'lit but our family; 



ua to watch tb. 
if again this a; 
t, approve) ou, 
-. Tuah ! tuah 



.ded right, twice aoen of m : 
ntrealed him, along 



id let ua near Bernardo apeak of thia. 
Ber. Last nighlof all. 
When yuu same atar, dial's rreatwaid born 

oade hia coarse to ilium? that part of bea 
a now it bunu, Marcellm, and myaelf, 
The ball rim beating one,— 

r. Peace, break tbw off; look, where ileal 



Ber. In the rame figure like the king liut'i dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar, ipeak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looki it not like the king? mark it, Horatio. 
Hot. Moat like :— it harrowi) ma with fear, and 
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WImm we shell find him most comment [Ere. i 

SCENE IJ— The some. A room of slate in thai 
torn*. Enter the King. Queen. Hamlet. Polo- 1 
nius, Laertes, VoUimanrt, Cornelius, Lords, ond\ 
Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's 

death 
The memory be green; and that it as befitted 
To bear our hearts in gnef, and oar whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of wo ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 
Th»t we with wisest sorrow mink on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, — 
With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal scale weighing delight ana dole, 1 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barrM 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this aflair along : — For all, our thanks. 

Now fellows, that you know, young Forunbras, — 
Holding a weak suppose! of our worth ; 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death, 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 
Colleagued with tnis dream of his advantage, 
He hath not feil'd to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands, 
Lost by his father, with all bands 3 of law, 
To our most valiant brother. — So much for him. 
Now for oursel£ and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the business is : We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 
His further gait 3 herein ; in that the levies, 
The lists, and rail proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : — and we here despatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with the lung, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. • 
Farewell : and let your haste commend your duty. 
Cor. Vol In that, and all things, will we show 

our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily fereweU. 
[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what* s the news with you ? 
You told us of some suit; What ist, Laertes? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dai 
And lose your voice: What wonld'i 

Laertes, 
That shall not be my oiler, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart. 
The hand more instrumental to die mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What would'st thou have, Laertes? 

Lmer. My dread lord, 

Your leave and favour to return to France; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your father's leave ? What says 

fWonius? 
Pol Hehath^myloi^[wi!«ag£rommenwslow 

leave, 
By laboursome petition ; and, at last, 

(1) Grief (3) Bonds. (3) Way, path. 



not 



'at thou beg, 



Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent : j 
I do beseech you, git t ban leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be Dane, 
And thy best graces : spend it at u>y wiJJ. — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, 

Ham. A little more than kin, and Us* man kind. 4 

[Aside. 

King. How is it that the clouds still bang on yon? 

Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much rthe son. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour o&, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids 5 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st, 'tis common; all, that live, must die, 
frssing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know 
seems. 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 
Nor windy suspiration of fore'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected baviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of , 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed," 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show ; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of wo. 

King. Tis sweet and commendable in your na- 
ture, Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to Tour father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost bis ; and the survivor bound 
In filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to persever 
In obstinate coodoiement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 
An understanding simple and unscbool'd : 
For what, we know, must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 
| Why should we, in our peevish opposition, 
Take it to heart ? Fie J v tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 
This must be so. We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailaur wo ; and mink of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
And, with no less nobility of love, 
Than mat which dearest father bears his son, 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 
It is most retrograde* to our desire : 
And, we beseech you, bend vou to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet; 
I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you madam. 

King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourself m Denmark.— Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforcM accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof, 



(4/ Nature : a little more 
I less than a natural 
(5) Lowering eyes. 



than a kinsman, and 
(6) Contrary . 



UlII. 



Hot. It would hire 

Htm. Very I**, 

Verjlike; Slay'd it bop, ? 
Hot. While oik with moderate baste might tell 

Mar. Btr. LoriEflr, lonror. 

Hot. Not what! «* it. 

Ham- Hit beard ma rriuled 

Hot. It m, u r have MB il in hit lift. 
A aabk aitverM. 

Ham. 
Perth*! 
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too credent* ear you hat* fail at* 
. .___ rour heart; or toot iJmte trei 
To him 



■ itch to-night ; 



Zfer 

H«n IF it unmw n 
III (peak to it, though I 
And bid me huld mv pe 
If you have hitherto™ 



I will re „ „ 
L'pon the platfb 

riui-ijiu. 



Iw 



ant, it will. 



noble father 1 ! person, 
II itself thcaild gape, 
re. limy,™ til, 



— Our dun- id your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, aa mine to you : Farewell 
[Ereuni Horatio, Marcelliu, ' " " " J 
jfinVrt-'-- ' " 



Bernardo. 
_ ..._. Jli 
foul play : 'would, the night 



Lot. My nerevarie. i 
And, titter, a> ilw winds 
And convoy it attislmil, d 
But lei mc hear from you 

Loir. For Hamlet, aw 
Hold il a fashion, and a 1. 
A violet in the youth of p 



Nornore™ 
Oph P 



id bulb ; but, as this temple Wat 



il, nor cautel,' doth beimirc 



Ha rreatnrv wr:i*/h'd. hii will is not hit own ; 
Forte himtelf i inbirri to hit birth i 
He mat not, us unvalued penons do, 
Carre tor hiinwlf ; fur on his choice dependf 
The tatty and the health of tho whole ttata' 
And therefore mu.l hit choice be eirrunucrib'd 
Unto the voice and rieldinir of that bods 
Whereof he it the" licad : Then it Do tart be 

It fits jour wiadom to far to 
Ath. ■ '■ 

May 



in hit particular 



i) Believing, (6) Lilten to 



it, Ophelia, fear it, nsj dear titter ; 
And keep you in the rear of your eftactioa, 
Out of the shot and danger of deaire. 
The cbariestt maid is prodigal enough, 
If the unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue ioelf trapes not caluraooui ttrdrel : 
The canker galls the infanta of the swing, 
~"oo oft before their buttons be diaclot'di 

e wa'iy then : ben snfHr liet in fear ; 
outh to itself rebels, though none the near. 
Oph. 1 shall Ihr efiect of this good lesson keep, 
a watchman to tny heart : But, good my brother, 
Do not, at tome unf-recaiii! putlnm do, 

puffM and recklearf libertine, 
irinrraae path of dalliance treads, 



May too long ;- 



O fear me not. 



leasing it a double grace ; 
nilet upon a aecwcfleaire. 
I hire, Lnerlei - aboard, abcord, for 



pi; [Laying lailuBid on LteTla'lumd. 
a few prorrpls in thy memory 
1 chancier ■' Givt hr thoughts no tongue, 
unproporlion'd thought hit act. 

TV friendt thou hast, and Unfit adoption tried. 

But uo not dull thy" palm" with entertainment 
... ■__ .l..... l....u.j -TfleoVd ,«nmde. Beware 



I that the opposxir n 
Hire evert man thine ear 



Cosily Ihy habit aa thy pui 



iy jadg- 



hat.it at thy 
.prett'd in iai 



:>■ . rich 

•hums th 



mutt follow, at the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be &lae to any man. 
Farewell : my blewing aeaaon' r thit in Ihee I 
I jut Most hurnbly do I lake my leave, my load. 
Pol. The time invite, you; go, your Krautt 
lend.lt 

What I have (aid to you. 
Oph 'Tit in my memory lock'H, 

ad you yoanelf shall keep the key of it 
Ij*t. Farewell. [E«i Laertes. 

Pol. What itt, Ophelia, he hath taid loyoof 
Oph. Sopleatejou.mwthii^louohir^rLBkird 
Hamlet. 

(10] Rogardi not bit own leaaor*. 
(II) Write. (13} Palm of tba hud. 

(13) Opinion. (14) Noble, (15) Chiefly. 
(16) Economy. (17) Infra. (18) Wail. 
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That beetles' o'er his taw into the 
And there assume some other horrible form. 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason, 
And draw yon into madness ? think of it : 
The very place puts toys 3 of desperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still :— 

Go on, I'll follow thee. 

Mar. You 4hall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands 

Hot. Be ruPd, you shall not go. 

Ham. My fete cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve, — 

[Ghost beckons 
Still am I call'd ;— unhand me, gentlemen ;— 

[Breaking from Hum. 
By heaven, 1*11 make a ghost of hun that lets* 

me : — 
I say, away : — Go on, 111 follow thee. 

\E stunt Ghost and Hamlet. 

Hot. He waxiM desperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let 1 !* follow; *tis not fit thus to obey him 

Hot. Have after: — To what issue will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Den- 
mark. 

Hor. Heaven win direct it 

Mar. Nay, let's follow Mm. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—Jl more remote part of the plat- 
form. Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou leadnse? speak; 111 
go no further. 

Ghott. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous end tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost So art thou to revenge, when thou sbalt 
hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost. 1 am thy father's spirit : 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 
And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires, 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that 1 am forbid 
To tell the secret* of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, whore lightest word 
Would barrow up thy *oul ; freeze th) > oung blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 

spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 
And each particular hair to stand an-end, 
Like quills upon the fretful Porcupiue : 
Rut this eternal blazon 4 must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood :— List, list, O list !— 
If thou didst eve.- thy dear father love, 

Ham O heaven ! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural 
murder. 

Ham. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural 



(1) Hanrs. 
(4) Display. 
'7) Henbane. 



(2) Whims. (3) Hinders. 

(5) Garden. (6) Satiate 
(8) Seah, scurf. (9) Leprous. 



Ham. Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings 
as swift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt ; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fet weed 
Tnat rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
V\ ould'st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, bear : 
'Ti» given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard,* 
A serpent iftiing me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is, b} a forged process of my death, 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father's Kfe, 
Mow wears his crown. 

Ham. O, my prophetic soul f my uncle ! 

Ghost Ay , that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful hist 
Tlie will of m\ most seeniiiie*virtuou* queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
l-pon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 
So lust, though to a radiant angel liuk'd, 
Will rate 4 itself in a celestial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 

But, soft ! inethinks, I scent the morning air ; 
Brief let me be : — Sleeping within mine orchard, 
Mv custom always of the afternoon, 
I'pon iny secure hour thy uncle stole, 
W ith juice of cursed hebenon 7 in a vial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment : whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man. 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gate* and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like enger droppings into milk, 
The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine : 
And a most instant tetter 8 bark'd about, 
Mo*t lazar-like, 1 * with vile and loathsome crust, 
All in} smooth body. 

Thus* ww 1, sleeping, by a brother's hand, 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch'd : w 
Cut off even in the blossom* of my sin, 
riihouscPd," disappointed, 13 unaucl'd ; ,s 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on mv head : 
O, horrible.' O, horrible .' nmst horrible! 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 
Let not tlie royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
But, how-oever thou pui*u'ut this act, 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven, 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 
To prick and Ming her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 
And 'gin>« to pale his uneflec tual fire: 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. \Esnt. 

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! what 
else? 
And shall I couple hell ?— O fie .'—Hold, bold, my 
heart; 

(10) Bereft. 

(1 1) Without having received the sacrament 
H2) Unappoioted, unprepared. 

(13) Without extaeme unctien 
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Of hi* behaviour. 

Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Many, well said : very well said. 



Look 



you, 



sir. 



Inquire me first what Danskers 1 are in Paris ; 
And bow, and who, what means, and where they 

keep, 
What company, at what expense ; and finding, 
By this encompassment and drift of question, 
That they do know ray ton, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of 

him; t 
As thus, — / know his father, and his friends, 
And, in pari, him ; — Do ) ou mark this, Reynaldo ? 

Rey. Ay, very well, mv lord. 

Pol. And, in part, htm; — but, you may say, 
not well: 
But, tf*t be he I mean, he's very wild ; 
Addicted so and so ; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may cnahonour him ; take heed of that ; 
Bat, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips, 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

As gaming, my lord. 
Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quar- 
relling, 
Drabbing : — You may go so far. 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. 'Faith, no; as you may season it in the 
charge. 
Vou must not put another scandal on him. 
That he is open to incontinency ; 
That's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so 

quaintly, 
That they may seem the taints of liberty : 
The flash and out-break of a fiery mind; 
A savageness 3 in unreclaimed blood, 
Of general assault 

Rey. But, my good lord, 

Pol. Wherefore stiould you do this ? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol. Marry, air, here's my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetcn of warrant : 
V ou laying these slight sullies on my son, 
As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i'thc working, 
Mark you, 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having ever seen in the prenominate* crime*, 
The vouth you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd, 
He closes with you in this consequence ; 
Good sir, or so ; or friend, or gentleman, — 
According; to the phrase, or the addition, 
Of man, and country. 

Rey. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,— lie does— 
What was I about to say ? — By the mass, I was 
about to say something : — Where did I leave ? 

Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 

Pol. At, closes in the consequence, — Ay, marry ; 
He cloaes with you thus : — / knoto the gentleman ; 
I saw him yesterday, or Vottter day, 
Or then, or then; with- such, or such; and, as 

you say, 

There was he gaming ; there overtook in his rouse ; 
There falling out at tennis : or, perchance, 
I saw him enter such a house of sale, 
(Videlicet,* a brotbel,) or so firth.— 
See you now ; 



(1) Danes. 

(3) Already named. 

VOL.!?. 



(2) Wildness. 

(4) That is to say. 



Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth t 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 

With windlaces, and with assays of bias, 

By indirections find directions out; 

So, by former lecture and advice, 

Shall you my son : You have me, have you not? 

Rry. My lord, I have. 

Pol. God be wi' yon ; fare yea wefl. 

Rey. Good my lord, 

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself 

Rey. 1 shall, my lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his music. 

Rey. Well, my lord. [Ext*. 

Enter Ophelia. 

PoL Farewell !— How now, Ophelia ? whaft 
the matter ? 

Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been 10 af- 
frighted! 

PoL With what, in the name of heaven ? 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet. 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrae'd ; 
No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved 5 to his ancle ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 
As if he had been loosed out of hell, 
To speak of horrors, — he conies before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he? 

Oph. He took mc by the wrist, and held me 
hard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face, 
As lie would draw it. Long stay'd he to; 
At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 
And thrice hi 1 * head thus waving up and down,— 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound, 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 6 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go • 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn'd, 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes; 
For out oMoors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me ; I wiU go seek the king. 
This is the very ccslary of love ; 
Whose violent property foredocs 7 itself, 
And lends the will to dcsiieraic undertakings, 
As oft as any passion under heaven. 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry, — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late? 

Oph. No, rnv good lord ; but, as you did com- 
mand, 
I did rrfM'l his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pel. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry, that with better heed and judgment, 
I had not quoted 8 him : I fear'd, he did but trifle, 
And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jeal- 
ousy ! 
It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept dote, 

might move 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter lore. 
Come. [Exmmt. 

(5) Hanging down, like fetters. (6) Bofy 
(7) Destroys. (8) Observed. 
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Pol. Good madam, stay a while ; I will be faith- 
ful.— 

Doubt thou, the stars are firt ; [Roads. 

Doubt, that the sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt, I love. 

O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; / 
hare not art to reckon my groans; but that I love 
thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
this machine is to him, Hamlet. 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me : 

And more above, hath bin soliciting*, 

Ah they fell out by time, by means, and place, 

All jEpven to mine ear. 
King. But how hath she 

Received his love ? 
PoL What do you think of me ? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
PoL I would fain prove so. But what might 
you think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing 
(As I percciv'd it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book ; 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb ; 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think ? no, I went round 1 to work, 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; 
Eord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere ,- 
This must not be : and then I precepts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed (a short tale to make,) 
Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 
Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a lightness ; and, by this declension, 
Into the madness wherein now he raves, 
And all we mourn for. 
King. Do you think, 'tis this ? 

?ueen. It may be, very likely. 
oL Hath there been such a time (I'd fain know 
that,) 
That I have positively said, '77s so, 
When it prov'd otherwise ? 
King. Not that I know. 

PoL Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 
[Pointing to his head and shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 
King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hours I 
together, 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to 
him : 
Be you and I behind an arras 3 then ; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not, 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm, and carters. 
Kmg. We will try it 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen. But look, where sadly the poor wretch 
conies reading. 



(1) Roundly, without reserve. (2) Tapestry. 
(3) Accost (4) Understand**. 



Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 
I'll board 3 him presently :— O, give me leave. — 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Attendants. 
How does my good lord Hamlet ? t#r 

Ham. Well, god-'a-mercy. 

PoL Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 

PoL Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

PoL Honest, my lord ? 

Ham, Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, 
is to be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 

dog, being a god, kissing carrion, Have you a 

daughter ? 

PoL I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i'the sun : conception* m 
a blessing ; but as your daughter may conceive/— 
friend, look to't. 

Pol. How say you by that ? [Aside.] Still harping 
on my daughter :— yet he knew me not at first; he 
said, I was a fishmonger : He is far gone, far gone : 
and, truly, in my youth I suffered much extremity 
for love ; very near this. I'll speak to him again. — 
What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

PoL What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between who? 

PoL I mean, the matter that you read, my lord 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says 
here, that old men have grey beards; that their 
faces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber, 
and plum-tree gum ; and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with most weak hams : All of 
which, sir, though I most powerfully and potently 
believe, vet I hold it not honesty to have it thus set 
down ; for yourself, sir, shall be as old as I am, if, 
like a crab, you could go backward. 

PoL Though this be madness, yet there's method 
in it. [Aside.] Will you walk out of the air, my 
lord? 

Ham. Into my grave ? 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o'the air. — How preg- 
nant sometimes his replies are I "a happiness that 
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity' 
could not so prosperously be delivered of. I will 
leave him, and suddenly contrive the means of 
meeting between him and ray daughter. — My hon- 
ourable lord, I will most humbly take my leave of 
you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal ; except my 
life, except my life, except my life. 

PoL Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools .' 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Pol. Vou go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there be is. 

Ros. God save you, sir! [To Poloniua. 

[Exit Poloniua. 

GuU. My honour' d lord! — 

Ros. My most dear lord ! — 

Ham. My excellent good friends! How dost 
tbou, Guildenstern? Ab, Roaencrants ! Good lads, 
how do ye both ? 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

GuU. Happy, in that we are not overbappy ; 
On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe? 

Ros. Neither, my lord. 

(b) Be pregnant. (6) Ready, apt 

(7) Soundness of mind. 
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forty, fifty, a hundred ducats a-piece, for his pic- 
tore in little. 1 'Sblood, there is something in this 
rocne than oat oral, if philosophy could find it out. 

[Flourish of trumpets within. 

Guil. There are die players. 

Ham, Gentlemen, you arc welcome to Elsinorc. 
Your hands. Come then : the appurtenance of 
welcome is fasliion and ceremony : let me comply 3 
with too in this garb; le«t my extent to the players, 
which, I tell you, roust show lairly outward, should 
more appear like entertainment than jours. You 
are welcome : but my uiicic-fuOier, and aunt- 
mother, are deceived. 

GuiL In what, my dear lord ? 

//am. I am but mad north-north-west : when the 
wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a hand-saw. 

Eider Polonius. 

PoL Wall be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, uuildeiikterii ; — and you too ; 
— at each ear a hearer : tliat great baby, you sec 
there, is not yet out of his awaddling-clouts. 

Has. Happily, he's the second time come to 
tbem ; for, thev say, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. 1 will proplic»y , he conic* to tell me of the 
players ; mark it. — You say right, sir : o'Monday 
morning : 'twas dien, indeed. 

PoL My lord, 1 have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, 1 have news to tell you ; When 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, 

Pol The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buzz, buzz ! 

PoL Upon my lionour, 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, fiastoral-comi- 
cal, hi&torical-naMoral [tragical-historical, tragical - 
comical-histoncul-na*torul,J scene individable, or 

Iwem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor 
'lautus too light. For the law of writ, 3 and the 
liberty, these are die only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel,— what a 
treasure had*t tliov ! 

PoL What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why — One fair daughter and no more, 
Tfte which he loved passing well. 

PoL Still on my daughter. [Aside. 

Ham. Am I not i'the right, old Jephthah ? 

PoL If jou call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a 
daughter, that I love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not 

PoL What follows then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, As by lot, Ood wot, and then, you 
know, It came to pass, As most like it was,— "the 
first row of the pious chanson* will show you more ; 
for look, my abridgment comes. 

Enter four or Jive Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; Welcome, all : — I am 
glad to see thee well : — welcome, good friend*. — 
0, old friend ! Why, thy face is raleiiced* since I 
taw thee last ; Com'st thou to beards me in Don- 
mark .'—What ! my young lady and mistress ! By'r- 
lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven, than when 
I saw you last, by the altitude of a chuninc.' Pray 
God, your voice, like a piece of uncurreut gold, be 
not cracked with the ring.— Masters, you are all 
welcome. We'll e'en to't like French falconers, 
fly at any thing we see : Well have a speech 

(1) Miniature. (2) Compliment (3) Writing. 
(4> Christmas carols. (5) Fringed. 
(6) Defy. (7) Clog. (8) Profession. 
(9) An Italian dish, made of the am of nabes. 



straight : Come, give us a tasle of your quality ;• 
come, a passionate speech. 

1 Play. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee sneak me a speech once, — 
but it was uever acted ; or, if it was, not above 
once : for the play, I remember, pleased not the 
million; 'twas caviare? to the general : 10 but it was 
(as I received it, and others, wImkh: judgment*, in 
such matters, cried in tlic top 11 of mine.) an excel- 
lent play ; well digested in tin: scene*, >et down 
with as much nnxlesty as cunning. I mneinlyer, 
one said, there wen* no sallads in the linen, to 
make tlic matter savoury ; nor no matter in the 

Ehrase, that might indite 13 die author of nfli-ction: 13 
ut called it, an hone*! method, as wljolc-ome as 
sweet, and by very much more haudsomr than fine. 
Owe speech in it 1 chiefly loved : 'twas /Eneas' tale 
to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially, where he 
speaks of Priam's slaughter: If it live in >our memo- 
ry, begin at this line ; let me see, let me see ; — 

ThervggtdPyrrhus,likc thcHyrcanianlxast, — 

'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus, — hr, whose sable arms, 
Black as his purpose, did thr night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous httrstf— 
Hath now this dread and black complexion smear'd 
With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 
JVbw is he total gules ;" horridly trick?d u 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, tons ; 
Bak*d and impasted with the parching streets, 
That lend a tyrannous and a daumed light 
To their lord's murder: Roasted in wrath, and 

fre, 
And thus o'er-sized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like cnrlmnchs, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks ; — So proceed you. 

PoL 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken; with good 
accent, and good discretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 
Whellivvs to his arm, lies where it fills, 
Rrpitena n t to command : f/nt qmd tnairh %/, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage, strikes widr. 
Put with the whiff' and wind of hi* Jill timid 
The unnerved father falls. Thin scnsclrtv Ilium, 
Setming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Sloops to his base; and with a hideout crash 
Takrs prisoner Pyrrhus 1 ear : for, lo .' his sword, 
Which was declining on thr milky hi ad 
Of recereiul Priam, setr/i'd i'th*. air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood; 
Awl, like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against somr storm, 
A silence in the heavens, the rark [r > stand still. 
The bold winds speechless, anil tlw. orb below 
As hush as death ; anon the dnadf'ul thumltr 
Doth rend the region: Sit, after hyrrhus* pause, 
A roused vengeance sets him rww a-work ; 
And never did the Cyclops* hammers fall 
On Marsha armour, fbrg J d for proof ebrneji 
With less remorse than ISfrrhus* bleeding swot d 
Now falls on Priam. — 

Out f out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you gods. 
In gent ral synod, take amy her power ,- 
Break all the spokut and Jellies from her wheel. 
And bowl the. round /tare down the hill of heaven, 
As low as to the fiends ! 

( 10) Multitude. (I I) Above. (12) Convict. 
(U> Affectation. (1-1) Red. (lo) Blazoned. 
(16) Light ilouck (17) Eternal. 
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Since my dear soul wan mistress of her choice, 

And could of men distinguish her election, 

She hath scal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing; ; 

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 

Hast taVn with equal thanks : and hless'd arc those, 

Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 

That tliey arc not a pipe for fortune's finger 

To kkjimI what stop she please : Give me that man 

That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 

In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 

As 1 do thee.— Something too much of this. — 

There is a play to-night before the king ; 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 

Which I have told thee of my father's death. 

I pr'ythee, when thou socst that act afoot, 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 

Observe ray uncle : if his occulted 1 guilt 

Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my imaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan's stithy .3 Give him heedful note : 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his nice ; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 

In censure 1 of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing, 
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I most be 
idle: 
Get you a place. 

Danish march. A flourish. Enter Ring, Qunen, 
Fotonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildcnstem, 
and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i'faith; of the chameleon's 
dish: I eat the air, promise-crammed : You cannot 
feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. Mv lord,— vou played 
once in the university, you say ? [ To Polonius. 

PoL That did I, my lord ; add was accounted 
a good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

PoL I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed i'tbe 
Capitol; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of ban, to kill so capi- 
tal a calf thercr— Be the players ready ? 

fins. Ay, my lord ; they stay 4 upon your patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at- 
tractive. 

PoL O ho ! do you mark that? [To the King. 

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your Ian? 

[Lying down at Opheliu's feet. 

Oph. No, my lord. 

Ham. I mean, mv head upon your lap ? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids' 
legs. 

Oph. What is, my lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I ? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

! your only jig-maker. What should a 
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man do, but be merry ? for, look yon, how cheer- 
fully my mother looks, and my father died within 
these two hour*. 

Oj»h. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 

If am. So long? Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I'll have a suit of sables.' O heavens ! 
die two months a^o, and not forgotten yet ? Then 
there's hope, a great man's memory may outlive hit 
life half a year: But, by'r-lady, he must build 
churches then : or else shall he suffer not thinlripg 
on, with the hobby-horse ; whose epitaph is, Fbr f 
O, for, O, the hobby-horse is forgpL 

Trumpets sound. The dumb show follows. 

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly ; the 
Queen embracing him, and he her. She Kneels, 
and makes show of protestation unto him. He 
takes her up, and declines his head upon her neck : 
lays him down upon a bank of dowers ,* she, 
seeing him asUepj leaves him. Anon comes in 
a fellow, takes off his crown, kisses it, and pours 
poison in the King's tars, and exit The Queen 
returns ; finds Vie King dead, and makes pas- 
sional* action. The poisoner, with some two or 
three Mutes, comes in again, seeming to lament 
with her. The dead body is carried away. The 
poisoner woos the Queen with gifts ; she teems 
loath and unwilling awhile, but, in themd\ ac- 
cepts his love. 

Oph. What means this, my lord ? 
Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho^ it I 

mischief. 
Oph. Belike, this show imports the eigimwl of 

the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know bv this fellow : the play- 
ers cannot keep counsel ; they'll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you'll show him : 
Be not you ashamed to show, lie'll not shame to 
tell you what it means. 

Oph. You arc naught, you are naught \ Pll mark 
the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 
Here stooping to your clemency, 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham, Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring ? 

Oik. Tis brief J mylord. 

own. As woman's love. 

Enter a King and a Queen. 

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart 1 
gone round 
Neptune's salt wash, nnd Tellus' 9 orbed ground ; 
And thirty dozen moon.*, with borrow'd sheen, 10 
About the world have times twelve thirties been; 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commutuul in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and 
moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done ! 
But, wo in roe, you are so sick of late, 
So far from cheer, and from your former state, 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust, 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women fear too much, even as they love ; 
And women's fear and love hold quantity ; 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know: 
And as my love is siz'a, 11 my fear is so. 

(7) Short. (8) Car, chariot (9) The earth's. 

(10) Shining, lustre. 

(11) Magnitude, proportion. 
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For if the king like not the comedy, 

Why then, belike, — he likes it not, perdy. 1 — 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Come, some music 

GuiL Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with 
you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

GuiL The king, sir, 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him .' 

GuiL Is, in his retirement, marvellous distem- 
pered. 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 

GuU. No, my lord, with cholcr. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer, to signify this to the doctor ; for, for me to 

Eit him to his purgation, would, pcrbups, plunge 
m into more choler. 

GuiL Good my lord, put your discourse into 
some frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir : — pronounce. 

GuiL Ttie queen, your mother, in most great af- 
fliction of spirit, hath sent nic to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

GuiL Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it shall please you to make me 
a wholesome answer, I will do your mother's com- 
mandment : if not, your pardon, and my return, 
shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot 

GuU. What, my lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit's 
diseased : But, sir, such answer as I can make, you 
shall command ; or, rather, as you say, my mother : 
therefore no more, but to the matter : My mother, 
you say, 

Ros. Then thus she says ; Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother ! — But is there no sequel at the heels of this 
mother's admiration ? impart 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. Have vou any further trade 3 with us ? 

Ros. My lord, you once did love mc. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers. 1 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis- 
temper? you do, Aurely, but bar the door upon 
your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your 
friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, sir, but, JVhik the grots grows, — the 
proverb is something musty.. 

Enter the Players, with recorders. 

O, the recorders : — let me see one. — To withdraw 
with you : — Why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

GuU. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe ? 

GuiL My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. 1 pray you. 

GuiL Believe me, I cannot 

Ham. 1 do beseech you. 

GuU. I know no touch of it, my lord 

Ham. Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven- 

(1) Par Dieii. (2) Business. (3) Hands. 
(4) Holes. (5) Utmost stretch. (6) Reproved. 



tagrs, 4 with your fingers and thumb, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most elo- 
quent music. Ixx>k you, these arc the stops. 

GuiL But these cannot 1 command to any utter- 
ance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of mc. You would play upon me ; you 
would seem to know my stops : you would pluck 
out tlie heart of my mystery *, you would sound me 
from my lowest note to tlie top of iny compass : and 
there is much music, excellent voice, in this little 
organ ; yet cannot you make it speak. 'Sblood, do 
you think, I am easier to be played on than a pipe? 
Call me what instrument you will, though you can 
fret mc, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 

God bless you, sir ! 

PoL My lord, the queen would speak with you, 
and presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in 
shape of a camel ? 

PoL By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

PoL It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by. 
— The v fool me to the top of my bent.*— I will come 
by and by. 

PoL I will say so. [Exit Foloruttft. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. — Leave me, 
friends. [Exeunt Ros. GuU. Hot. t(C. 
Tis now the very witching time of night ; 
When churchyards yawn, and bell itself breathes 

out 
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 

blood, 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mother. 
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 
How in my words rocver she be shent,6 
To give them seals 7 never, my soul, consent ! [Ex. 

SCENE HI.— A room in the same. Enter King, 
Rosencrantz, and Guildenstcrn. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us, 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you; 
I your commission will forthwith despatch, 
And he to England shall along with you: 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. 8 

GuiL We will ourselves provide . 

Most holy and religious fear it is, 
To keep tho*c many many bodies safe, 
That live, and feed, upon your majesty. 

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind, 
To keep itself from 'noyance : but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gull', doth draw 
What's near it, with it : it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which when it fails, 

(7) Authority to put them m execution. 

(8) Lunacies. 
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Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. A bloody deed;— almost as bad, good 
mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king ! 

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word. — 

Tbou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To Polooius. 
I took thee for thy better; take thy fortune : 
Tbou find'st, to be too busy, is some danger. — 
Leave wringing of your hands: Peace; sit you 

down, 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it so, 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. | 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar*st wag 
thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And sets a blister there ; makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction 1 plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: Heaven's face doth glow: 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 
With tristfuP-visage, as against the doom, 
Is thought-sick at the act 

Queen. Ah me, what act, 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ? 3 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this ; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion V curls ; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station 5 like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did seem to set his seal, 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. — Look you now, what fol- 
lows: 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to teed, 
And batten* on this moor ? Ha ! have you ryes ? 
You cannot call it, love : for, at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment ; and what judg- 
ment 
Would step from this to this ? Sense, 7 sure, you have, 
Else, could you not have motion : But, sure, that 

sense 
Is apoplcx'd : for madness would not err ; 
Nor sense to ecstasy* was ne'er so thrall'd, 
But it reserv'd some quantity of choice, 
To serve in such a difference. What devil was't, 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind .* 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans 1 * all, 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. 11 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell, 
If thou canst routine in a matron's bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 

(I) Marriage-contract (2) Sorrowful. 

(3) Index of contents prefixed to a book. ' 

(4) Apollo's. (5) The act of standing. 
(6) To grow fat (7) Sensation. (8) Frenzy. 
(9) Blindmaii , t buft (10) Without 



And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame, 
Wlien the compulsive ardour gives the charge ; 
Since frost itself as actively doth burn, 
And reason panders will 

Queen. O, Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou turn'st mine eves into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots, 
As will not leave their tinct 13 

Ham. * Nav, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamea 1 * bed ; 
Stew'd in corruption ; honeying and making lore 
Over the nasty sty ; 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears : 
No more, sweet Hamlet 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain ; 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice 14 of kings : 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket ! 

Queen. No more. 



Enter Ghost 



A king 



gracious 



'Ham. 
Of shreds and patches : — 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards ! — What would your gracic 
figure? 

Queen. Alas, he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, laps'd m time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command ? 
O, say ! 

Ghost. Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But} look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step lietween her and her fighting soul ; 
Conceit 15 in weakest bodies strongest works ; 
Speak to her, Hamlet 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is't with you, 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrement*, 1 * 
Start* up, and stands on end. O gentle son, 
Upon the heat and tlajuc of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him! on him! — Look jou, how pale 
he glares ! 

His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. 17 — Do not look upon me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects : 18 then what I have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, 1 ' for blood. 

giten. To whom do you sp<«tk this > 
am. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is, 1 see. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 
Queen. No, nothing, bht ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals 
away! 
My father, in his habitas he liv'd .' 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal !' 

[Exit Ghost. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 

(11) Be so stupid. (12) Colour. (13) Greasy. 
(14) Mimic. (15) Imagination. 

(16) The hair of animals isexcrcmeutitious, that 
is, without life or sensation. 

(17) Intelligent (18) Actions. (19) Peihaps. 
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Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up oar wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done : so, haply, slander, — 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter, 
As level as the cannon to his blank,' 
Transports his poisonM shot,— may miss our name, 
And hit the woundless air.— O come away ; 
My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11— Another room in the same. En- 
ter Hamlet 

Ham. Safely stowed, [Ros. tfc. within. 

Hamlet! lord Hamlet!] But soft!— what noise? 
who calls on Hamlet? O, here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body? 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto *tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where *ns; that we may take it 
thence, 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it 

Rat. Believe what? 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge ! 
— what replication should be made by the son of a 
king? 

Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord ? ' 

Ham. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such officers 
do the king best service in the end : He keeps them 
like an ape, in the corner of his jaw ; first mouthed, 
to be last swallowed : When he needs what you 
have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, sponge, 
you shall be dry again. 

Ros. I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham, I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish ear. 

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king 
is not with the body. The king is a thing 

GuiL A thing, my lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox, 
and all after. 3 [Exeunt. 

SCENE III— Another room in the same. En- 
ter King, attended. 

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the 
body. 
How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ! 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He's lov'd of the distracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is wetgh'd, 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even, 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown, 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 

Enter Rosencrantz. 

Or not at all.— How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Roe. Where the dead body is bestow'd,my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Ros. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your 
pleasure. 

(1) Mark. (2) A sport among children. 



King. Bring him before as. 

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where's Pblonius? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper? Where? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e'en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet : we 
fat all creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat ourselves 
for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean beggar, 
is but variable service ; two dishes, but to one table ; 
that's the end. 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath 
eat of a king ; and cat of the fish that hath fed of 
that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king may 
go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius? 

Ham. In heaven ; sand thither to see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him Pthe other 
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [To some Attendants. 

Ham. He will stay till you come. 



[Exeunt Attendants. 
lis deed, for thine especial 



King. Hamlet, this < 
safety, 

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must send thee 

hence 
With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 1 
The associates tend, 4 and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. Ay, Hamlet 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew*st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, come; 
for England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : Father and mother is man 
and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my 
mother. Come, for England. [Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed 
aboard; 
Delay it not, 1*11 have him hence to-night : 
Away ; for every thing is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the affair : Pray you, make haste. 

[Exeunt Ron. and Guil. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) tliou mavVt not coldly set 5 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at lull, 
By letters conjuring to that effect. 
The present death of Hamlet Do it, England ; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
Howc'cr my haps, 6 my joys will ne'er begin. [Ex. 

SCEJVE IT.— A plain in Denmark. Enter For- 
tinbrae, and Forces, marching. 

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish long ; 
Tell him, that, by his license, Fortinbras 
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Good morrow, *tis Saint Valentine's day, 

All in the morning betime, 
And la maid at your window, 

To be your Valentine : 

Then up he rose, and don'd 1 his clothes, 
And dupp'd* the chamber door ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph. Indeed, without an oath, 1*11 make an end 
out: 

By Gis* and by Saint Charity,* 

Alack, and fie for shame! 
Young menwuleWt, if they come fof ,• 

By cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth she, Before you tumbled me, 
YoupromuPd me to wed : 

[He answers.] 

So would I ha* dam, by yonder sun, 
An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath she been thus? 
Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must be pa- 
tient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they 
should lay him i*the cold ground ; My brother shall 
know of it, and so I thank you for your good coun- 
sel. Come, my coach ! Good night, ladies ; good 
night, sweet ladies : good night, good night [Ex. 
King. Follow her close ; give ner good watch, 

I pray you. [Exit Horatio. 

O ! this is me poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father's death : And now behold, 
O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions ! First, her father slain ; 
Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied, 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 

whispers. 
For good Polotrius' death ; and we have done but 

greenly,* 
In hugger-mugger* to inter him : Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment; 
Without the which we arc pictures, or more beasts. 
Last, and as much containing as all these, 
Her brother is in secret come from France : 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 
And wants not busters to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd, 
Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me superfluous death ! [A noise within. 
Queen. Alack! what noise is this? 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Attend. 
Where are my Switsers* Let them guard the door : 
What is the matter? 

Gent. Save yourself my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of bis list,? 
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
0*erbears your officers ! The rabble call him, lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 



Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 
The ratifiers and props of every word* 
They cry, Choose we ; Laertes shall be king! 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud h to the clouds, 
Laertes shall be king, Laertes king ! 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail* they cry ! 
0, this is counter, 9 you false Danish don. 

King. The doors are broke. [JVoue 
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Enter Laertes, armed; Danes following. 

Laer. Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand yon all 
without. 

Dan. No, let's come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Dan. We will, we will. 

[They retire without the door . 

Laer. I thank you : — keep the door. — O thai 
vile king, 
Give me my father. 

Queen. Calmly, rood Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims 
me bastard; 
Cries, cuckold, to my father ; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste nnsmirched'O brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes* 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-tike ?— 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will.— Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incens'd ; — Let him go, Ger- 
trude ; — 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is ray father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled 
with : 
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnation : To this point I stand, — 
That both the world* 1 give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
Most thoroughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay yon ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world's : 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. . Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge. 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and 

foe, 
Winner and loser? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know mem them? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my 
arms; 
And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father's death, 
And am moat sensibly in ^ne£ for it, 
It shall as level to your judgment 'pear, 11 
As day does to your eye. 

Danes. [JfifAm.] Let her come in. 

Laer. How now ! whet noise is that? 

(9) Hounds rn counter when they trace to 
scent backwards. 

(10) Clean, uodeaW. (11) Appear. 
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la, the treat love Ihe general gender 1 bear him : 
Who, dipping all his Faults in their affection, 
Work like the spring 3 that tunicth wood to titoae, 
Convert his gyves to graces ; to that my arrows, 
Too slightly timbcrM for so loud a wind, 
Would nave reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

I jut. And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms ; 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again, 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections : — But my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must 
not think, 
That wc are made of stuff so flat and doll, 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger, 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more: 
I lov*d your lather, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach yon to imagine, — 
How now? what news? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your majesty ; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet ! who brought them ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say : I saw them not; 
They were given me bv Claudio ; he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes, you shall bear them :— 

Leave us. [Exit Messenger. 

[Reads.} High and mighty, you shaU know, 1 
am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall 
I heg leave to see your kingly eyes ; when I shall, 
first asking your pardon (hereunto, recount the 
occasion of my sudden and more strange return. 

Hamlet 

What should this mean ? Are all the rest comeback? 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

Laer. Know you the band ? 

King. 'Tis Hamlet's character. Naked,— 
And, in a postscript here, he says, alone : 
Can you advise me ? 

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come; 
It warms the very sickness in my heart. 
That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus diddesHhou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, 

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ?— 
Willyouberurdbyme? 

Laer. Ay, my lord ; 

So you will not o'er-rnle me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now re- 
turned, — 
As checking 1 at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it,— I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he snail not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice, 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd ; 

The rather, if you could devise it so, 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk'd of since your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality. 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him, 

(1) Common people. 

(2) Petrifying springs are common in many parts 
of England. 

(.•I) Objecting to. (4) Place. 



As did that one ; and that, in my regard. 
Of the unworthiest siege.* 

Jjier. What part is that, my lord ? 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth, 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears, 
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveness. — Two months 

since, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 
I have seen myself, and serv'd against, the French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't; he rrew unto his seat; 
And to such wond'rous doing brought his horse, 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd 
With the brave beast : 00 far he topp'd my thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 
Come short of what be did. 

Laer. A Norman, was't ? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamord. 

King. The very same. 

Laer. I know him well : he is the brooch, 6 indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you ; 
And gave you such a masterly report, 
For art and exercise in your defence. 6 
And for your rapier most especial, 
That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed, 
If one could match you : the scrimers 7 of their na- 
tion, 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppos'd them : Sir, this report of his J ' 

Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with you. 
Now, out of this, 

Laer. What out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a lieart ? 

Laer. Why ask yon this? 

King. Not that I think, you did not love your 
father; 
But that I know, love is begun by time ; 
And that I see, in passages of proof, 8 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it; 
And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 
For goodness, growing to a pleurisy, 
Diesnn his own too-much : That we would do, 
We should do when we would ; for this would 

changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many, 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 
And then this should is tike a spendthrift sigh, 
That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o*tbe ulcer : 
Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake, 
To show yourself in deed your father's son 
More than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i*the church. 

King. No place, indeed, should murder sancta- 
arize: 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good 

Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber : 
Hamlet, return'a, shall know you are come home: 
We'll put on those fchall praise your excellence, 
And set a double varnish on the fame 

(5) Ornament. 

(6) Science of defence, t. e. fencing. 

(7) Fencers. (8) Daily experience. 
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2 Go. Mass, I cannot tell. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance. 

1 Go. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for 
your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating: 
and, when you are asked this question next, say, a 
grave-maker ; the houses that be makes, last till 
doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan, and fetch me 
a sloup of liquor. [Exit 2 Clown. 

1 Clown digs, and sings. 

In youth, when I did love, did Ame, 1 

Methought, it was very sweet, 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove, 

O, methought, there wot nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? 
he sings at grave-making. 

Hot. Custom hath made it in him a property of 
easiness. 

Ham. Tis e'en so : the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 

1 Clo. But age, with his stealing steps. 
Hath claw'd me in his dutch, 
And haih shipped me into the land, 
As \f I had never been such. 

[Throws up a scull. 

Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and could 
sing once : How the knave jowls it to the ground, 
as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first 
murder ! This might be the pate of a politician, 
which this ass now o'er-reaches ; one that would 
circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hot. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier ; which would say, Good- 
morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord ? 
This might be my lord such-a-one, that praised ray 
lord such-a-one's horse, when he meant to beg it; 
might it not ? 

Mor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. whv, e'en so : and now my lady Worms ; 
chapless, ana knocked about the mauard with a 
sexton's spade : Here's fine revolution, an we had 
the trick to see't* Did these bones cost no more 
the breeding, but to play at loggats? with them ? 
mine ache to think on't 

lClo. A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, [Sings. 
For— and a shrouding sheet : 
O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[Throws np a scull. 

Ham. There's another : Why may not that be 
the scull of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddits* now, 
his quillets, 4 his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? 
why does he suffer this rude knave now to knock 
him about the sconce* with a dirty shovel, and will 
not tell him of his action of battery ? Humph ! This 
fellow might be in's time a great buyer of land, 
with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of 
his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have 
his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch 
him no more of his purchases, and double ones 
too, than the length and breadth of a pair of in- 
dentures ? The very conveyances of his lands will 
hardly lie in this box ; ana must the inheritor him- 
self have no more ? ha ? 

(1) The song entire is printed in Percy's Re- 
lieves of ancient English Poetry, vol. i. It was 
written by Lord Vaux. 

(2) An ancient game, played as quoits are at 
resent 



Hot. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hot. A v, my lord, and of calves-skins too. 

Ham. They arc sheep, and calves, which seek 
out assurance in that 1 will speak to this fellow: 
— Whose grave's this, sirrah? 

1 Clo. Mine, sir. — 

O, a pit of clay for to be made {Sings. 

For such a guest is meet 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou best 
int 

1 Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is * 
not yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is 
mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't* to be in't, and say it is 
thine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quick ; mere- 
fore thou liest 

1 Go. 'Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away again, from 
me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 

1 Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham. What woman then? 

1 Go. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

1 Clo. One, that was a woman, sir ; but, rest her 
soul, she's dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is 1 we must speak 
by the card, 9 or equivocation will undo us. By the 
lord, Horatio, these three years I have taken note 
of it ; the age is grown so picked,? that the toe of 
the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, 
be galls his kibe.— How long hast thou been • 
grave-maker ? 

1 Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that 
day mat our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long's that since ? 

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
bom : he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ? 

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall re- 
cover his wits there ; or, if be do not, tis no great 
matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

I Go. Twill not be seen in him there; there me 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1 Go. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here iii Denmark ; I have been sex- 
ton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie Pthe earth ere 
he rot ? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die (as 
we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that will 
scarce hold the laying in,) he will last you some 
eight year, or A nine year : a tanner will last you 
nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; 
and your water is a sore decayer of your whoreson 
dead body. Here's a scull now hath lain you Pthe 
earth three-and-twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it? 

(3) Subtilties. (4) Frivolous distinctions. 
(5) Head. 

(H) By the c-otnpass, or chart of direction. 
(7) Spruce, affected. 
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And thus a white the 6( will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When that ber golden couplets are disclosed, 1 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir ; 

What is the reason that you use me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. 

[Exit. 

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon 

him. — [Exit Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech ; 

[To Laertes. 
WeMl put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.— 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 

SCEJYE //.— A hall in the castle. Enter Ham- 
lei and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this, sir : now shall you see 
the other; — 
You do remember all the circumstance ? 

Hot. Remember it, my lord ! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 
fighting, 
That would not let me sleep : methought, I tor 
Worse than the mutines? in the bilboes. 1 Rashly, 
And prais'd be rashness for it, — Let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well, 
When our deep plots do pall A and that should 

teach us, 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hot. That is roost certain. 

Ham. Up from mv cabin, 
My sea-gown scarfa about me, in the dark 
Grop'd f to find out them : had my desire ; 
Finger'd their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again : making so bold, 
Mv fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio, 
A royal knavery ; an exact command, — 
Larded 5 with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
With, ho : such bugs* and goblins in my life, — 
That, on the supervise, 7 no leisure bated, 
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 
My head should be struck off 

Hot. Is't possible? 

Ham. Here's the commission; read it at more 
leisure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Hot. At, 'beseech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanies, 
Or 8 I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play : — I sat me down ; 
Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it feir : 
I once did hold it, as our statists' do, 
\ baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service : Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Hot. Av, good mv lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king,— 

H) Hatched. ft) Mutineers. 

(3) Fetters and hand-cuffs, brought from BUboa 
in Spain. 
(4)FaU. (5) Garnished. (6) Bugbears. 

(7) Looking over. (8) Before. 
(9) Statesmen. (10) A note of connection. 



As England was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them, like the palm, might flourish ; 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear, 
And stand a comma' 'tween their amities ; 
And many such like as's of great charge, — 
That, on the view and knowing of these contents. 
Without debatement further, more or less, 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not shriving 11 -time allow'd. 

Hot. How was this seal'd ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 
I had my father's signet in my purse, 
Which was the model 13 of that Danish seal : ' 
Folded the writ up in form of the other; 
Subscrib'dit; gave't the impression; plac'd it safely. 
The changeling never known : Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent" 
Thou know'st already. 

Hot. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go toft. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to din 
employment ; 
They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow : 
'Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hot. Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham. Does it not, think thee, stand me now 
upon? 

He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mother ; 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 
And with such cozenage ; is't not perfect conscience, 
To quit 14 him with mis arm ? and is't not to be 

damn'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil ? 

Hot. It must be shortly known to him from 
England, 
What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine \ 
And a man's life no more than to say, one. 
But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself; 
For by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his: I'll count" his favours: 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hot. Peace ; who comes here ? 

Enter Osric. 

Otr. Your lordship is right welcome back to Den- 
mark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. — Dwt know this 
water-fly ?*• 

Hot. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis • 
vice to know him : He hath much land, and fertile: 
let a beast be lard of beasts, and his crib shall 
stand at the kinp*s mess : Tis a chough ;" but, as 
I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Otr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, 
I should impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of 
spirit: Your bonnet to his right use; 'tis for tne head. 

Otr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hdt 

Ham. No, believe me, tis very cold ; the wins! 
is northerly. 

(11) Confessing. (12) Copy. 

(13) Following. (14) Requite. 

(15) For count some editors read court. 

(16) Water -Jlies are gnats. 

(17) A bird like a jackdaw. 
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will forestal 1 their repair hither, and say, 70a are 
not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; there if a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it 
be now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it 
will be now; if it be not now, yet H will come : the 
readiness is all : Since no man, of aught he lea? as, 
knows, what is*t to leave betimes ? Let be. 

Enter Kins;, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and At- 
tendants, with foils, 4fc. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 
[The King putt the hand of Laertes into 
that of Hamlet 

Ham. Give me your pardon, sir: I have done you 
wrong; 
But pardon it, as yon are a gentleman. 
This presence? knows, and yon most needs have 

heard, 
How I am ptnush'd with a sore distraction. 
What I have done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
'Wart Hamlet wrongM Laertes ? Never, Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away, 
And, when he's not himself does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it 
Who does it then ? His madness : If 't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrongM ; 
His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 
Sir, in this audience, 
Let my disclaiming from a purpas'd evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 
That I have shot my arrow o er the house, 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement, 
Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 
I nave a voice and precedent of peace, 
To keep my name migor'd :* But till that time, 
I do receive your oflfer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it 

Ham. 1 embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. — 
Give us the foils ; come on. 

fjoer. Come, one for me. 

Ham, I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine igno- 
rance 
Your skill shall, like a star i'the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Ijoer. You mock me, sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric.— Cousin 
Hamlet, 
You know the wager? 

Ham, Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o'the weaker side. 

King. I do not fear it : I have seen you both:— 
But since he's bctter'd, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham. This likes me wall : these foils have all a 
length ? [They prepare to play. 

On*. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Set me the stoops* of wine upon that 
table :— 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 

* (1) Prevent. (2) The king and queen's p r es ence, 

(3) Unwounded. (4) Large Jura. 

(5) A precious pearl. (6) Handkerchief. 
vol. 11. 



Let all the battlements their ordnance firs; 

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 

And in the cup an union* shall be throw, 

Richer than that which four successive kings 

In Denmark's crown have worn; Give me the cups; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without. 

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 

JVbt0 the king drinks to Hamlet — Come, begin; — 

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, sir. 

Laer. Come, my lord. [They play. 

Ham, One. 

Jjaer. No. 

Ham. Ju d g m ent. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. Well, — again. 

King. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl 
Is mine; 
Here's to thy health. — Give him the cup. 

[Trumpets sound; and cannon shot off within. 

Ham. I'll play this bout first, set it bya while. 
Come.— Another hit; What say you? [They play. 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath. — 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin,* rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses 7 to thy fortune, Hamlet 

Ham, Good madam, 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord ; — I pray you, pardon me. 

King. It is the poison'd cup ; it is too late. 

[Aside. 

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam; by and by. 

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now. 

King. I do not think it 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience. 

. [Aside. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : yon do but 
dally; 
1 pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am afeard, you make a wanton* of me. 

Laer. Say you so ? come on. [They play. 

Osr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. 
[Laertes wounds Hamlet ; then, in scuffling, 
they change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds 
Laertes. 

King. Part them, they are incens'd. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [The Queen falls. 

Osr. Look to the queen there, bo ! 

Hor. Ther bleed on both sides:— How is it, my 

Osr. How is't, Laertes? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe 
Osnc; 
I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the queen ? 

King. She swoons to sen mem bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,— O my dear 
Hamlet! 
The drink, the drink ;— I am poison'd ! [Diet. 

Ham. O villany !— Ho ! let the door be lock'd : 
Treachery ! seek it out [Laertes falls. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not half an hour's Kfe ; 
The treacherous instroment is in thy hand, 
Unbated,' and envenom'd : the fool practice 

(7) Drinks good lock to you. (8) Boy. 
(9) The foil without a button, and poisoned at 
the point. A 
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madman most, when be treats Ophelia with 10 much 
rudeness, which seems to be useless and wanton 
cruelty. 

Hamlet is, through the whole piece, rather an in- 
strument man an agent After he has, by the strat- 
agem of the play, convicted the king, he makes no 
attempt to punish him ; and his death is at last ef- 
fected by an incident which Hamlet had no part in 
producing. 

The catastrophe is not very happily produced; 
the exchange of weapons is rather an expedient of 
necessity, man a stroke of art A scheme might 



easily be formed, to kill Hamlet with the dagger, 
and Laertes with the bowl. 



The poet is accused of having shown little 
gard to poetical justice, and may be charged with 
equal neglect of poetical probability. The appari- 
tion left the regions of the dead to little purpose : 
the revenge which he demands is not obtained, but 
by the death of him that was required to take it; 
and the gratification, which would arise from the 
destruction of a usurper and a murderer, is abated 
by the untimely death of Ophelia, the young, the 
beautiful, the harmless, and the pious. 

JOHNSON. 
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OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 



Duke of Venice. 

Brabanuo, a senator. 

Two other Senators. 

Gratiano, brother to Brabardio. 

Lodovico, kinsman to Brabantio. 

Othello, the Moor. 

Cassio, his lieutenant. 

lego, his ancient 

Roderigo, a Venetian gen tl em an . 

Montano, Othello's predecessor in the government 

of Cyprus. 
Cbwn, servemTto Othello. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
Herald. 



Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio, and wife to 

Othello. 
Emilia, wife to logo. 
Bianco, a courtesan, mistress to Cassio. 

Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, 
Sailors, Attendants, 4*c 

Scene, for thefrst Act, in Venice ; during the 
" rest of the play, at a sea-port in Cyprus. 



ACT I. 

SCENE /.—Venice. A street. Enter Roderigo 

and Iago. 

Roderigo. 

TuSH, never tell me, I take it much unkindly, 

That thou, Iago, — who hast had my purse, 

As if the strings were thine, — should/at know of this. 

Iago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me : — 
If ever I did dream of such a matter, 
Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou tolcPst me, thou didst hold him in thy 
hate. 

Iago. Despise me, if I do not Three great ones 
of the* city, 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
Oft capp'di to him ; — and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving lis own pride and purposes, 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance^ 
Horribly stuffM with epithets of war; 
And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; for, certes,* says he, 
I have already chose my officer. 
And what was be? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetidan, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
A fellow almost damn*d in a fair wife ;* 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric,* 
Wherein the toped consuls 8 can propose 
As masterly as be : mere prattle, without practice, 
Is all his soldiership. But be, sir, had the election : 
And I,— of whom nis eyes bad seen the proof, 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus; and on other grounds 
Christianand heainen^-Hnustbebe-lee'd andcaWd 
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster J 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

(1) Saluted. 

J 2) Circumlocution. (3) Certainly, 
4) For vnfe soma read Mfs, suppow 
e to the deniinciation m the C 
ou when all men shall speak ifitt 




And 1, (God bless the mark .') his Moorship's an- 

cient. 
Rod By heaven I rather would have been his 

hangman. 
logo. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curse of 

service; 
Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether I in any just term am affioM 8 
To love the Moor. 
Rod I would not follow him then. 

logo. O, sir, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all roasters 
Cannot be truly follow \L You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass, 
For nought but provender ; and, when he's old, 

cashicr'd ; 

Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are, 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty, 
Keep vet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they nave lin'd 

their coats, 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have soma 

soul; 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir, 

It is as sura as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago : 
In following him, I follow but myself; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outwara action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, 9 tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

(5) Theory. (6) Rulers of the state. 

(7) It was anciently the practice lb reckon op 
sums with counters. 

(8) Related. 

(9) Outward show of civility. 
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Same one way, dome another.— Ik] ymt kiio* 
When m may apprehend her and the Mora 

Ami. I think, 1 enn discover him; if iiu I 
To Ret good guard, and go along Hill] UK?. 

Bra. FravyMi, leadon. At every liousc I'll 

I may command al most;— Get weanoiB', ho 

And raise some special wHeers of night. — 

On, rood Roderigo i — 111 deserve jour paint 

[El 

SCENE It— The tame. Another Uriel, i 
Othello, lago, « nil .attendants. 
logo. Though in tlie trade of war I tare 

Yet do I bold it very Muff o'lhe conscience. 
To cV> no eonlriv'd murder; 1 lack uiirniity 
Sometimes, 10 do me service : Nine orien tii 
Ihnd thought to hareyerk'd him here under the iibs. 

Oth. 'Tii belter u it ii. 

logo. Nay, hut he prated, 

And spoke each scurry end provoking terms 
Against your honour, 
That, with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. Km, 1 timy, sir, 
A re you nut married r for, bo sure of this, — 
That the magnificot it much beloved 1 
And bath, in his 1 Sect, a roke intcniial 
Aidouble u the dukn'a: he will divorce you; 
Or put upon you what Kitraini anil grievance 
The taw [with all his might, tu enforce it on.) 
Will 



Ol*. 






is spile: 



My services, which I have done the siKiiioty, 
."Shall oul-longue hi) complaints. 'TLs yel 10 kno 
(Which, when I know thai braving is an honou 
I •hall promulgate,) I fc1ch"my life Hnd being 
From men of royal siege ;> and my demerits* 

As thi. thai I have reach'd : For know, lago, 
H11I thai I love the gentle Dcsdcmona, 
1 would nol my unhoused* fret condition 
Pill into ci trnmscriptkm and conGi 
For the sea's worth. But, look '. > 

Enter Cauio, at 



what light* co 



lag*. Then 



re the raited father, and his friends 



My parte, my title, and my perfect 
Shailnianifefltmericfally. h it Lhey ? 
logo. By Janus, I think no. 






Cu. Something from Cyprus, a> 1 may 1 
It i) a limine, of some heat : the galley* 
Have aenl a dnaen sequent* messenger* 
Thii very night al cue anMher'a heels ; 
And many of the consuls, raii'd, and met, 
Are at the duke'i already : You bite bee 



(I) Brabanlio : Magnifico u 

(3) Seal or throne, 

(S) Demerits baa the nmn 



Oth. 'Tii well I am found by you. 

will but upend a word here in the bouse, 
.n.i go wiili you. [Exit. 

Cat. Ancient, what mokes he here' 

logo. 'Faith, he lo-night hath boarded a laud 

f it prove lawful prize, hr'a mode lor rvcr. 



Re -cater Olhello. 
lago. Mnrrv, to— Come, contain, will rrm go » 
Oth. Have with you. 

Gu. Here cornea another troop to seek for yon. 
Enicr Brohantio, Roderigo, nun" Officers of night, 
with torches and weapons, 
lago. It is Bmlunlin ;— general, be advii'd ; 

Oth. Itola • stand there ! 

Bad. Signior, it is (lie Moor. 
Bra Down with him, thief! 

[Thty demo on fcr.ln sides, 
lago. You, Rodfrijnl ruine.sir.Iamfbryou. 
Oth. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew 

fiuud signior, ynu shrill more command with years. 
Than with iourwea|"jnv. 
Bra. O liinu foul thief, where hast tliou stow'd 



Whether a maid— so tender, f» 



Jfliy curled darlings of 



ir, and happy ; 



Judi^n 



Would ei 

Run from her guardagc to the sooty bosom 

-" inithou: lofenr, liol to .i(li!;lit ^ 
vovld, if 'tis not gross in sense, 
■ urn una nasi pmc'is'd on her with foul chamu 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals 
That waken mnlioo :— I'll have it di-puled on ; 
'Tis probable, arid palpahh, to thinking. 
I (heicli.rc j'lprellflld ilm.I [In hlTn. !l iW 

Forr--' '■ ■' 



Ofar 



rof the 



Lay hold upon liim 



■MA your ham 
mi,! in,. rc,t ■ 



loth you of my inclining, ai 
Vera it my cue to fight, I should have known .1 
Vilhout n prompter. — Where will you that I go 
"o answer this your charge * 
Bra. To prison 1 till fit lime 



1 i and your ooble self. 



11 Tu terrify, nol delight . 
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Thai will confirms perfection *o could err 
Ai^Jiin-t nil rules of nature; and mint l»c clrivc-n 
To lind out piaciices of cunning In II, 
Wh\ ihii -hould be. I tU'icfon' vourh an a in, 
Thai with sonic mi.\turt "» ptnverful o'er the blu-xl, 
1- widi wnnu drain conjur'd to this effect, 
Hi wrought upon her. 

Dukf. To vouch tin-', i- no proof; 

V\ ithoui more certain and more oterl tent,' 
Titan those thin habits-, and pour likelihoods 
Of modern sceming,2 do preicr against him. 

1 -Sen. But, Oi hello, speak ; — 
Did vou by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue aud poison dus young maid's affections? 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As hoi] I to soul allbrdcth ? 

Oth. I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagiltary, 3 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, die oflice, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch IVsdcmona hither. 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them ; you W>\ know the 
place. — [Exeunt J ago and Attendants. 
And, till she come, a* truly a*, to beaten 
I ilo confess the vices of my blood, 
Si justlv to your grave ears 1*11 present 
How 1 did thrive in mis fair ladj's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Sav it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father lov\l me; oft invited mc ; 
Still qncstion'd rue the story of my life, 
From year to year; the battle, sieges, fortune*, 
That I have pas»'d. 

I ran it through, even from my lw»yMi dnv«, 
To tin* very moment that he bade' me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chanceM, 
Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 
Of hair-brcadih Va[K5i i'thc imminent ilendly 

breach ; 
Of lieine: taken by the insolent foe, 
And sold to slavery ; of mv ix-domption thence, 
And portancc* in my travel's history : 
Wherciu of antral vu>t, and deserts idle, 
Rough quarries, rucks, and hills whose head* (ouch 

heaven, 
It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 
And of the cannibals that each oilier cat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their sllbuldurs. These things to 

hear, 
Would IV^Jemonn seriously incline : 
But .*till the house-affairs would draw her thence; 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 
Sh«*d mine again, and with a prcedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which I obs«rv ing, 
Took once a pliant hour; and found good mean*, 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest licart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels* she had something lieard, 
Hut not attentively:? I did consent; 
Anil often did beguile her of her tear*, 
Wlien 1 did speak of some distressful stroke, 
That my youth suffered. My story being done, 
She gave me fur my pains a "world of sighs : 
She swore, — In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 
strange ; 

( 1) Oncn proof. (2) Weak show. 
(.S) Th« sign of the fictitious creature so c ailed 
(4) My behaviour. (5) Caves and deu« 
(6) Parts. 
VOL if 



'Twas pitiful, 'twa« wondrous pitiful . 

She wish'd, s»he had not heard it ; >et she wish'd 

That heavi n had m;v le her mk h a mau : she thank'd 

Il»e , 

A n J bane nn-, if J lmd a friend that lov'd her, 
1 «hon!.i but teach him how to tell my story, 
Aud ihat would woo her. l.'pnn this hint, I spake: 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pasVd; 
'And 1 lov'd her, that she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd; 
Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemona, I ago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter 
too. — 
Good Brahantio, 

Take up ihi» mangled matter at the best; 
Men do their broken weapons rather use, 
Than their bare hands. 

lira. I pray you, liear l»er speak ; 

If she confess, that she was half die wooer, 
Destruction on my liead, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! -Come, hither, gentle mistress; 
|M \ou pi ,-< i ive in all IhiM iiuhlo company, 
Where must ynu owe obedience? 

D?*. My noble father, 

1 i\o }«errei\c here n di\ ided duly : 
To tun, I am ltound for life, ami ethical ion ; 
Mv life, and education, bodi ilo learn rrn* 
Hhw to r»-peet you ; you are the lord of duty, 
F am hitherto \our daughter, l'ut here's my hus- 

lianfl; 
Anil so miii h duty a* rny mother show'd 
To you, pre fen inir you liefoit her father, 
S> much 1 ( hallcruie that I may profess 
Due to the Mivir, my lord. 

lira. Cod bt! with von f — I hove done • - 

I 'lease it your grace, on to tne state-affairs; 
J had ratlu r to adopt a child, than get it. — 
Come hither, Moor : 

I hen* do nive thre that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. — For your sake, j^wel, 
[ am £lad at soul I have no other child; 
For thy esca|ie would t<*ach me tyranny, 
To hang cloir* on thcm.---l have done, my lord. 
Dvkc. Let me speak like yinifelf; ami lay a 
sentence, 
Wluch, a- a gri«e,- or step, ni.iy Ik Ip these lovers 
Into jour favour. 

When remedies are past, thr r:vii fi are ended. 
By seeing the wor«t, which late on hopes depended 
In mouin a mis* hitf that is pa»t and cone, 
Is tin* next way to draw new iui*« hief on. 
What cm i not \*t- pr« s^-rvM, when lortune take*, 
I'tdienee her injury a mockery makes. 
The rohb'd, that smiles, steals something from the 

thief; 
He robs hinw-lf, that spends a Imotless grief. 

Jlra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We lose it not, >o |<irur a* we eun smile. 
I-ft» hiears the s* nN-ni e well, that nothing bears 
I»ut the free i omtort which from thence he hears : 
FJut he Unr- !)oth the sentence and the noirow, 
That, to |>ay gnVf, mu»t of p'Wjr patience borrow, 
Thi>e scuteiires. to susrar, or to tall, 
Bcinj: strong en lvoth sides, are equivm al : 
Unt words aii' word- ; J never yet did h»?ar, 
That tl»e brui^'d hcai t wa; pierced thniush tl»eear> 

(7) Intention and attention were onre synonymous. 
f8) (irixe from degree". 

(M) •". f. That the wounds of sorrow were ever 
cured bv dw W'ord«i ni confutation. 

-1 C 
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thy purw , — nor he his to her : it was a violent 
commencement, and thou shalt see an answerable 
sequestration; — put but money in thy purse.— 
These Moor* are changeable in their wills ; — fill 
thy purse with money : the food that to him now is 
a* luscious as locusts, shall be to hiin shortly as bit- 
ter as coloquintida. She must change for youth : 
when she is sated with his body, she will find th* 
error of her choice. — She must have change, *he 
must: therefore put money in thy purm. — If thou 
wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way 
than drowning. Make all the money thou canst : 
If sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring' 
barbarian and a rapersubtle Venetian, be not too 
hard lor mv wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou 
hhalt enjoy ner ; therefore make money. A pox of' 
drowning myself! it is clean out of the way ; seek 
thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, 
than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be nut to my hopes, if I depend 
on the issue ? 

logo. Thou art sure of me; — Go, make money: 
— 1 have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate the Moor : My cause is hearted : 
thine hath no less reason : Let us be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. 
Tliere are many events iu the womb of time, which 
will be delivered. Traverse; 3 go; provide thy 
money. We will have more of this to-morrow. 
Adieu. 
Rod Where shall wc meet i'the rooming? 
logo. At my lodging. 
Rod. 1*11 be with thee betimes. 
logo. Go to; farewell. Do you bear, Rodcrigo? 
Rod. What say you ? 
lago. No more of drowning, do you hear ? 
Rod. 1 am changed. I'll sell all my land. 
lago. Go to ; farewell : put money enough in 
vour purse. [Extt Roderigo. 

Yhus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane, 
If I would time expend with such a snipe, 
But for my sport "and profit I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 
He has done my office : I know not if 't be true ; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 
Will do, at if for surety. He holds 3 me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio's a proper man : Let me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 
A double knavery, — How ? how r — Let me see : — 
After some time, to abuse Othello's car, 
That lie is loo familiar with his wife : — 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 
To be i-uspected ; fram'd to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honest, that but sown to be so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose, 
As asses are. 

I hnve't ;— it it engender'd : — Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light 

[ExiL 



ACT II. 

SCEWE I.— A sea-port town in Cyprus. A plat- 
form. Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 

.Hon. What from tlic cape can you discern at sea? 

(1) Wandering. 

(2) An ancient military word of command 
<3) Estertm. (4) Separation. 



1 Gent. Nothing at all . it is a high-wrought flood; 
I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main, 
Descry a *ai1. 

Mon. Methinks, the wind hath spoke aloud at 
land : 
A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements : 
If it hsith niman'd *o upon the sea, 
What rib* of oak, when mountains melt on (hem. 
Can hold the mortise ? what nhall we hear of this * 

2 Gent. A segregation* of the Turkish fleet: 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chiding billow teems to pelt the clouds; 
The wiiid-.xlmk'd *urgc, with high and fnonstroos 

main, 
Serins to cast water cm the burning bear,* 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 
I never did like molestation view 
On th' em. ha fed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not iruthajfer'd and embay'd, they are drown'd ; 
it is impossible they bear it out 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lords ! our wars are done ; 
Tlie desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
That their designtnent halts : A noble fthipof Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 

On moat part of their fleet 

Mon. How ! is this true? 

3 (ient. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on sliore : The Moor himself '• at sea. 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad ou't ; 'tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speak 
of comfort, 
Touching (lie Turkish low, — yet he looks sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest 

Mon. 'Pray heaven he be ; 

For I have si'rv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho ? 
As well to see the vessel that's come in. 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial bine. 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let's do so ; 
For every minute is expectancy 

Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassia 

Cos. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor; O let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp'd ? 

Com. His bark n stonily tomber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd altowance;? 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

[Within.) A sail, a sail, a sail! 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Cat. What noise? 

4 GeML The town is empty : on the brow o'thesam 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry— a sail. 

Cm. My liopes do shape him for the governor. 
2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy ; 

[Gvmhmrd 

(5) The constellation near (he polar star. 

(6) Complete. 
<7) Allowed and approved expertness. 
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your lips ? would they were clyster-pipes, for your 
Mice. [Trvmpci.\Tbe Moor, I know his trum- 
pet. 

Cos. 'Tis truly so. 

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Cos. Lo, where he comes ! 

Eider Othello, and Attendants. 

Oth. O my fair warrior ! 

I)ts. My dear Othello ! 

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To sec you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms 
May the w ind* blow till they have waken'd death ! 
And let the, lubuuring bark climb hills of seas, 
OWmpus-high; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
'Twerp now to be mo*l happy ; for. I fear, 
Mv *oul hath her content so alisolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Saccecds in unknown fate. 

I)es. The heavens forbid, 

Rut that our loves and comforts >hould increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of this content, 
It stops me here ; it is too much of jov : 
And this and this the gitsatot discords be, 

[Kissing her. 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

Truro. O, you arc well (un'd now ! 

But I'll set down the pegs that male this limbic, 
As lioncst as I am. [Aside. 

Oth. Come, let's to the castle.— 

News friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are 

drown'd. 
I Tow do our old acquaintance of this isle? 
Honey, you shall t>e well dcsir'di in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amount (hem. O my sweet, 
] prattle out of fashion,- and I dote 
In mine own comfort*. — I pr'ythee, good Iago, 
Co to the bay, and disembark my collier* : 
4>ring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Dues challenge much respect. — Come, Dcfrdeinona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello, Dcsilcmona, and Attendants. 

(ago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come hither. If thou be'st valiant, — as (they say) 
base men, being in love, have then a nobility in 
llieir natures more than is native to litem, — list me. 3 
The lieutenant to-night watches on the court of 
uuard : — First, I must tell thee this — JDesdemoua 
is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him ? why, 'tis not possible. 

Iago. I>ay thy finger — thus ana let thy soul be 
instructed. Mark me, with what violence she fir-t 
loved the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 
fantastical lies: And will she iove. him still for 
prating? let not thy discreet heart think it. Her 
eye must be fed ; and what delight shall she have 
to look on the devil ? When the blood is made dull 
with the act of sport, there should be, — again to 
inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh appetite, — 
loveliness in favour ; sympathy in years, maimer*, 
and beauties ; all winch the Moor is defective in : 
Now, for want of these required conveniences her 
delicate tenderness will find itself abu»ed, begin to 
lienve the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; 
very nature will instruct Iter in it, and eomi>cl her 

(1) Much solicited by invitation. 

•2) (hit of melliod, without ordei. 

; 3) Listen to me. (-1) MimU uiui|*: 



to some second choice. Now, sir, this granted faa 
it is a most pregnant and unforced position.) who 
stands so eminently in the degree of this foitune, 
as Casaio does ? a knave very >olubIe ; no further 
conscionablo, than in putting on the mere form of 
civil and humane seeming, tor the better compass- 
ing of his salt and most hidden loose affection? 
why, none ; why, none : A slipj>ery and nibtle 
knave , a finder out of occasion!* ; that has un eye 
can stamp and counterfeit advantage*, lliongh true 
adv antnge never present it-elf: A devilish knave. ! 
besides, the knave is handsome, young; and hath 
all tho^e requisite* in him, tliat fully and green 
minds 1 look after: A potileitt complete knave; 
and the woman hath found him already. 

Hot!. I cannot believe that in her; she is full of 
most blessed condition.* 

Iago. Blessed fur's end ! tlie wine she drinks is 
made of grajK'S : if -he h:id bi*eu blessed, she would 
never have loved the Moor: Blessed pudding! 
Didit thou not see her paddle with the palm of h» 
hand ? did»t not mark that ? 

Hod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courtesy. 

logo. lichen, by this hand; an index, and ob- 
««ure prologue lo the hiitory of lust ami foul 
ilKiturht*. Tliey met *o m ar with their lip, tint 
(heir breathe eMibnu ud together. Yillanoiis thoughts 
Koderigo! win ii these mutualities so marshal the 
way, hard ut hand comes the master and main ex* 
erci»e, tho in«-or|»omle concliMon : — Pi^h! — But, 
sir, be. you ruled In* me : I have hruiight you from 
Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the command, 
I'll lay't nj)ou \ou: C;»s««io knows you not ;-- I'll 
not l>e far from urn : 1 >o you find some o«.c:im«»ii to 
nnuer Capsio, either by -peaking too loud, or tainl- 
iug ,J his discipline; or from what otlier course you 
please, wluch the time shall moi-e favourably min- 
ister. 

Rcxl. Well. 

logo. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in cholcr ; 
and, haply, 7 with his truncheon, may strike ut you : 
Provoke him, that he may: fin*, even out of that, 
will I cause the«e of Cyprus to mutiny; vvho*c 
qualification shall come into no true ta«(c again, 
but by tlie di>-plintiii£ of Cassio. So shall you have 
a shorter journey to \our desires, by the means I 
shall thin have to pn-fi-i* them ; :,ud the ini-*-di- 
nieiil most profitably removed, without the which 
there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Hod. I will do this if I i,au bung it to any op- 
portunity. 

htgo. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel : I must fetch his Decenaries ashore. Fare- 
well. 

Rml. Allien. [Exit. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That «hc loves him, 'tis apt, and of great < -edit : 
Tlie Moor — howbeit that I endure him not— 
Is. of a constant, loving, noble nature; 
And, I dan.» think, he'll prove to Desdemonn 
A most di'ar hu->Uind. i\ow I do love her te*»; 
Not out of absolute lust (though, |*rad venture, 
I stand accountant lor as gnat a fin,) 
But p irtlv led lo diet my revenue, 
For that 1 do suspect tlie lu*ty Mi»or 
Hath Leap'd into my H>at : the thought whereof 
1)oth, like a poUonou* mineral, ;;uaw my inward), 
And notiiiug can or shall ruiitt-ut my soul, 
Till I am even with him, wife li«r wife, 
Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 

(5) Qualities tlcpuMiinii ot mind. 

(i*) Throwing .t -jlm iqn^i hi" diM ipltrir 

l'/) lVruap* ;.^ To advance then: 
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: ; jilic'n fram'd as fruitful ' 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, — we re't lo renounce his baiiuam, 
All seals and symliols of rrdecmed tin,— 

Thiil the may make., unmake, do what she lilt, 
Va en as hrr appetite shall play Ihe god 
Wild bin weak fufiijlion. How am I then a villaii 
To counsel Cas*io to this raralleP conrae, 
Directly to hi.- good ! Divinity of hell ! 
VVhi-n devils will Iboir blackest sins put on. 
They do luggeal 1 at fiul Willi heavenly ihoM, 
Aaldonow; For while Ihi. buoeal fool 
l'lics Drxlemona lo repair bi9 furlunea. 
And the for him pleads strongly Jo the Moor, 
I'll pour Ihis pestilence inlo hi* oar, — 
That ihe repeals him for her body's lust ; 
And, by bow much she strives lo do him good. 
She ■Ball undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pilch ; 



Thai shall enmesh 

Enter Korleri; 

Rod. I do follow here in fr 

liound thai hunti, but ono Ihi 



■ Hownu 



,Roeierigi 






to-night 



eiLrediugly well cudgelled; and, i think, Urn uwt 
will be — 1 shall have ao much experience for my 
pain* : and hi, with no money at all, and a little 

logo. How poor are Ibey, that have not pa- 
li|nccr— 

What wound did ever heal, bul by dcgreei ? 

Thou knuw'ai we work by wit, and not by witch- 
craft; 

And wit depends on dilatory lime". 

Andthuu, by that small hurl, IijisI rnshiorMC 'assio : 
Though other tilings grow fair against tho tun, 

Hi-tiro lliee [ go where ihou art billeted 
Away, 1 my ; Ihou shall know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two (hingi are 

My wife must mare for Canto to her mist™ , 

Mwlf. tin: while, to draw the Moor apart, 

Solirilii ' ' 




Cla. Are llsrse, 1 pray you, railed wind in 

1 Mm. At, marry, are Ihey, air. 

Cln. 0, then-fa? hang* ■ tail. 

1 JIIui. Whemliy hangs a tale, lir ' 



On. If you hare any music that may not ba 
heard, lo't again : but, as they tay, lo hear maw:, 
the grncml doi-s nol [.'really rare. 
] Mia. We have none such, tit, 
Go. Then pui up your pipet in your bag, tor 
II away: Co; vanish intone; away. 

fA. T ni«r Musk-inn* 
Cat. Dost Ihou hear, my honml friend f 
Cta. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear 



that annuls the general 



wife, h 



. hill* tW 



'•preen: Wilt Ihou do thb • 
O... She it stirring, fir; if alio will Mir bilaer.l 
all Ktm to notify unto her. [Exit. 

Eater lago. 
Cm. niKgnodnij friend.— In happylime, lago. 
lata Voi hare not hern a-bed then ? 
Cm. Why, no; lite day hail broke 
Before we. parted. 1 have mode hold, logo. 
To send in lo your wife : My suit to her 
la, IKut the will to virtuous DcsdeiiMia 

•end her lo yon presently [ 



■Wll' 


.leviwa 


nran lo draw 


lilt of 












Cm 


1 humbly 


Ivuik vou for" 


A Flon 


, ''" en " 


kind and lin 
Enter Emilia. 


Em 


Oood-n* 


Jrrow. good 


.'oryr. 


r dij-plcnstire ,■' hul all i 









Thai he you hurt, is of grtal fame in Ciimi-, 
And great affinity; and that, in wfiolfaonaa wisdom, 
tic might not but refuse you i bul, he pmtest*, he 

leeds no other suitor, bul his likings. 
To take Ihe tof M occasion by the front, 

. it. Yet, I beseech you, - 

If you think At, or thai il may be done, 
(•ire me inlvmuuns of pan* brief iliacniirsc 
With llwUau alone. 

bvutoW you where ynu shall have time 

s. I am much bound to you. 



SCEJfE II.-A room m On eaaffe. Eater 

Othello, lago, and Gentlemen. 

Off). Theee ktten gin, lago, to the pilot ; 



M 



The diipieaauie you have incurred from 
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Ingo. 
Vtk. 



■la ihc immeiliaie jewel of their souls : 
wl ", steal* my pume, itfali trash ; "li. 
■aithing; 

.hi^andhubcrnilavel 
tint he, Hint filehea fn«n me my good . 



[ heard thee hi bul now,— Thou lik'iU not thi 
When Cawu left my wife ; What dicbi not lik. 
And, when I told thee— he mi oT my eomsel 
I n iny whole course of wooing, ihou cry'dst. Indued? 
And didst contract anil puna thy bmw together, 
As if ihuu Own nulsl shut it)) in thy brain 
Someliorrilde ruirccit: If thou dual Ion rac, 
Show mc thy tlmut-ht. 

bra. My tord, yon know I love you. 

Oik. I think thou dor 

Ami,— for 1 know thou 
And woiih'M thy wot 

Therefore these «np» of thine fright 



vorda before 



Fori 



thingi, . 



a false 



..ml 






1,1, 



For Mick 



*> just, 
' - -ii the 



-ICuuo,- 



Oih. I think so 

Ingo. Men should be what they t 

Or, ifiosc that be not, 'would tlwy might seem i 
Oth. Certain, men Jjould be what they went. 
/.u/n. Why then, 

Ofct Nay, yet there's more in thi. , 

I pray (hoe, speak tome as ti> tti_r thinking*. 

As lliou dost ruminate; uid give chy worst of 

'Ilk- worituf words. 

fair". Hood my lord, pardon me , 

Tlriugh 1 nni Inuml to c.ery act of duly. 

If tier my thought* > Why, say, iliey arc vile a. 

As win re'« thai palace, whcrrinlo foul thingi 
NmMimrsinlratfenot? win ha* a breutao pan 
Ihn some nruleanly anprebniMon! 
Ki*ii Icjrt*, 1 and law-days, and in wuion ut 
Will, mdiblirns lawful? 
Oth. Thi-iik»(i™>|nnf-UKainillliy fnrod,lai 

I I ilmu but ihink'sl him wrong'd, and imuY'.l hue 
\ mninger to thy thought*. 

logo. ' do Inerrh you,- 

Though I, [vn hanec, am v»:ious in my guess, 
\*. I cetife.-,, It *■ my nature's plague 

Tl.i ifl) into ,]S.!, ■:.■- i "»Mll, Ul'r, III, ji Llliill-V 

Shapes Caalts mat aie not,— 1 , ulre;il voiitben, 
Fium in,' that n imperii tly iiaijivtV 

Out of bis scattering nod uu-niic usnenaocu:— 

It wit,' ntit fur yimr tjuinl, nur )nur !■■»«!, 
iVor (or my mantHDd, laneMy, or wudcsu, 
To 1,-t you know iny ilioughis. 
Oth. Whin dost thou mm 



i, III hi 






Oih. I W heaven, 
Ingo. Vou cannot 

Oil. Hat ' * " " "* "' m ' cu * l ™' , ■ 
/ngu. O, Is ware, my lurd, of jesdouty ; 

It u the Erren-rr'd monsier, which doth mock 
The moat it f.-erl. on , Thai cuckold lr.es in blka. 
Who, certain ,«" his fate, loves not hi) wronger ; 
lint, O, what damned minutes l.lts he o'er. 
Who dote*, yel doubts; suspects, yet strongly 

OIL O misery I 

Ingo. Pwir, and content, is rich, anil rich enough i 

lint ri. Inn, lii«liis,l is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever (cars be shall be pour: — 
fiood heaven, die suuls of all my tribe defend 

OH. J ' Why ? why is this ! 

Tliink'-( it»n], I'd make a life of jtaloury, 
Tn lillnw still the chance! of the inoon 
Wilhrnsbsu-ixiionsi No, to be once in doubt, 
Is—mht in Ik resolv'd ■ Exehaage mc for a goal, 

Tn vuch infuiDicnle and Ulowri Hun.iitCJ, 
Mulclting ihv auerciice, Ti) not to male me 

jealout, 
To my- -my wife is fnir, fredt well, lore! companj. 
Is fnv uf speech, sings, plays, and dancra well; 

Nor from mini own weak inerils v, ill I drjw 
The smallest fenr, or rkailil of la'r revolt ; 
for slic had ejts, ami cIioh: iihis No, lago; 
I'll uf, l»'fore I doubt; wIkhi I doubt, prove; 
And, on die pnjnl| ihe.ic Li in, more but this,— 
Away at cite with love, ur ji-aloury. 

hga. Inmglailol "ilus,lbrii<iw IslwllluivercaJon 
Tn-lnw the Une anil duly ih.it 1 licaryou 
With iMiilier spirit: ihiniure, at I am bound, 
Rctcive it fnau itw- r — 1 s|.:ik ml yet of proof. 
your wife ; obmrii, Iter* 

"not^vT"^; ZJ- ' 

Oat of selfd.wnly, I. alsi-' 

ii Vcriiu da-y du'let heiin- 
Tla'y dare not daw their 



husbands ; their belt 



ui witchcnili;— liut 1 ai 
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As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 
Rut, with a little act upon the blood, 
Bum like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so : — 

Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes ! Not )>oppy, nor mandragora, 1 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst 2 yesterday. 

Oth. Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

To me ? 

In go. Why, how now, general? no more of that 

Oth. A vaunt! begone! thou hast set me on the 
rack: — 
I swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know't a little. 

logo. How now, my lord ? 

Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust ? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harra'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Casrio's kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. 

Iago. I am sorry to hear this. 

Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers 3 and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known : O now, for ever, 
Farewell (he tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wan, 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner ; and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And () you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

Ingo. Is it possible ! — My lord, 

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof; 

[ Taking him by the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal, soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been born a dog, 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

logo. Is it come to this ? 

Oth. Make mc to see it ; or (at the least) so 
prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on : or, wo upon thy life ! 

Ingo. My noble lord, 

Oth. If thou dost slander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 4 
On horror's liead horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd, 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

Ingo. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ? — 
God be wi' you ; take mine office.— O wretched fool, 
That ljv'st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world, 
To be direct and honest is not safe. — 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 

I'll love no friend, since lore breeds such offence. 
Oth. Nay, stay:— Thou should'sl be honest. 
logo. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool, 

(1) The mandrake has a soporific quality. 

(2) Posscssedst 

Pioneers were gtne- 



( :i) The vilest of the camp, 
kally degraded soldiers. 



And loses that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not ; 
111 have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
1*11 not endure it. — Would, 1 were satisfied ! 

logo. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied? 

XHh. Would? nay, I will. 

logo. And may : but, how ? how satisfied, my 
lord? 
Would vou, the supervisor, grossly gape on? 
Behold her tupp'd ? 

Oth. Death and damnation! O! 

Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do sec them bolster, 
More than their own ! What then ? how then ? 
What shall I say ? Where's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible, you should see this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkies, 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead directly to the door of truth,— 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 

Oth. Give me a living 5 reason she's disloyal. 

Iago. I do not like the office : 
But, sith* I am enter'd in this cause so far, — 
Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love, — 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There arc a kind of men so loose of soul, 
That in tlieir sleeps will mutter their affairs ; 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say, — Sweet Desdemona, 
Let us be tcary, let us hide our loves .' 
And then, sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand, 
Cry, — O, siccct r.reatvre ! and then kiss me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, aim sigh'd, and kiwt'd ; and then 
Cried,— Cursed fate ! that gave thee to the Moor ! 

Oth. O monstrous! monstrous! 

logo. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oth. But this denoted' a foregone coriclumon ; 
'Tis a shrewd doubt, Uiough it be but a dream. 

Iago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oth. V\\ tatr her all to pieces. 

Iago. Nay, but be wise: yet we tee nothing 
done; 
She may be honest yet Tell me but this,— 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand ? 

Oth. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 

Iago. l know not that : but such a handkerchief 
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If it be Uwt,— 

logo. If it be that, or any that was hers, 
It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives , 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'lis true.— I*ook h«:re, Iago; 
All my fond love thus I do blow to Im av« ii . 

(•]) All tenderness, all pity 

(5) Speaking, wanifet. (GJ Since. 
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Des. Indeed! Vt tree? 

Oth. Most writable; therefore look to'l well. 

Des. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never 
seen it. 

Oth. Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ?» 

Oth. Is't lost ? is't gone ? speak, 10 it out of the 
way? 

Des. Heaven bless us ! 

Oth. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost ; But what an if it were? 

Oth. Ha ! 

Des. 1 say, it is not lost. 

Oth. Fetch't, let me see it 

Des. Why, so I can, sir ; but I will not now : 
This is a trick, to put mc from my suit ; 
I pray, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind 



misgives. 



Des. Come, come; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des. I pray, talk mc of Cassio. 



Oth. The handkerchief,- 



Des. A man that, all his time, 
Hath founded his good fortune on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you ; 

Oth. The handkerchief, — 

Des. In sooth, 
You are to blame. 

Oth. Away! [Ext'* Othello. 

EmiL Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unhappy in the lows of it 

EmiL 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungcrly, and when they arc full, 
They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband. 

Enter Iago and Cassio. 

logo. There is no other way ; 'tin she must do't ; 
And, lo,the happiness! go, and imp6rtune her. 

Des. Hownuw? good Cassio? what's the news 
with you ? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, ana be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 
Entirely honour ; I would not be delay'd : 
If my offence be of such mortal kind, 
That neither service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 
Can ransom mc into his love again, 
But to know so must be my benefit ; 
So shall I clothe me in a fore'd content, 
And shut myself up in some other course, 
To fortune's alms. 

Des. Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favour, 3 as in humour, alter'd. 
So help me, every spirit sanctified, 
As I have spoken for you all my best ; 
And stood within the blank 3 of his displeasure. 
For my free speech ! You must a while be patient : 
What! can do, I will; and more I will, 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

logo. Is my lord angry ? 

EmiL He went hence but now, 

(1) Vehement, violent (2) In countenance. 

(3) Within the shot of his anger. 

(4) Treason. (5) The nuptial feast 



And, certainly, in strange uitquietness. 

/ago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air; 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff'd his own brother ; — And ran he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ; 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr'ytbee, do so. — Something, sure, of 
state. — [Exit Iago. 

Either from Venice ; or some unhatch'd practice, 4 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, — 
Hath puddled bis clear spirit : and, in such cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so; 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members ev'n to that *en.«c 
Of pain : Nav, we must think, men are not gods; 
Nor of them Took for such observances 
As fit the bridal. 4 — Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am,) 
Arraigning his unkindntw* with my soul; 
But now I find, I had subom'd the witness, 
And he's indited falsely. 

EmiL Pray heaven, it be state-matters, as yon 
think ; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 
Concerning you. 

Des. Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause. 

EmiL But jealous souls will not lm answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jcaloui for the cause, 
But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster, 
Begot upon iteelf, born on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep Uiat monster from Othello's 
mind ! 

EmiL Lady, amen. 

Des. lwill go seek him.— Cassio, walk hereabout: 
If I do find him fit, 1*11 move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cos. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Dcsdeniona and Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. 

Rian. Save you, friend Cass io ! 

Cos. What muke you from home ? 

How is it with you, my most fair Biunra ? 
1'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Man. And I was going to your lodging, Cassia 
What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights? 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers' absent hours 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

weary reckoning ! 

Cos. Pardon me, Bianca ; 

1 have this while with leaden thought* Imh>ii presa'd ; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time,* 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Giving her Deaderaooa's handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. 7 

Rian. O, Cassio, whence came mis ? 

This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is it come to this ? Well, well. 

Cos. Woman, go to ! 

Throw vour vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You arc jealous now. 
That this U from some mistress, some remembrance : 
Jio t in good troth, Bianca. 

Rian. Why, whose is it? 

Cos. \ know not, sweet: I found it in my chamber. 
1 like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough it will,) I'd have it copied : 

(6) Time less interrupted. 

(7) The meaning is, not pirk out the work, but 
copy this work in another handkert-hieC 



Scene I. 



OTHELLO, THK MOOR OF VENICE. 



475 



Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature. 
That doles on Cassio,— as'tis tin* strumpet** plague, 
To beetle many, and be beguil'd by one ; 
1 le, when he hears of her, cannot retrain 
From the exec** ol" laughter : — Here he come 8 : — 

Re-enter Ca*ii;. 

A* he shall smiir, Othello shall go mad ; 
And hi* unbookish 1 jealousy must construe. 
Poor Cassiu's smiles, gestures, and light behaviour 
Quite in the wrong. — I low do you now, lieutenant ? 

Cas. The worser, lliat you give me tlie addition, 3 
Whose want even kills me. 

/ago. Ply Desdcmona well, anil you are sure of 't 
Now, if this suit lay in Biauca'a power, 

[Speaking lower. 
How quickly should you speed. 

Cas. A las, poor caitiff ! 

Oth. Look, how he lauglis already ! [Aside. 

logo. I never knew a woman love man ho. 

Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i'faith, she loves 
me. 

Oth. Now be denies it faintly, and laugh* it out. 

[Aside. 

Iago. Do yon hear, Cassio ? 

Oth. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o'er : Go to ; well said, well said. [Aside. 

Iago. Slic eives it out, that you "hall marry her : 
Do you intend it ? 

Cas. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Oth. Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ? 

{Aside. 

Cas. 1 marry her ! — what ? a customer ! 3 I prV 
thee, bear some charity to my wit ; do not thinkil 
ho unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Oth. So, so, so, so : Tliey laugh that win. 

[Aside. 

logo. 'Faith, the cry goes, that you shall marry 
her. 

Cits. Pr*\ thee, say true. 

Iago. 1 am a ver> villain else. 

Oth. Have > ou scored me ? Well. [Aside. 

Cas. This is tlie monkey's own giving out : she 
i«. persuaded 1 will marry her, out of tier own love 
and flattery, not out of my promise. 

Oth. Iago beckon** me ; now he begins the story. 

[Aside. 

Cas. She was here even now ; she haunts me in 
every place. 1 wjw, the otlicr day, talking on the 
sea-bank widi certain Venetians; and thither comes 
this bauble; by this hand, she fulls thus about my 
neek ; 

Oth. Crying, O dear Cauio ! as it were : his 
gesture imports it. [Asid*: 

Cas. So hung*, and lolls, ?nd weep* upon me ; 
so hales, ami pulls me : ha, ha, ha ! — 

Oth. Now he tells, how slic plurkM him to my 
chamlwr : O, I w that nose of yours, but not that 
d«jg I shall throw it to. [Aside. 

Cas. Well, I mu^t leave her company. 

logo. Before me ! look where she comes. 

Enter Biancn. 

Cas. 'Tis such anotlier fitchew!' marry, a jier- 
fumed one.— What do you mean by this haunting 
ol" me ? 

Bian. l«et the devil and his dam liaunt you ! 
WTrat did you mean by that same liandkerchief, 

Jou gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to take it. 
must take out the whole work ? — A likely piece 

(I) Ignorant. (2) Title of lieutenant 

(3) A common woman. (4) A polecat 
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of work, that you sliould find it in your chamber, 
and not know u lio left it there ! Thi* is «nme mini's 
token, and 1 mu«t take out the work ? There, — give 
it tour hobb\ -horse : wheresoever vou had it, I'll 
take out no work on't. i 

Cos. II^w now, my sweet Bianci? liow now? 

|huiv liuW .' 

Oth. Bv heaven, that should be my handker- 
chief! [Aside. 

Bian. An you'll come to simper to-night, you 
may : an you will not, come when you arc next 
prepared for. [Exit 

iago. After her, after her. 

Cos. 'Faith I must, she'll rail in the street else. 

logo. Will you sup there ? 

Cas. 'Faith, I intend so. 

Iago. Well, I may chance to sec you; for 1 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Pi'y thee, come ; W ill you ? 

Iago. Go to ; say no more. [Exit Cassia 

Oth. How sliall I murder him, Iago ? 

logo. Did you perceive how lie laughed at his 
vice ? 

Oth. O, Iago! 

Iago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

Oth. Was that ininc ? 

Iago. Yours, by litis hand : and to sec how he 
prizes the foolii-h woman, your wife ! slie gave it 
him, and he hath given it his whore. 

Oth. I would havt; him nine years r killing :— 
A fine woman ! a f;iir woman ! a «weet woman! 

Iago. Nay, you mu-t forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rut and perish, and be damned 
to-night ; for she *hull not live : i\o, my heart is 
turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature: she- 
might lie by on emjKTorVj side, and command him 
tasks. 

Iago. Kay, that's not your way. 

Oth. I(:in«c her! 1 do but ssiy what she is: — So 
delicate with her needle. ! — An admirable musician ! 
O, she will sinif the savageness out of a bear ! — 
Of so high and plenteous wit and invention ! — 

logo. She's the worse for all this. 

Oth. O, a thousand, a tliousajid times : —And 
then, of so gentle a ruiuiitiuii !* 

Iago. A} , too gentle. 

Oth. Nay, that's certain ; But yet the pity of it, 
Iago! — O, Iago, the pity of it, laj;«>! 

Iago. If yon are so nil id over her iniquity, give 
hrr ; intent to offend ; fur, if it torn h not you, it 
come* near noliudy. 

(Hh. I will chop her uito meases Cut kold me 1 

Iago. O, 'tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mint! officer .' 

Iago. That'-* fouler. 

(Hh. (tit hh' sniiin poison, Iago; this night: — 
I'll not expifc dilate with her,le*t her body anabeau- 
(y iinpnivide mv miinl airain : this night, Iago. 

Iago. IVi it not with ponon, strangle her in het ' 
bed, tveii tin- lw-1 «ilii' h:ith ciMit:imiimted. 

Oth. liood, gi>nl: the justice ol' it please-*; very 
good. 

Iago. -\ ml, fort ';i«">i«», —let inel*ehis undei taker: 
Vou "luil I hear more by midnight. 

| .7 trumpet within. 

Oth. Ktcellcnt g«iod. — What trurii[H't is tliat 
same ? 

Iago. Something from Venice, sure. *Tis Lodo- 
vico, 
Come from (lie duke : and, see, your wife n with 
him. 

(j) Of so tweet a disposition. 
4D 
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Of*. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double- 

djmn'd, 
Swear— thou art honest. 

Da. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Oth. Heaven truly knows, tliat thou art false us 
hell. 

Da. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? How am 
1 false? 

Oth. O Desdemonn !— away ! away ! away ! 

Da. Alas, the heavy day !— Why do you weep ? 
Am 1 the occasion of tliese tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my fattier do suspect, 
An instrui'nenl of this your calling back, 
Lav not your blame on me ; if you have tost him, 
Why, I have lust him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas'd heaven 

To trv me with affliction; had he rain'd 
All kinds of son*, and shames, on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me in (loverly to tlie very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and ray utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in tome part of my soul 
A drop of patience : bat (abis !) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at, — 
O! O! 

Yet could I bear tliat too ; well, very well : 
Bat there, where I have gamer'd 1 up my licart ; 
Where either 1 must live, or bear no life ; 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in! — turn thy complexion there! 
Patience, thou young ami n**e-lipp'd cherubim ; 
Ay, there, look prim as liell ! 

Da. 1 hojie, my noble lord esteems me honest. 

Oth. O, ay ; as summer flies are in tlie shambles, 

'Hial quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 

Wlio art so lovely fair, and smellM so hweet, 

That tlie sense aches at thee— f Would, thou hadst 

ne'er Ix-en Ixirn ! 

Da. Ala*, what ignorunt sin liave I committed? 

Oth. Was tluVfair pu]n;r, this most goodly t>ook, 
Made to write whore upon ? What committed ! 
i'oraiiiittf.d !- O thou public commoner! 
I should make very forces of my chtneks, 
That would to cinders burn up modesty, 
Did 1 !mt speak thy deeds.— What committed ! 
Heaven Htojw the lintr Ht it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 
Is hu*h'd within tlie hollow mine of earth, 
And will n<>t hear it : What committed ! — 
Impudent strumpet ! 

Iks. Ry heaven, you do me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a strumpet r 

Da. No, as I am a Christian ; 

If to preserve this vessel lor my lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be — not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Da. No, as I shall be saved. 

Oth Is it possible ? 

Da. O, lieaven forgive us ! 

Oth. I cry you mercy, then ; 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello.— You, mistress, 

Rf -enter Emilia. 
That have the onV> opposite to Saint Feter, 
And keep the gate of hell , You ! you ! ay, you ! 
We. have done oui course , theie's money for your 
pa in ■«, 
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I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. 

[Exit. 

Emit. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive?— 
How do t ou, madam ? how do you, my good lady? 

Da 'r-'aith, half asleep. 

EmiL (food madam, what's the matter with mv 
lord? ^ 

Da. With win? 

EmiL Why, with my lord, madam 

Da. Who is thy lord ? 

Emit. He tliat is yours, sweet lady. 

Da. I have none : Do not tufk to me, Emilia; 
I cannot weep ; nor anawer I have none, 
Bat what should go by water. lVytliee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding fleets, — remember i— 
And call thy husband hitlicr. 

Emit. Here is a change, indeed ! [Exit. 

Da. 'Ti.s meet I should be used so, very meet- 
How have I been behav'd, that he might stick 
The sinall'st ojMnion on my great's! abuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia, xcith lago. 

Iago. What is your pleasure, madam? How it 
it with you ? 

Da. I cannot telL Those, that do teach young 
babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

Iago. What's the matter, lady ? 

Emit. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor*d her, 
Thrown such des|Nte and heavy terms upon her, 
As true lienrb cannot bear. 

Da. Am 1 that uame, Iago ? 

lago. What name, fair lady ? 

Da. Such as, she says, my lord did say 1 was. 

EmiL He call'd her, whore ; a beggar, in his 
drink, 
Could not have laid such terms upon Ins callct.? 

logo. Why did he so ? 

Da. I do not know ; 1 am sure, I am none such. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep; Alas, the day! 

Emit. Has site forsook so many noble matches. 
Her fauVr, luid her country, and her friends, 
To lie calPd — whore ? would it not make one weep? 

Da. Jt i* my wretched fortune. 

logo. Besbrew him for it ! 

How come* the trick upon him? 

Da. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emit. I will be hang'd, if some eternal villain, 
Some busy and insinuating rogue. 
Some < o^ging conning tluve, to get some office, 
Have not nevis'd llus slander ; I'll be hang'd else. 

Iago. Fie, there is no such man : it is impossible. 

DfM. If any Much there be, heaven pardon him* 

EimL A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw nil 
bones! 
Why slioold lie call her, whore ? who keeps her 

company ? 
What place? what time? what form? wtteihln- 

lihoud? 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villaiiuus knave. 
Some base notorious kna\e, tome scurvy fellow :— 
O, heaven, that such comjwmoniP Ihua'dnt unfold j 
And put in every honest hand a whip, 
To lash the rascal naked through the world. 
Even from the east to the went ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

Emit. O, fie upon him ' some su«.h vquire he \ 
'lliat turn VI your wit the *>amy nide* without, 
And made you >o Mioppf t n> with the Moor. 

lago. You arc a fool . go to. 
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Though tongues wrrr. out of use. 
Enter Emilia. 

Emit. 'Las, what's (he matter; what's thr matter, 
hubband ? 

logo. Casein hath fare been set on in the dark, 
By Koderigo, anil fellows that arc 'scap'd ; 
lie's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emit. Alas, good gentleman! alas, good Cassio ! 

logo. This is the fruit of whoring.— Pr'ythee, 
Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night : — 
What, do you shake at that ? 

Bum. tic supp'd at my house; but I therefore 
shake not. 

logo. O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me. 

Emit Fie, fie upon tliee, strumpet Y 

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest, 
As you that thus abuse mc. 

Kmil. As I ? foh ! tie upon thee ! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, left go see poor Cassio 
drcss'd : — 
Come, mistress, you mutt tell us another talc- 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd.— 
Will you go on, I pray ?— This is the night, [Aside. 
That cither makes mc, or fordoes 1 roc quite. [Ext. 

SCENE II. — A Ud-chamlxr: De*demona in bed 
asleep. A light burning. Enter Othello. 

Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul, — 
Let me. not name it to you, you chaste .stars ! — 
It is the cause. — Yet I'll not shed her blond ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[Takes off' his sword. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light :? 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me : — but once put out thine, 
Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not whereas that Promethean heat, 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd thy 

rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs must wither : — I'll smell it on the tree. — 

[Kissing her, 

balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword! — One mom, one more.— 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after : — One more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep, 

But they are cruel tears : This sorrow's heavenly ; 
It Htrikes, where it doth love. — She wakes — 

Des. Who's there? Othello? 

Oth. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime, 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 

Oth. Well, do it, and be brief ; I will walk by : 

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 

No, — Heaven forfend !> — l would not kill thy soul. 

Des. Talk you of killing? 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then heaven 

I lave merry on me ! 



(1) Undoes. 
(3) Forbid 



(2) I e. The light of life 



Oth. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If yon say so, I hope you will not kill me 

Oth. Humph! 

Des. And yet I fear you : for you are fatal then, 
When your eyes roll so : Why I should fear, I know 

not, 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 

Oth. Hunk on thy mm. 

Des. They arc loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou dicst. 

Des. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on mc 

Oth. Peace, and be still. 

Des. I will so: What's tlie matter? 

Oth. That handkerchief, which I so lov'd, and 
gave thee, 
Thou gav'st to Cassia 

Des. No, by my life and soul ; 

Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed, 

Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, presently : 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception, 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Tlien, Lord have mercy on me ! 

Oth. I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Casfeio, 
Hut with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token. 

Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his 
hand. 

perjnrM woman ! thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak'st me call, what I intend to do, — 
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 4 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ; 

I never gave it him : — Send for him hither, 
And let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confess'* 

Des. What, my lord ? 

Oth. That he hath— us'd thee. 

Des. How? unlawfully ? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. He'll not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 

Honest lago hath ta'en order fcr J t.« 

Des. My fear interprets then, — What, is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great re- 
venge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas ! he is betray 'd, and I undone. 

Oth. Out, strumpet ! Weep'st tbou for him to 
my face ? 

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not 

Oth, Down, strumpet f 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night 

Oth, Nay, if you strive, 

Des. But half an liour 

Oth. Being done, 

There is no pause. 

Des. Uut while I ray one prayer. 

(Hh. It is too late. | lit smothers her. 

Emil [Within.] My lord, my lord! what ho' 
my lord ! my lord ! 

(•1) A sacrifice atoning for fhy rriine 
(. r >) Han taken measures 
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